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By  the  publication  of  "  The  Female  Poets  op  America/'  in  1849,  this 
survey  of  American  Poetry  was  divided  into  two  parts.  From  "  The  Poets 
AND  PoETRT  OF  America"  were  omitted  all  reviewals  of  our  female  poets, 
and  their  places  were  supplied  with  notices  of  other  authors.  The  entire 
volume  was  also  revised,  re-arranged,  and  in  other  respects  improved. 

The  book  was  in  the  first  place  too  hastily  prepared.  There  was  di£Sculty 
in  procuring  materials,  and  in  deciding,  where  so  many  had  some  sort  of 
claim  to  the  title,  whom  to  regard  as  Poets.  There  had  been  published  in 
this  country  about  five  hundred  volumes  of  rhythmical  compositions  of  various 
kinds  and  degrees  of  merit,  nearly  all  of  which  I  read,  with  more  or  less 
attention.  From  the  mass  I  chose  about  one  fifth,  as  containing  writings 
not  unworthy  of  notice  in  such  an  examination  of  this  part  of  our  literature 
as  I  proposed  to  make.  I  have  been  censured,  perhaps  justly,  for  the  wide 
range  of  my  selections.  But  I  did  not  consider  all  the  contents  of  the 
volume  Poetry.  I  aimed  merely  to  show  what  had  been  accomplished 
toward  a  Poetical  Literature  by  our  writers  in  verse  before  the  close  of  the 
first  half  century  of  our  national  existence.  With  much  of  the  first  order  of 
excorience  more  was  accepted  that  was  comparatively  poor.  But  I  believe 
nothing  was  admitted  inferior  to  passages  in  the  most  celebrated  foreign 
works  of  like  character.  I  have  also  been  condemned  for  omissions.  But 
on  this  score  I  have  no  regrets.  I  can  think  of  no  name  not  included  in  the 
fir.-t  edition  which  I  would  now  admit  without  better  credentials  than  were 
before  me  when  that  edition  w^as  printed. 

The  value  of  books  of  this  description  has  been  recognised  from  an  early 
period.  Besides  the  few  leading  authors  in  every  literature  whose  works 
are  indispensable  in  libraries  to  be  regarded  as  in  any  degree  complete,  there 
are  a  far  greater  number  of  too  little  merit  to  render  the  possession  of  all 
their  productions  desirable.  The  compilations  of  English  poetry  by  Mr. 
Smlthev,  Mr.  IIazlitt,  Mr.  Campbell,  and  Mr.  S.  C.  Hall,  embrace  as 
manv  as  most  readers  wish  to  read  of  the  efi*usions  of  more  than  half  the 
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writers  quoted  in  them  ;  and  of  the  qualities  of  all  such,  indications  are  given 
in  criticisms  or  specimens  as  will  intelligibly  guide  the  lover  of  poetry  to 
more  comprehensive  studies.  In  our  own  country,  where  there  are  compara- 
tively few  poets  of  a  high  rank,  the  majority  would  have  little  chance  of  a  just 
appreciation  but  for  such  reviewals. 

The  earliest  project  for  a  general  collection  of  Specimens  of  American 
Poetry  was  that  of  James  Rivington,  the  celebrated  royalist  printer  of  New 
York,  who  in  January,  1773,  sent  a  printed  circular  on  the  subject  to  several 
persons  in  the  colonies  who  had  reputations  as  poets,  and  soon  after  published 
in  his  "Royal  Gazette"  the  following  advertisement: 

V  The  public  is  hereby  notified  that  the  printer  of  this  paper  has  it  in  contemplation  to  pub- 
lish  with  all  conyenient  speed  a  Collection  of  Poems  by  the  Favorites  of  the  Muses  in 
America,  on  the  same  plan  with  Dodslet's  celebrated  English  Compilation,  Such  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  therefore,  as  wiU  please  to  honour  the  attempt  with  their  productions,  (which  will 
be  treated  with  the  utmost  impartiality  by  a  gentleman  who  hath  undertaken  to  conduct  the 
publication,)  wiU  confer  a  favor  on  the  public  in  general,  and  particularly  on  their  much 
obliged  and  very  humble  servant,  James  Bivington. 

The  execution  of  Rivington's  design  was  prevented  by  the  approaching 
revolution,  and  no  such  book  appeared  until  1791,  when  Matthew  Caret 
brought  out  his  "Beauties  of  Poetry,  British  and  American,"  in  which 
selections  are  given  from  nineteen  native  writers.  In  1793  the  first  of  a 
proposed  series  of  volumes  of  "American  Poems,  Selected  and  Original,'* 
was  printed  in  Litchfield,  Connecticut,  under  the  editorial  supervision  of 
Richard  Alsop.  It  is  curious  and  interesting,  and  students  in  our  literary 
history  will  regret  that  its  sale  did  not  warrant  a  completion  of  the  under- 
taking. In  1794  "  The  Columbian  Muse,  a  Selection  of  American  Poetry  by 
various  Authors  of  established  Reputation,"  appeared  from  the  press  of 
J.  Carey,  in  New  York.  The  next  publication  of  this  kind  was  the  compre- 
hensive and  judicious  "  Specimens  of  American  Poetry,  with  Critical  and 
Biographical  Notices,"  in  three  volumes,  by  Mr.  Samuel  Kbttell,  in  1829 ; 
followed  in  1831  by  Dr.  Cheeyeb's  "  American  Common-Place  Book  of 
Poetry,  with  occasional  Notes ;"  in  1889  by  "  The  Poets  of  America,  illus- 
trated by  one  of  her  Painters,"  edited  by  Mr.  Keese,  and  in  the  same  year 
by  "  Selections  from  the  American  Poets,"  by  Mr.  Bryant. 

Since  the  reconstruction  of  the  present  work,  in  the  eleventh  edition,  the 
sale  has  been  still  greater  than  previously,  and  I  have  now  added  many  new 
authors,  and  notices  of  the  nevf  productions  of  authors  already  mentioned, 
with  additional  extracts. 

No.  22,  West  Twknttthibd  St&iit,  N»w  Yoek,  1866. 
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This  book  is  designed  to  exhibit  the  progress  and  condition  of  Poeiiy  in 
the  United  States.  It  contains  selections  from  a  large  number  of  authors,  all  of 
idiom  have  lived  in  the  brief  period  which  has  elapsed  since  the  establishment 
of  the  national  government.  Considering  the  youth  of  the  country,  and  the  many 
circumstances  which  have  had  a  tendency  to  retard  the  advancement  of  letters 
here,  it  speaks  well  for  the  past  and  present,  and  cheeringly  for  the  future. 

There  is  nothing  in  our  country  to  prevent  the  successful  cultivation  of 
Kterature  and  the  arts,  provided  the  government  places  our  own  authors 
apon  an  equality  with  their  foreign  rivals,  by  making  it  possible  to  publish 
their  works  at  the  same  prices.  A  National  Literature  is  not  necessarily 
confined  to  local  subjects;  but  if  it  were,  we  have  no  lack  of  themes  for 
romance,  poetry,  or  any  other  sort  of  writing,  even  though  the  new  relations 
which  man  sustains  to  his  fellows  in  these  commonwealths  did  not  exist. 
The  perilous  adventures  of  the  Northmen  ;  the  noble  heroism  of  Columbus ; 
the  rise  and  fall  of  the  Peruvian  and  Mexican  empires  ;  the  colonization  of 
New-England  by  the  Puritans  ;  the  witchcraft  delusion  ;  the  persecution  of 
the  Quakers  and  Baptists  ;  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  French  dominion  in  the 
Canadas  ;  the  overthrow  of  the  great  confederacy  of  the  Five  Nations ;  the 
settlement  of  New- York,  Pennsylvania,  Maryland  and  Virginia,  by  people  of 
llie  most  varied  and  picturesque  characters ;  the  beautiful  and  poetical  my- 
thologv'  of  the  aborigines ;  and  that  revolution,  resulting  in  our  independence 
and  equal  liberty,  which  forms  a  barrier  between  the  traditionary  past  and  the 
familiar  present :  all  abound  with  themes  for  imaginative  literature.  Turning 
from  tliese  subjects  to  those  of  a  descriptive  character,  we  have  a  variety  not  less 
extensive  and  interesting.  The  chains  of  mountains  which  bind  the  continent ; 
the  inland  seas  between  Itasca  and  the  ocean  ;  caverns,  in  which  whole  nations 
miirht  be  hidden  ;  the  rivers,  cataracts,  and  sea-like  prairies ;  and  all  the 
varieties  of  land,  lake,  river,  sea  and  sky,  between  the  gulfs  of  Mexico  and 
Hudson,  are  full  of  them. 
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ITie  elements  of  power  in  all  sublime  sights  and  heavenly  harmonies 
should  live  in  the  poet's  song.  The  sense  of  beauty,  next  to  the  miraculous 
divine  suasion,  is  the  means  through  which  the  human  character  is  purified 
and  elevated.  The  creation  of  beauty,  the  manifestation  of  the  real  by  the 
ideal,  in  "  words  that  move  in  metrical  array,"  is  the  oflSce  of  the  poet. 

This  volume  embraces  specimens  from  a  great  number  of  authors ;  and 
though  it  may  not  contain  all  the  names  which  deserve  admission,  the  judi- 
cious critic  will  be  more  likely  to  censure  me  for  the  wide  range  of  my 
selections  than  for  any  omissions.  In  regard  to  the  number  of  poems  I  have 
given  from  particular  writers,  it  is  proper  to  state  that  considerations  uncon- 
nected with  any  estimates  of  their  comparative  merit  have  in  some  cases 
guided  me.  The  collected  works  of  several  poets  have  been  frequently 
printed  and  are  generally  familiar,  while  &e  works  of  others,  little  less  deserving 
of  consideration,  are  comparatively  unknown. 

There  is  in  all  the  republic  scarcely  a  native  inhabitant  of  Saxon  origin  who 
cannot  read  and  write.  Every  house  has  its  book  closet  and  every  town  its 
public  library.  The  universal  prevalence  of  intelligence,  and  that  self-respect 
and  confidence  arising  from  political  and  social  equality,  have  caused  a  great 
increase  of  writers.  Owing,  however,  to  flie  absence  of  a  just  system  of  copy- 
right, the  rewards  of  literary  exertion  are  so  precarious  that  but  a  small  number 
give  their  exclusive  attention  to  literature.  A  high  degree  of  excellence,  espe- 
cially in  poetry,  is  attained  only  by  constant  and  quiet  study  and  cultivation. 
Our  poets  have  generally  written  with  too  little  preparation,  and  too  hastily,  to 
win  enduring  reputations. 

In  selecting  the  specimens  in  the  work,  I  have  regarded  humorous  and 
other  rhythmical  compositions,  not  without  merit  in  their  way,  as  poetry,  though 
they  possess  few  of  its  true  elements.  It  is  so  common  to  mistake  the  form  for 
the  divme  essence,  that  I  should  have  been  compelled  to  omit  the  names  of 
many  who  are  popularly  known  as  poets,  had  I  been  governed  by  a  more 
strict  definition. 


Prilidklphii,  March,  1848. 
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BEFORE  THE  EEVOLUTIOK 


The  literary  annaU  of  this  country  before  the 
rrrolulion  present  few  names  entitled  i&  a  per- 
manent celebrity.     Many  of  the  earlier  colonists 
of  New  England  were   men  of  erudition,  pro- 
£>untlly  Tersed  in  the  dogmas  and  discussions  of 
the  fK-hools,  and  familiar  with  the  best  fruits  of 
ancient  genius  and  culture,  and  they  perpetuated 
their    intellectual    habits    and    accomplishments 
aroon^  their  immediate  descendants;  but  they 
po«M«8ed  neither  the  high  and  gentle  feeling,  the 
refined  appreciation,  the  creating  imagination,  nor 
the  illustrating  fancy  of  the  poet,  and  what  they 
produced  of  real  excellence  was  nearly  all  in  those 
domains  of  exprrimental  and  metaphysical  reli- 
gion in  which  acuteoeas  and  strength  were  more 
important  than  delicacy  or  elegance.     The  "  re- 
nowned" Mr.  Thomas  Shepherd,  the  **  pious" 
Mr.  John  Norton,  and  our  own  "judicious"  Mr. 
HomJlER,  are  i^till  justly  esteemed  in  the  churches 
for  s.>undne«»  in  the  faith  and  learned  wisdom,  as 
T%ell  X9  for  all  the  practical  Christian  virtues,  and 
in  tSojr  more  earnest  "endeavours'*  they  and  sc- 
wr  li  o\  ihejr  conieinporarics  frequently  wrote  ex- 
o  '!•  nt  j.ro^',  ati  example  of  which  may  he  found 
in  th.'  *•  aite>talit»n'"  to  ('otton  Mathkk's  "Mag- 
n^'n."    by  JoMN  Hi<;(iiN!*oN,  of  Salem,  which  has 
T. "l   iM-en   surpas^tied  in  htalely  eloquence  by  any 
in«.»vi»  rri  wntiripon  the  exodus  of  the  Puritans.    In 
a  MiC<  «Hdinj?  Aze  that  miracle  of  dialectical  Rub- 
tlotv.  Ki.w  \iti.^,  with  Mayiikw,  Chai  N^EY,BEL- 
I.  »'n.   H«»i'KiN<,  and    others',   demonstrated  the 
titi-.h  th:it  then"  was  no  want  of  enerpy  and  ac- 
t;\;'\   in  Amenran  mind  in  the  direction  to  which 
it  w  .i>  most  e>|»ec;ally  (ictorminod;  but  our  clabo- 
raTc   n.i'tnral  c  »m(io>;tii)n«!,  formal,  pedantic,  and 
q-.iiT.t.  of  thr  seventeentli  century  and  the  earlier 
y.*!T  .  t  ilic  ciiilitrcntli,  are  forgotten  except  bycu- 
r.«»ii-  .int.«jujri«  s,  wljo  >ec  in  iheui  the  least  valua- 
•  !♦•  :'M>  »»!  ih»  tir>l  at;e<<  of  Aini-rican  civilization. 
'I'lf  r'tnnrk    lia^  fre(ji:eiitly  been  quoted   from 
Mr.  Jk:  i  >:i!^<<.N.  tliat  v\  hen  we  can  l.oast  as  long 
J  I.  -t  iry  a>  tli.il  oi'  Kimland,  uc  shall   not  have 
rAU-"  t'»  flirmk    frort)  a  comparison  of  our  litera- 
t;ir«  ^  ;   but  there  is  very   little  reason   in   Huch   a 
»::jj'  -t.«»ti.  hince  h'»we\er  unfavourable  to  tlu*  cul- 
t;\:i';«»ii  of  ;jny  kind  of  refir»emenl  are  the  nece**- 
lianlv  pri»saic  duties  of  the  planterH  of  an  empire 
m  wilderness  countries,   in  our  case,  when   the 
planting  wa*  accomplished,  and  our  anceslorschose 


to  turn  their  attention  to  mental  luxuries,  they  had 
but  to  enter  at  once  upon  the  most  advanced  con- 
dition of  taste,  and  the  use  of  all  those  resources 
in  literary  art  acquired  or  invented  by  the  more 
happily  situated  scholars  to  whom  had  been  con- 
fided in  a  greater  degree  the  charge  of  the  Eng- 
lish language.  When,  however,  the  works  of 
CiiAUCEB,  Spenser,  Shakspeabe,  and  Milton 
were  as  accessible  as  now,  and  the  living  harmo- 
nies of  Dbtden  and  Pope  were  borne  on  every 
breeze  that  fanned  the  cheek  of  an  Englishman, 
the  best  praise  which  could  be  awarded  to  American 
verses  was  that  they  were  ingeniously  grotesque. 
There  were  displayed  in  them  none  of  the  graces 
which  result  from  an  csthetical  sensibility,  bat 
d^ly  such  ponderous  oddities,  lal)orious  conceits, 
and  sardonic  humors,  as  the  slaves  of  metaphysi- 
cal and  theological  scholasticism  might  be  ex- 
pected to  indulge  when  yielding  to  transient  and 
imperfect  impulses  of  human  nature.  Our  fathers 
were  like  the  labourers  of  an  architect;  they 
planted  deeply  and  strongly  in  religious  virtue 
and  useful  science  the  foundations  of  an  edifice, 
not  dreaming  how  great  and  magnificent  it  was 
to  he.  They  did  well  their  part ;  it  was  not  for 
them  to  fashion  the  capitals  and  adorn  the  arches 
of  the  tem[»Ie. 
I  The  firs-t  poem  composed  in  this  country  was  a 
description  of  New  Englaml,  in  Latin,  by  the 
Reverend  William  Mouuf.ll,  who  came  to  the 
Plyniouth  colony  in  1623.  and  returned  to  London 
in  the  following  year.  It  has  U'en  reprinted,  with 
an  English  translation  made  by  the  author,  in  the 
collections  of  the  Massachusetts  Historical  Society. 
Mr.  (iF.oiuiE  Sandys,  while  "  treitsurer  for 
the  colony  in  Virginia,"  about  the  year  1625, 
'  wrote  probably  the  earliest  English  verse  i)r«.>- 
I  du<e<l  in  America.  Michakl  Duayton,  author 
,  of  the  '•  Tolyolbion,"  adilressed  to  him  an  epistle 
in  which  lie  says  — 

'•  My  worthy  <Jf<«r'.re.  }y  imlu-itry  ami  ti^s 
Lrt-fP  *■<*«  wli.it  Vmv»  \  ir.inla  w\\\  pn.<Ju.'v; 
(!o  <.in  with  nvii>.  a«  viu  \\ti\f  Uv'U'> 
Wiih  th.'  tl^^t  tivr  l..«.k<:  l.-t  >our  iiuihIkts  run 
;  (;iih  .IS  th"  f)ri«-r:  s  •.  it  -hrill  li\.-  Inn;; 

Ami  <l*  mu -h  linnor  U>  the  Kn;;li^h  t«'Uvriu*." 

S\M)Ys  completed  in  Virginia  his  translation 
of  the  '•Metamorphoses,''  dating  hence  his  dedi- 
cation  to  the  king,  and  probably  wrote  here  all 
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his  <*  Paraphrase  upon  the  Psatm^/'  and  **  Songs 
selected  out  of  the  Old  and  New  I'estamonts." 
Dbyden  and  Pops  unite  in  praising  his  poems, 
and  his  version  of  the  Book  of  Psalms  has  been 
describe<l  as  incomparably  the  most  poetical  in 
the  English  language. 

The  oldest  rhythmical  composition  from  the 
hand  of  a  colonist  which  has  come  down  to  us.  is 
believed  to  have  been  written  about  the  year 
1630.     I'he  name  of  the  author  has  been  lost : 

"  New  Rnglanil'ii  •nnoyaaeet.  too  that  woald  know  them. 
Pray  poader  tbe»e  verMS  which  briefly  do  ahow  them. 

**The  place  where  we  live  is  a  wUderDeu  wood, 
Where  gnus  is  much  wanting  that 's  fruitful  and  good: 
Our  mountains  and  hills  and  our  valleys  below 
Being  commonly  covered  with  ice  and  with  snow : 
And  when  the  northwest  wind  with  violence  blows, 
Then  every  man  pulls  his  cap  over  his  nose : 
But  If  any 's  so  hardy  and  will  it  withstand, 
Ue  forfeits  a  finger,  a  foot,  or  a  hand. 

**  Bat  when  the  spring  opens,  we  then  t»ke  the  hoe. 
And  make  the  ground  ready  to  phint  and  to  sow ; 
Our  com  being  planted  and  seed  being  sown, 
Tlie  worms  destroy  much  before  it  is  grown; 
And  when  it  is  growing  some  spoil  there  is  made 
By  birds  and  by  squirrels  that  pluck  up  the  blade; 
And  when  it  is  come  to  full  com  in  the  ear. 
It  la  often  destroy'd  by  raccoon  and  by  deer. 

**  And  now  do  our  garments  begin  to  grow  tiiin, 
And  wool  is  much  wanted  to  card  and  to  spin ; 
If  we  get  a  garment  to  cover  without, 
Our  other  in-garments  are  clout  upon  clout : 
Our  clothes  w»  brought  with  us  are  apt  to  be  torn. 
They  need  to  be  clouted  soon  after  they  're  worn ; 
But  clouting  our  garments  they  hinder  us  nothing,      « 
Clouts  double  are  wanner  than  single  whole  clothing. 

**  If  fineeh  meat  be  wanting,  to  fill  up  our  dish. 
We  have  carrots  and  pumpkins  and  turnips  and  fish : 
And  is  there  a  mind  fbr  a  delicate  dish, 
We  repair  to  the  clam  banks,  and  there  we  catch  fish. 
'Stead  of  pottage  and  puddings  and  custards  and  pies, 
Our  pumpkins  and  parsnips  are  common  supplies : 
We  have  pumpkins  at  morning  and  pumpkins  at  noon ; 
If  it  was  not  for  pumpkins  we  should  be  undone. 

*'If  barley  be  wanting  to  make  Into  malt. 
We  must  be  contented  and  think  it  no  Ikult; 
Por  we  can  make  liquor  to  sweeten  our  lips 
Of  pumpkins  and  parsnips  and  walnut-tree  chips. .... 

''Now  while  some  are  gcrfng  let  others  be  coming, 
Por  while  liquor 's  boiling  it  must  have  a  scumming; 
But  I  will  not  blame  them,  ftMr  birds  of  a  lather. 
By  seeking  their  Callows,  are  flocking  together. 
But  you  whom  the  Lobo  intends  hither  to  bring, 
Forsake  not  the  honey  fbr  fear  of  the  sting ; 
But  bring  both  a  quiet  and  contented  mind, 
And  all  needfU  blessings  you  surely  will  find." 

The  first  book  published  in  British  America 
waa  «The  Psalms,  in  Metre,  faithfully  Trans- 
lated, for  the  Use,  Edification  and  Comfort  of  the 
Saints,  in  Public  and  Private,  especially  in  New 
England,**  printed  at  Cambridge,  in  1640.  The 
version  was  made  by  Thomas  Weldb,  of  Rox- 
bury,  RiCHABD  Mather,  of  Dorchester,  and  John 
Eliot,  the  famous  apostle  to  the  Indians.  The 
translators  seem  to  have  been  aware  that  it  pos- 
sessed but  little  poetical  merit.  **  If,'*  say  they, 
in  their  preface,  *'the  verses  are  not  always  so 
smooth  and  elegant  as  some  may  desire  and  ex- 
pect, let  them  consider  that  God's  altar  needs  not 
our  polishings ;  for  we  have  respected  rather  a 


plain  translation,  than  to  smooth  oar  Terses  with 
the  sweetness  of  any  paraphrase,  and  so  have  a^> 
tended  to  conscience  rather  than  elegance,  and 
fidelity  rather  than  poetry,  in  translating  Hebrew 
words  into  English  language,  and  David's  poetry 
into  English  metre.**  Cotton  Mather  laments 
the  inelegance  of  the  versioA,  but  declares  that 
the  Hebrew  was  most  exactly  rendered.  After 
a  second  edition  had  been  printed.  President 
DuNSTBR,*  of  Harvard  College,  assisted  by  Mr. 
Richard  Lton,  a  tutor  at  Cambridge,  attempted 
to  improve  it,  and  in  their  advertisement  to  the 
godly  reader  they  state  that  they  **  had  special  eye 
both  to  the  gravity  of  the  phrase  of  sacred  writ 
and  sweetness  of  the  verse.**  Dunbter's  edition 
was  reprinted  twenty-three  times  in  America,  and 
several  times  in  Scotland  and  England,  where  it 
was  loqg  used  in  the  dissenting,  congregations. 
The  following  specimen  is  from  the  second  edition: 

PSALM  czzxvu. 
**  The  rivers  on  of  Babilon 

There  when  wee  did  sit  downe. 
Yea,  even  then,  wee  mourned  when 
Wee  remembered  Sion. 
**  Our  harp  wee  did  hang  it  amid, 
Upon  the  willow  tree. 
Because  there  they  that  us  away 
Led  in  captlvitee 
**  Bequir'd  of  us  a  song,  and  thus 
Askt  mirth  us  waste  who  laid, 
Sing  us  among  a  Sion's  song, 
Unto  us  then  thej  said. 
«  The  Loaj>'8  song  sing  can  wee,  being 
In  stranger's  land?  then  let 
Loee  her  skill  my  right  hand  if  I 
Jerusalem  fbrget. 

**  Let  cleave  my  tongue  my  paDate  on 
If  mind  thee  doe  not  I, 
If  chiefe  Joyes  o're  I  prise  not  more 
Jerusalem  my  joy. 
''Remember,  Loan,  Edom's  sons*  word, 
Unto  ihp  ground,  said  they. 
It  rase,  it  rase,  when  as  it  was 
Jerusalem  her  day. 

"  Blest  shaU  he  be  that  payeth  thee, 
Daughter  of  Babilon, 
Who  must  be  waste,  that  which  thou  bast 
Rewarded  us  upon. 

**  0  happie  hee  shall  surely  bee 
That  taketh  up,  that  eke 
The  little  ones  against  the  stones 
Doth  into  pieces  breaks. 

Mrs.  Anne  Bradbtrbbt,  « the  mirror  of  her 
age  and  glory  of  her  sex,**  as  she  is  styled  by  a 
contemporary  admirer,  came  to  America  with  her 
husband.  Governor  Simon  Bbadstrbbt,  in  1630, 

*  Thomas  Dcnstis  was  the  first  president  of  Harvard 
College,  and  was  inaugurated  on  the  twenty-seventh  of 
August,  1640.  In  1664  he  became  unpopular  on  account 
of  his  public  advocacy  of  anti-pspdobaptism,  and  was  com- 
pelled to  resign.  When  he  died,  in  1669,  he  bequeathed 
legacies  to  the  persons  who  were  most  active  in  causing 
his  separation  fh>m  the  College.  In  the  lifb  of  Du^tbtkb, 
in  the  MafftuUiOj  is  the  fbllowing  admonition,  by  Mr. 
Shxphikd,  to  the  authors  of  the  New  Psalm  Book : 

"  Too  XozA'ry  poeU  keep  elMu-  of  the  eiiiM 
or  BlMlnf  to  fire  at  very  good  rliyaM. 
Aud  jou  of  DorckMler,  joar  T«nM  leoftben. 
Bat  with  Ou  tezu'  own  word*  70a  will  tta«m  ■trengtben.' 
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and  ten  jean  afterwanl  pablished  ber  celebrated 
volome  of  **  Several  Poems,  compiled  with  great 
rarietj  of  wit  and  learning,  full  of  deligiat ;  where- 
in evpeciallj  ia  contained  a  coropleat  Diacourse 
lad  Description  of  the  four  Elements,  Constitu- 
tions, Ages  of  Man,  and  Seasons  of  the  Year,  to- 
Itether  with    an   exact   Epitome   of  the   Three 
Fint  Monarchies,  yiz.  :  the  Assyrian,  Persian,  and 
Grecian :  and  the  Roman  Commonwealth,  from 
the  Ite^inninff.  to  the  end  of  the  last  King ;  with 
divers  other  Pleasant  and  Serious  Poems."    NoR- 
Tox  declares  her  poetry  so  fine  that  were  Mabo 
to  hear  it  he  would  condemn  his  o^n  works  to 
the  fire;  the  author  of  the  '<Magnalia"  speaks  of 
her  p<>eajs  as  a  ^monument  for  her  memory  be- 
yond the  stateliest  marble ;"  and  John  Rogers, 
one  of  the  presidents  of  Harvard  College,  in  some 
rtrnea  addressed  to  her,  says  — 

*•  Ynar  only  h.ind  those  poe*i.»8  did  compone: 
Tour  hi<\d  tbt-  »>ur(v,  whence  all  thojm  opriDgs did  flow: 
Ymut  \i.iv,  iih'.-ntv  chan;,ji''s  sweetest  notes  arose: 
Your  t-.-t  that  k«-i>t  tho  danw  alone,  I  trow: 
T«Xt-sr  T.  ii  \<»ar  bonnetA,  poetarters  all, 
StriW.-.  I-.wlt  amaia,  and  at  thi*e  humbly  fiill, 
Au-1  drtci  voureelTii  ad>anced  to  be  her  pedostaL 

-  Sh'uM  all  with  lowlj  coniBr»H^  laurels  bring, 
Wa«:r-  H<.ra"s  ma^/,ine  to  find  s  wreath. 
Or  i'ir.<'U<"  liank-c.  't  were  too  roKin  o(Terinj»; 
Y"ur  Uju«*»  a  fiirvr  7«rland  doth  Itequeath 
T-'  k.'in'-.l  j.-nr  fiirer  front;  here  't  is  your  name 
^ha!'-  s»and  ininiarM<*d :  thi«  your  little  frame 
?^bali  u'ri-at  0>1*««.>U5  b»>,  to  your  eternal  lame.'* 

She  died  in  September,  1672.  Of  her  history 
■nd  uritinss  a  more  ample  account  may  be  found 
in  my  ••  Female  Poets  of  America." 

\ViLMAM  BBAnroBD,  the  second  governor  of 
P!m:.o.^!»i,  \\!iO  wrote  a  "  History  of  the  People 
a. id  <'  I  'ri\  IrDtn  lfi02  to  16i7,"'  coiiipiiscd  also 
**  A  l'«  -  rijtne  ami  Historical  Account  of  New 
Kr:.'  ii.  ;.  ::i  Vcr<r,"  u  liich  is  prt>orved  in  the  Col- 
)•«:  ..'.-  .•!  t.-jt*  M  i->aclnisett-;  Histt>rical  Si>ciety. 

\*.  :..  :i  .I>!iN    l,'i'7  I  mn,  an  ♦■nuneiit  tnini>tcr  of 

Ii..--      1.  li.r.i.  Ill     HI5*2.   Hl.N.lAMlN    WuODUUllx'.K, 

t:n-  :"  -t  J  »  itj  III'  .»f  Hjrvanl  College,  ami  afler- 
•Aa'  i  .net  ti)c  cii.i}tl:iinsof  Cn  milks  the  ^^econd, 
w;.'t  ;i:i  ti.u'i.ic  j  orrn.  from  a  j)ass.ii;e  in  whicli 
it  1^  -•:!  -«vi  Vv.  wKi.iN  b«)rro\vt'cl  the  iilea  of  Ins 
ctlt  :>ra'»  «l  t  j>itaj/li  t-ii  hinjsclf.  CofToN,  says 
\\  « II  ■:•!..; :  i'.K,  w  as 
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'!:;.-  ':.:.<<  uf  tiic  UeM-rentl  Jo^^kih  C  wr.s,  on 
the  .  ;"i  of  Mr  .l.-ns  f'li^iKi:,  an  ingenious 
luat!,.  ..  iT..  HI  afiil  printer,  arc  vet  more  like  the 
ri  ;"a;    i      .*    fit  \NK:.IN  : 

••'];•■  \-  :•  .»1.:  hn'^'  '.  i^  ♦■n«-<.>  <li'l  l.irJv. 
>  •-.  .  .  .A  ,i>l.J.-  liU.'  .til  1.1 1  :i!ii,nn.H.k; 
I'.::'  (  -  'h.'  j.nw-nt  i-nly  '.»  «.ut  «-f  d.tte. 
T  vi'il.  1. 1'..  ;it  1 -u  Mh  a  lar  uj'P.-  a.;i\f  state  : 


Tea,  though  with  dost  tfaj  body  soUed  he, 
Yet  at  the  resurrection  we  shall  see 
A  fidr  edition,  aad  of  matchless  worth. 
Free  from  erratas,  new  In  heaven  set  ftnrth; 
T  is  but  a  word  from  God  the  jfreat  Creator, 
It  shall  be  done  when  he  saith  Imprimatur^ 

The  excellent  President  Ubian  Oakes,  styled 
» the  Lacta-vtics  of  New  England,"  wa»  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  poets  of  his  time.  The 
following  verses  are  from  his  elegy  on  the  death 
of  Thomas  Shepabd,  minister  of  Charicstown  : 

'*  Art,  nature,  Rrace,  in  him  were  all  combined 
To  show  the  world  a  matchless  paraj^on ; 
In  whom  of  radiant  virtues  no  less  shined. 
Than  a  whole  constellation;  but  hoe 's  gonel 
Hee  >  gone,  alas!  down  in  the  dust  must  ly 
As  much  of  this  rare  person,  as  could  die. 

"  To  be  descended  well,  doth  that  commend  ? 

Can  sons  their  bthers'  glory  call  their  own  ? 

Our  SasPARD  justly  misht  to  this  pretend, 

(Uis  blessed  father  was  of  high  renown, 
Both  Knglands  speak  him  great,  admire  his  name,) 
But  his  own  personal  worth's  a  better  claim. 
"  His  look  commanded  rererence  and  awe, 

Thouifh  mild  and  amiable,  not  austere: 

Well  humoured  was  he,  as  1  erer  saw, 

And  rule<I  by  lore  and  wisdom  more  than  f^ar. 
The  muses  and  the  graces  too,  conspired. 
To  set  Ibrth  this  rare  piece  to  be  admired. 

"  lie  breathed  love,  and  pursued  peace  in  his  day, 
As  if  his  soul  were  made  of  harmony : 
Scarce  ever  more  of  go^xlness  crowded  lay 
In  such  a  piece  of  frail  mortality. 
Sure  Father  Wilson's*  genuine  son  was  ho> 
New-England's  PAtL  had  such  a  Timothy. 

*'  My  dearest.  Inmost,  bosome  fHend  is  gone! 
Gone  is  my  sweot  companion,  soul's  delight ! 
Now  in  a  huddling  crowd,  I  'm  all  alone. 
And  aliiKist  rould  M-l  all  thf  w..rl>l  go<>.|.ni::1it. 

lU.Nt  N>  my  n>,k:  <;  .i>  lives:  o:  lit  him  lie 

\>h^  is  all.  s..;»ll  ill  all  to  mt-." 

At  that  period  the  memory  of  everv  eminent 
person  was  preserved  in  an  in^jjenioiis  eh  try,  epi- 
taph, or  cnairnun.  JSiikivmm»,  inournei)  m  the 
ahove  venues  hy  Ovkks,  on  the  death  of  J(HiN 
\Viix»N,  "the  Paul  of  Mew  Kniiland,"  and  "the 
(greatest  ona^rainiiiatizcr  since  the  davis  of  JiY- 
(•oi'Uiu»N,"  wrote— 

'•O.  rhui-.-  it  i.ot:     No  -\\..-t.T  nam.-  -.r  thin.', 
Thr<iu^lj"Ut  th.-  >\uil.i.  williiu  cur  i-ai>  >h.iil  liii;:.*' 

Thomas  ^VF.I.I»^.a  poet  of  some  reputntion  in 
his  day,  wrote  the  foilowinc:  epilaj^h  on  Sa^ii  }  i, 
DANFoKTir.a  minister  oi'  J{t).\hury,  who  died  soon 
after  the  completion  of  a  new  meeting-house; 

'•  Our  ncw-l'iiilt  rhur.  h  tm'w  <ur"»«r>  t'-.  )>\  tlii-.. 
l^ir^'T  it**  viinl.A.  V.  }  ut  U^  !i:hts  ar>«  it  s>.'" 

PKTr.K  pot  i.»;kr,  a  srhoohnasterof  Mnnturket, 
and  the  mnternal  grandfather  of  I)oct«)r  I'hank- 
1  IN,  in  U)70  pu!>li>hed  a  poem  intilled  "  A  Look- 
intr-trlass  lor  the  times."  addre.-seu  ^  men  in 
authority,  in  whieh  he  athocate^  rtiii^ious  liherty, 
and  imj>lores  tlie  governnienl  to  npeal  the  un- 
rharit:il»le  Kiws  ai^ainst  the  C^uukers  and  other 
,   sects.      He  says — 

I     •*'ih"  r\il<T*  ill  thf  rountry  I  do  <wni^  tli^ni  in  tln>  I^'r.T>: 
'        AiJ'l  su'-h  as  arc  lor  |.'"Vfruui«-ut,  uilh  'Ai-va  I  do  at-r<>r<J. 
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But  that  which  I  intend  thereby,  is  that  th^  would  keep 

bound; 
And  meddle  not  with  Goo'i  worship,  for  which  they  hare 

no  ground.  * 

And  I  am  not  alone  herein,  there's  many  hundreds  more. 
That  have  tor  many  years  ago  spoke  much  more  upon  that 

fcctn. 
Indeed,  I  really  believe,  it 's  not  your  business, 
To  meddle  with  the  church  of  Odd  in  matters  more  or  less.** 

In  another  part  of  his  "  Looking  Glasa" — 

*'  Now  loTlng  friends  and  countrymen,  I  wish  we  may  be 
wise; 

T  Ia  now  a  time  for  every  man  to  see  with  his  own  eyes. 

'T  Ir  ta5y  to  proroke  the  Lord  to  send  among  us  war ; 

T  Ih  ea«y  to  do  violence,  to  envy  and  to  jar; 

To  nbow  a  spirit  that  is  high ;  to  scold  and  domineer ; 

To  pride  it  out  as  if  there  were  no  God  to  make  us  fear; 

To  covet  what  is  not  our  own ;  to  ch*>at  and  to  oppress; 

To  live  a  liie  that  mi^ht  free  U5  from  acts  of  righteoasness ; 

To  swear  and  lie  and  to  be  drunk ;  to  liackbitc  one  another ; 

To  carry  tales  that  may  do  hurt  and  mischief  to  our  bro- 
ther; 

To  live  la  such  hypocrisy,  as  men  may  think  us  good. 

Although  our  hearts  within  are  full  of  evil  and  of  blood. 

All  these,  and  many  evils  more,  are  easy  for  to  do; 

But  to  repeat  and  to  reform  we  iiave  no  strength  thereta" 

The  following  are  the  concluding  lines: 

**  I  am  for  peace,  and  not  lor  war,  and  that's  the  reason  why 
I  w  I  it«>  more  plain  t  ban  some  men  do.tliat  use  to  daub  and  lie. 
Itul  1  tiiiail  (xtLse  and  set  my  name  to  what  I  here  insert: 
Het-ause  to  be  a  libeller,'  I  hate  with  all  my  heart 
From  Sherbonton,  where  now  I  dwell,  my  name  I  do  put 

berv, 
Wit  bout  offence,  your  real  friend,  it  is    Petxr  Fouloke." 

Probably  the  first  native  bard  was  he  who  ia  de- 
«cribed  on  a  tombstone  at  Roxbury  as  "  Benjamin 
TiiCMSON,  learned  schoolmaster  and  physician, 
and  ye  renowned  j»octof  New  England."  He  was 
t>orn  in  the  town  of  Dorchester,  (now  Quincy,)  in 
1640,  and  educated  at  Cambridge,  where  he  receiv- 
ed a  degree  in  16^2.  His  principal  work,  **New 
England's  Crisis,''  appears  to  have  been  written 
during  the  famous  wars  of  Philip,  sachem  of  the 
IVquuds,  against  the  colonists,  in  1675  and  1676. 
'i'he  following  is  the  prologue,  in  which  he  laments 
the  growth  of  luxury  among  the  people: 

'*  The  times  wherein  old  Pompion  was  a  saint, 
Wlien  men  tared  iiardly,  yet  without  complaint, 
On  vilest  rates :  the  dainty  Indian-maiie 
"VVas  eat  with  clamp-shells  out  of  wooden  trayes. 
Under  thatched  huts,  without  the  cry  of  rent. 
And  the  best  sawce  to  every  disli,  content 
Whou  flesh  was  Ibod  and  hairy  skins  made  coats, 
And  men  as  well  as  birds  had  chirping  notes; 
Wlien  Cimnels  were  accounted  noble  blood. 
Among  the  tribes  of  common  herbage  t>od. 
Of  Ckrxs'  bounty  formed  was  many  a  knaclc, 
KnougH  to  fiU  poor  Kosm's  Almanack. 
These  golden  times  (too  fortunate  to  hold) 
Were  qufckly  sin'd  away  for  love  of  gold. 
'T  was  then  among  the  bushes,  not  the  street, 
1£  one  in  place  did  an  inferior  meet, 
"  Good-morrow, -brother,  is  there  aught  you  want  f 
Take  freely  of  me,  what  I  liave  you'ha'nt'* 
rUin  Tom  and  Dick  would  pass  as  current  now, 
As  ever  since, "  Your  servant,  gir,"  and  bow. 
Deep^kirted  doublets,  puritanick  capes, 
Which  now  would  render  men  like  upright  apes, 
Were  comelier  wear,  our  wiser  Ikthers  thought. 
Than  the  last  Ihshions  fhmi  all  Knrope  brought 
*T  was  in  those  dayes  an  honest  grace  would  hold 
Till  an  hot  pudding  grew  at  heart  a  eold, 
And  men  had  better  stomachs  at  religion, 


Than  I  to  capon,  turkey-eock,  or  pigeon ; 

When  honest  sistera  met  to  pray,  not  prate. 

About  their  own  and  not  their  neighboor'a  stats. 

During  Plain  Dealing's  reign,  that  worthy  st«d 

Of  the  ancient  |danters*  race  before  tbs  flood, 

Then  tiroes  were  good,  merchants  cared  not  a  msli 

tor  other  Ihre  than  jonakln  and  mush. 

Although  men  fitred  and  lodged  very  hard. 

Yet  innocence  was  better  than  a  guard. 

'T  was  long  before  spiders  and  worms  had  drawn 

Their  dingy  webs,  or  hid  with  chpating  lawno 

New  England's  beeutys,  which  still  seem'd  to  me 

Illustrious  in  their  own  simplicity. 

*T  was  ere  the  neighboring  Vlrgln-Uind  had  broke 

The  hogsheads  of  her  worse  than  hellish  smoak. 

T  was  ere  the  Islands  sent  their  presents  in. 

Which  but  to  use  was  counted  next  to  f»ln. 

T  was  ere  a  barge  had  made  so  rich  a  frai^^ht 

As  chocolate,  duKt-gold,  and  bittn  of  eight ; 

Ere  wines  from  France,  and  Muscovadoo  too. 

Without  the  which  the  drink  will  scarsely  doe; 

From  western  iules  ert»  fruits  and  delicasi(« 

Did  rot  maldK*  tei>th  and  spoil  their  iiandsome  faces. 

Or  ere  these  times  did  chance,  the  noiw  of  wnr 

Was  from  our  towns  and  hearts  removed  &r. 

No  bugbear  comets  in  the  cbrj'stal  air 

Did  drive  our  Chrintian  planters  to  despair. 

No  sooner  pagan  malice  peeped  forth 

But  valour  snib'd  it.    Then  were  men  of  worth. 

Who  by  their  prayers  slew  thousands;  angel-like, 

Thflr  weapons  are  unseen  with  which  they  strike. 

Then  had  the  churches  rest ;  as  yet  the  coales 

Were  covennl  up  in  most  contentions  souls : 

Freenejis  In  judgment,  union  In  afTection, 

Dear  love,  sound  truth,  they  were  our  grand  protection. 

Then  wen)  the  times  in  which  our  councrlls  sate, 

Thi»se  gave  proguostlcks  of  our  future  fiite. 

If  these  be  longer  llv'd  our  hopes  Increase, 

These  warrs  will  usher  In  a  longer  peace. — 

But  if  New  England's  love  die  in  its  youth. 

The  grave  will  open  next  for  blessed  truth. 

This  theame  is  out  of  date,  the  peacefull  hours 

When  castles  needed  not  but  pleasant  bowers. 

Not  ink,  but  bloud  and  tears  now  s«*rve  the  turn 

To  draw  the  figure  of  New  England's  ume. 

New  England's  htmr  of  pa.<:slon  is  at  hand; 

No  power  except  divine  can  It  withstand. 

Scarce  hath  her  glass  of  fifty  years  run  out, 

But  her  old  pnwsperous  stei»d8  turn  heads  about. 

Tracking  themselves  back  to  their  poor  beginnings, 

Totenr  and  fitre  upon  their  fruits  of  sinnings. 

So  that  the  mirror  of  the  Christian  world 

Lyes  burnt  to  he.nps  In  part,  her  strt^anturs  furl'd. 

Qrief  sighs,  joyes  floe,  and  dismal  fears  surprize 

Not  dastard  spirits  only,  but  the  wise. 

Thus  have  the  direst  hopes  deceived  the  eye 

Of  the  blg-swoln  expectant  standing  by : 

Thus  tlie  proud  ship  after  a  little  turn, 

Sinks  into  Neptl'nk's  arms  to  find  its  ume; 

Thus  hath  the  heir  to  many  thousands  born 

Been  in  an  instant  from  the  mother  torn : 

Even  thus  thin^  Infiint  cheeks  begin  to  pale. 

And  thy  supporters  through  great  losses  &11. 

This  is  the  Prologue  to  thy  future  woe, 

The  EpQogue  no  mortal  yet  can  linow.'* 

Thomson  died  in  April,  1714,  aged  74.  He 
wrote  besides  his  <<  great  epic,'*  three  shorter  poems, 
neither  of  which  have  much  merit 

RoGKR  Williams,  whose  best  verses  appear  in 
his  book  on  the  Indian  languages,  Nathaniel 
Pitcher,  and  many  others  were  in  this  period 
known  as  poets.  Tha  death  of  Pitch rb  was  ce- 
celebrated  in  some  verses  entitled  "  Pitchero  Thre- 
nodia,*'  in  which  he  was  compared  to  Pindab,  Ho- 
race, and  other  poeta  of  antiquity. 
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t%«  msmt  rtm^jkahit  dimeter  of  hU  age  in 
ilii  cmidM?  mum  the  Reverend  Cotton  MaTuhb, 
BJXpililF.ltK^vbowaiboru  in  Boston  on  liia 
un^  of  F«tni*r7,  If 62,  W'ljtui  twehe  yem?s 
if  «fe  b»  wa«  i{ uglified  for  Klmissioii  ta  the  col- 
kf»  ti  CsAbft^ge^  ftl  «iil«cQ  composed  ■ffftems 
itf  lofie  Uld  phfyms;  and  «n  rec«ivinj^  bis  muter's 
*  "  PyncU  Helif»k*  sunt 
cnt,  m  hb  Liitit]  or«- 
md,  ■«  MihTU EH  ifi  named 
Wiittt  1  niime !  but  I  am  wrong  : 
mhAtrufftiit!  Jch«ll«iiyriotbmg 
;  since  I  dKTc  not  pmbe  him 
he  repretrnt  and  rnemble 
JoDi  Cotton  and  Ri* 
t*  HI  pMj,  kftroiag«  ttjsd  elegance 
«fflQii»d,«DtKl  jiid|;iii«nt,  pnidcnee,  and  wbdoiTi»  he 
■iU  hr«r  ««rijr  the  palm ;  and  I  tmst  that  En  bim 
OmiQiV  tod  liAi-nEfi  nil]  be  united  and  floarish 
llriRuT  la  hia  eigbtepf]th  year  he  w^a  britinl  to 
mceBngue  of  liia  l«lb«r  in  the  minijitrj  of 
Church/*  b«t  ildified  the  plac«  for 
f  n  1 6)14  li#  WM  married,  and  from 
lhk|pmc^(  drn»ird  birci^plf  with  uijtirinsf  aaaiduit^ 
to pn&Ktcmal  and  lUi^rary  duties.  During  the  taet 
^|»«r  ill*  diB^p«c»ful  adfniniatraiion  of  Sit  Ef)- 
iW»  Axiy«^B  ha  took  an  actjr e  part  in  potrtks, 
v4  twice  by  hia  cloqttencse  and  wiacli^  temperate 
Aaa«da«a*al  the  ritj  frfrru  riot  and  reivnlutiofu 
lb  im  fair  iraa  □DJoftiinatelj  ronapicuoiifl  in  the 
ci7iin«?tedwiili  the  witchcraft  auper- 
k«  baa  baiB  urijtt£tly  ridiculed  and 
^  te  flrainltt;  and  cruelty  he  then 
Em  tie  was  no  more  cfcdulouf  err 
ntd  Iktm  Vttd«r  cimila/  eircuninlancea  were  Bir 
XAimw  HaLX,  and  many  otherfl,  vih(me  intel- 
ItvUial  gtt^tntfWfl  «nd  moral  cxccUence  are  unqu€i<^ 
liMed;  afid  to  an  age  when  lena  of  thou^anJa  be- 
Wip  m  the  }>nertlr,  rid^culQUs^  and  contemptible 
■tltO'caJted  *«apiritua]iam/'  the  ail  tieet  And  motitd  La* 
pMLng  dctufri<>n  that  ever  illoatrated  the  weakneta 
*r  (he  human  und^raUindmg,  it  ceruinJy  should 
Bo(  be  a  cauae  of  aurprise  that  the  »l range  pheno- 
Alma wbich  hen ndouUcdly  witne«««dled  Mathek 
iniio  tbe  lar  more  reapertuble  ai  i^etl  aa  time-^hon- 
Dnrd  tmBtt  of  a  Yt*ib!e  and  puniihabEe  eotiipliicitj 
rf  men  and  wo»ien  with  deviJa*  Ln  the  reaction 
of  the  popular  excitement  an  attempt  na£  made 
to  ahow  that  he  waa  reapontible  for  the  eieeeaes 
ttbirh  had  latttiahed  the  (ame  of  the  colony ;  but 
a  ernndid  eitnun alien  of  the  ^object  T^iJl  lead  to  a 
di&mit  conclusion ;  parLicjpating«  a«  it  muat  be 
tttn£ei«ed  he  did,  in  the  meJanchoJy  infataation, 
ht  yet  counai^lled  caution  and  moderation,  and 
eriiic^d  a  willingnt-ia  to  sacrifice  hia  conificliotit 
•a  to  demoniacal  interference  rather  than  hazard 
the  Ui«i  <ji  any  of  the  accuaed* 

Attbongh  hia  mind  waa  not  of  the  first  order  for 
ctearoeai  and  aotidiiy*  he  waa  neverthelesa  a  man 
af  ffraina^  and  of  extraordinary  rruditivRp  facility 
Ut  litera/y  execution,  and  pertevipTance.  He  wrote 
rpaJily  in  aeren  langnagea,  and  wia  the  author  of 


'  Mm  ffltefb  «piv  ftKJua?  tt^nu^  rva*  thai  t 


three  hundred  and  eiffhty*threo  separate  poblii'n- 
lions,  besideei  unpublished  manuscn^itA  KullWieiit 
ihr  hJilf  a  i\»zen  foUo  vojuuiw.  The  ^'  Mne-nntm,'* 
**Chrifttian  l'hilo*ophcr/"  ♦^Efsaays  to  do  fWiif/* 
♦*  Wonderi  of  ibe  Inviiiible  World/'  and  many 
more,  however  dis figured  bj  thoce  Etiikiiig  futdtJi 
of  •tyle  wljirh  at  the  time  were  a  pre^aiUng  fni^h- 
ion,  ci:>rttain  paj^ag^cH  of  elocjuence  not  less  altract- 
tve  tiian  pe*ndiftr*  With  aU  their  pedantry,  th**ir 
anag^ramH,  puns,  and  grolcKfiiic  cimreiL-^  Iknj  am 
thoughtful  and  earnest,  and  alHiuud  ni  original  and 
shrewd  observations  of  human  nature^  rtfligioua 
obltgAtLon,  and  pro  ride  nee* 

In  171S  Doctor  MatUKU  publiahed  wBgiUerum 
Americanum:  the  Bonk  of  Paalm^^in  ■  IVanala-  " 
tion  exactly  conrnrmeil  io  rhe  (ViginaJ,  but  all  in 
Blank  Verse,  fitted  nuto  the  Tunes  fMimmonly  Ui^ed 
in  our  Churrhe^:  Whith  pun*  f>frHrini?  is  aroini- 
panieti  with  Id o*l ration*,  digging  (Uf  hid  jvn  Ticii- 
fiurea  tn  it,  and  Hul^  to  emjdoy  it  up^n  thr  ffii- 
nous  Intentionit  of  iL"  Other  iMHJliral  '*cflni|n»- 
aures"^  are  i>f  altered  ihrough  ncjirly  at  J  hia  work*, 
aitd  they  are  generally  a^hamh  and  turgid  as  the 
wor»t  tcraea  of  hitt  contemporariea.  The  following 
Hnea  from  hia^'Hemarka  on  the  Bright  and  the 
Dark  Skle  of  that  American  PUbr^  tj*e  Kevi^riuid 
Mr.  William  TuoMHQjf/'  are  characteriaii^t 

**  AMUTi^a,  amfaii  btca  «  euraed  «|4«wa  , 

UliA  an  AMLLoa  ta  tba  clienb  lud  hftm— 
Diwadin:;  hb  tfHffli^htirv  woatit  b»  unmans 
By  numcfou*  ^irf»,'Jrtfl«  bfl  daily  wau—^ 
Anru  peii  him  «r  Imafl  aai7  ttvUxt 
AD4  jfVithnd  fciLQi  Atufn.  m^  tat')  dlnntl  naltN-^ 
Vaqlta,  whatM  be  Mpt  iDng  ombt^r-wwkff  of  grM^ 
tnt  HoiTMt,  atanoAd,  wot  Mot  a  »!]■£ 
Tliiii^  »u  a  Dmtm.  In  tht  Hkm't  d«a, 
A  mao,  oht  \m>w  \mAotM  «f  Qod  ud  tuenf 
R/  hb  bWUtdv  Ob  Uetimw  avfird  tb*rc  1«7, 
T^  Itli  which  at  ts*t  Ihj  drtJTa  Iha  d*TU  away, 
(^wajbcn,  too,  dunst  aE>t  b«ar  hii  kof^D  n^tLfa,         » 
Hut  fiwiiaf  It^  halfdrawtiT  thw  tremblwr  fliMk 
Llkis  LjyuKtjf.  new-EUJH-d  itma  dtMith,  appmara 
Thoi^Lnt  tluiC  had  h^eu  dead  iir  mtuy  jr««n. 
Our  N  EDptuiT  nlO,  '>Im11  jsvhv  I 
S>r9&%  n^F  ftoek,  aad  lUte  a  cowwd  fly  F 
LoAff  bad  thd  rburtlMt  ht^fe'd  tiM  nIoCi  fvleUi; 
Jt^eaitod  at  tmt,  ha  dliA  In  (lorioiw  pM^a. 
Tlw  Dl^ht  Ln  ucH  i^>  luaif,  hot  PbfwphDr'ii  ray 
A|)pf«ai-hlD#  i?IarL«Hi  doth  f»  b|gti  dlapUiT. 
FalthV  v^i*  In  bim  dl«entad  tlM  mrtftiliifi  ituv   * 
nil  hdirt  Lea|i'd :  aim  tb«  iuv  eaunQt  Iw  fir. 
]□  <'c*t»ci*  or  joy,  h*  »Tl*h'd  ciie*, 
*  Loir*,  Iwa  tha  L4Ji»,  th*  Liatsl"  tn  whom  iu  dlit** 

Thera  are  however  glimp^ei  of  nature  e*en  in 
the  poems  of  Cotto;*  MATimR*  Afkei-  having 
mention rd  tlie  aad  fate  of  the  Lady  AtiUKt.LA 
JoBNSO?!,  wbo«e  religioua  ardor  brought  her  t^t 
America,  and  who  aunk  under  the  fatigui-a  and 
prWationaof  exile,  he  adda^  with  touc^bing  pathf^^: 
^'And  ^r  her  Tirtuo^ua  huabanJ,  Uaac  Jouif ao^, 
*-h«  tried 

To  Ht#  itUbiHit  her  — llk*d  it  not— and  dlndf" 

COTTOit  MATnKn  himself  died  on  the  thirteenth 
of  February*  172i,  in  Ih e  ai x  ly -fifth  year  of  hia  an e, 
KuOER  WoLCOTT,  a  major-gener*l,it  the  cap* 
tureof  Loui»burg,  and  afterwarti  goTemorof  Ctm- 
tiecticut,  publtwlied  a  volume  of  Yersea  at  New 
London,  in  172&.  Hia  principal  work  i*  "A 
Brief  Account  of  the  Agency  of  the  Honorable 
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John  Winthrop,  Esquire,  in  the  Court  of  King 
Charles  the  Second,  Anno  Domini  1662,  when 
he  obtained  a  Charter  for  the  Colony  of  Connec- 
ticut." In  this  he  describes  a  miracle  by  one  of 
WiNTHR0P*8  company,  on  the  return  voyage. 

"The winds  awhile 
Are  courteoliB,  and  conduct  them  on  their  way, 
To  near  the  midst  of  the  Atlantic  sea, 
AVhun  suddenly  their  pleasant  ^es  they  change 
'  For  dismal  storms  that  o*er  the  ocean  range. 
For  faithless  ^OLUS,  meditating  harms, 
Breaks  up  the  peace,  and  priding  much  in  arms, 
Unbars  the  great  artillery  of  hearen. 
And  at  the  fatal  signal  by  him  given. 
The  cloudy  chariots  threatening  take  the  phdns; 
Drawn  by  wlng'd  steeds  hard  pressing  on  their  reins. 
'J'ht^se  vast  battalions,  in  dire  aspect  raised, 
Start  from  the  barriers  —  night  with  lightning  blazed, 
"Whilst  clashing  wheels,  resounding  thunders  crack, 
Strike  mortals  doaf,  and  heavens  astonished  shake. 

"  Hera  the  ship  captain,  in  the  midnight  watcli. 
Stamps  on  the  deck,  and  thunders  up  the  hatch, 
And  to  the  mariners  aloud  he  cries, 
*  Now  all  from  safe  recumbency  arise! 
All  haads  aloft,  and  stand  well  to  your  tack. 
Engendering  storms  have  clothed  the  sky  with  black. 
Big  tempests  threaten  to  undo  the  world : 
Down  topsail,  let  the  mainsail  soon  bo  furled : 
Haste  to  the  foresail,  there  take  up  a  reef: 
*T  is  time,  boys,  now  if  ever,  to  be  brief; 
Aloof  for  life;  let's  try  to  stem  the  tide. 
The  ship's  much  water,  thus  we  may  not  ride: 
Stand  roomer  then,  let 's  run  before  the  sea. 
That  so  the  ship  may  fet-l  her  stwrage  way : 
Steady  at  the  helm  I'    Swiftly  along  she  scuds 
Before  the  wind,  and  cuts  the  foaming  suds. 
Sometimes  aloft  she  lifts  her  prow  so  high. 
As  if  she  'd  run  her  bowsprit  through  the  sky; 
Then  from  the  summit  ebbs  and  hurries  down, 
As  if  her  way  were  to  the  centre  shown. 

♦•  Meanwhile  our  founders  In  the  cabin  sat, 
Reflecting  on  their  true  and  sad  estate; 
Mhilsl  holy  Warham's  sacred  lips  did  treat 
About  God's  promi»»s  and  mercies  great. 

'♦  Still  more  gigantic  births  spring  from  the  clouds, 
Which  tore  the  tattored  canvass  from  the  shrouds. 
And  dreadful  balls  of  lightning  fill  the  air. 
Shot  from  the  hand  of  the  great  Thuxderer. 

••  And  now  a  mighty  sea  the  ship  o'ertakes, 
Which  fiilling  on  the  deck,  the  bulk-head  breaks; 
The  sailors  cling  to  ropes,  and  frightened  cry, 
*Tho  ship  is  foundered,  we  die  I  we  die!' 

'•  Those  in  the  cabin  heard  the  sailors  scroech ; 
All  rise,  and  reverend  Warham  do  beseech, 
Tliat  be  would  now  lift  up  to  heaven  a  cry 
For  preservation  in  extremity. 
He  with  a  fiiith  sure  bottom'd  on  the  word 
Of  Him  that  is  of  sea  and  winds  the  Lord, 
His  eyes  lifts  npto  heaven,  his  hands  pxtends> 
And  fervent  prayers  for  deliverance  sends. 
The  winds  abate,  Ihe  threatening  waves  appease. 
And  a  sweet  calm  sits  regent  on  the  K>as. 
They  bless  the  name  of  their  deliverer, 
Whem  now  they  found  a  God  that  heareth  prayer. 

^  Still  further  westward  on  they  keep  their  way. 
Ploughing  the  pavement  of  the  briny  sea, 
Till  the  vast  ocean  they  had  overpast, 
And  in  Connecticut  their  anchors  cast** 

In  a  speech  to  the  king,  descriptive  of  the  ral- 
ley  of  the  Connecticut,  Winthrop  says  — 
*•  The  grassy  banks  are  like  a  verdant  bed. 
With  choicest  flowers  all  enamelled. 
O'er  which  the  winged  choristers  do  fly. 
And  woijnd  the  air  with  wondrous  melody. 
Here  Philomel,  high  perched  upon  a  thorn, 
SiDfS  cheerful  hymns  to  the  approaching  mom. 


The  song  once  set,  each  bird  tunes  up  his  lyre, 
Besponding  heavenly  music  through  the  quire.  .... 

**  Each  plain  is  bounded  at  its  utmost  edge 
With  a  long  chain  of  mountains  in  a  ridge, 
Whose  asure  tops  advance  themselves  so  high. 
They  seem  like  pendants  hanging  in  the  sky." 
In  an  account  of  King  Philip's  wars,  he  tells 
how  the  soldier — 

"  met  his  amorous  damo. 
Whose  eye  had  often  set  his  heart  in  flame. 
Urged  with  the  motives  of  her  love  and  fear. 
She  runs  and  claims  her  arms  about  her  dear, 
Where,  weeping  on  his  bosom  as  she  lies, 
And  languishing,  on  him  she  sets  her  eyes. 
Till  thone  bright  htmps  do  with  her  life  expire. 
And  leave  him  voeUering  in  a  doubUJlrey 
In  the  next  page  he  paints  the  rising  of  the  sun — 
**  By  this  Aurora  doth  with  gold  adorn 
The  ever-beauteous  eyelids  of  the  morn ; 
And  burning  Titan  his  exhaustless  rays 
Bright  in  the  eastern  horizon  displays; 
Then,  soon  appearing  in  majestic  awe. 
Makes  all  the  starry  deities  withdraw— 
Tailing  their  (aces  in  deep  reverence, 
Before  the  throne  of  his  magnificence.^ 
WoLCOTT  retired  from  public  life,  after  having 
held  many  honorable  offices,  in  1755,  and  died  in 
May,  1767,  in  the  eij^hty-ninth  year  of  his  age. 

The  next  American  verse-writer  of  much  reputa- 
tion was  the  Reverend  Michael  Wigolesworth, 
(1 63 1 , 1 707.)  He  was  graduated  at  Harvard  Col- 
lege soon  after  entering  upon  his  twentieth  year, 
became  a  minister,  and  when  rendered  unable  to 
preach,  by  an  affection  of  the  lungs,  amused  him- 
self with  writing  pious  poems.  One  of  his  volumes 
is  entitled  "  Meat  out  of  the  Eater,  or  Meditations 
concerning  the  necessity  and  l/sefulness  of  Af- 
fliction unto  God's  Children,  all  tending  to  pre- 
pare them  for,  and  comfort  them  under,  the  Cross." 
His  most  celebrated  performance,  *<The  Day  of 
Doom,  or  a  Poetical  Description  of  the  Great  and 
Last  Judgment,  with  a  short  Discourse  about  Eter- 
nity," passed  through  six  editions  in  this  country, 
and  was  reprinted  in  London.  A  few  verses  will 
show  its  quality  — 

"  Still  was  the  night,  serene  and  bright. 
When  all  men  sleeping  lay; 
Calm  was  the  season,  and  cam.il  reason   ■ 

Thought  so  't  would  last  for  aye. 
•  Soul,  take  thine  ease,  let  sorrow  cease. 

Much  good  thou  hast  in  store:* 
This  was  their  song,  their  cups  among. 
The  evening  Iwfore." 

After  the  "  sheep"  have  received  their  reward, 
the  several  classes  of  <*  goats"  are  arraigned  before 
the  judgment-seat,  and,  in  turn,  begin  to  excuse 
themselves.  When  the  infants  object  to  damna- 
tion on  the  ground  that 

"  Adam  is  set  free 
And  saved  from  his  trespass, 
Whose  sinful  &11  hath  spilt  them  all. 
And  brought  them  to  this  pass,'* — 

the  Puritan  theologist  docs  not  sustain  his  doctrine 
very  well,  nor  quite  to  his  own  satisfaction  even : 
and  the  judge,  admitting  the  palliating  circum- 
stances, decides  that  although 
« in  bliss 
They  may  not  hope  to  dwell. 
Still  unto  them  He  vrill  allow 
The  eiuied  room  in  hMU." 
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At  length  the  generml  sentence  is  pronoanoed,  and 
the  ooodemned  begin  to 

•*  wrioK  their  hands,  their  eattiffhuids, 
And  icn«*h  their  teeth  for  terror ; 
Thejr  cry,  tbej  roar,  for  anipaish  tore^ 
And  gnaw  their  tonfrnet  Ibr  horror. 
Bnt  get  awar,  without  delay, 
Cnu^rr  piti^  not  your  cry : 
Depart  to  htfll,  there  may  ye  yell. 
And  roar  eternally." 
The  Reverend  Benjamin  Colman,  D.D.,"  mar- 
ned  in  succession  three  widows,  and  wrote  three 
poems;*'  but  though  his  diction  was  more  elegant 
than  ihatof  roost  of  his  contemporaries,  he  had  less 
originality.      His  only  daughter,  Mrs.  Jane  Tc- 
KELL,  wrote  verses  which  were  much  praised  by 
tlie  critics  of  her  time. 

The  *«  Poems,  on  several  Occasions,  Original 
and  Translated,  by  the  late  Reverend  and  Learned 
John  Adams,  M.A.,"  were  published  in  Boston  in 
1 74.5,  four  yearn  after  the  author's  death.  The  vo- 
lume contains  paraphrases'of  the  Psalms,  the  Book 
of  Revelation  in  heroic  verse,  translations  from  Ho- 
KACE,  and  several  original  compositions,  of  which 
the  longest  is  a  ^Poem  on  Society,''  in  three  can- 
tos. The  following  picture  of  parental  tenderness 
is  from  the  first  canto: 

**  The  parent,  warm  with  nature's  tender  fire, 
Does  in  the  ciiild  his  second  self  admire ; 
The  fondlinj;  mother  viows  the  springing  channs 
Of  the  yonn;  inflint  smiling  in  tier  arms, 
And  when  imperfect  accents  sliow  tlte  dawn 
Of  rising  reason,  and  ttie  future  man, 
I  8we«Uy  slae  hmn  wliat  fondly  he  retum% 

And  by  this  fuel  her  aflection  bums. 
t  Bat  wlten  succeeding  years  have  fixed  his  growth. 

And  sense  and  judgment  crown  the  ripened  youUi, 
A  social  jny  tlience  taties  its  happy  rise, 
And  tii«-nd>hip  addjj  iu  lurce  to  nature's  tics." 
The  conclusion  of  the  second  canto  is  a  de- 
scription of  love  — 

•*  Lilt  nf>w  thi*  Mus.'  In  tu^(\*^r  mt-asure  flow«», 
And  .TJv.T  sjvU'S  and  Ciirt-r  land.M'ap<.'S  ithows: 
Tb  -  r.  i.'Ti  '.f  K;i:i"y,  vrhi'U  th.'  sliding  hours 
Ar>-  jei-t  wi'h  1  "Vfly  ii\ni|ib<<  In  woven  b<jwt>rs, 
■Wh-r-   <<•■:_,■  «hid<'>.  and  lawns  fureviT  jrrvf n, 
A!id  *fn-anis.  ami  warMin.:  Idrds,  adorn  thi;  scene; 
^^  b  r*-  suiil.-*  and  K'nif",  and  tb<'  wanton  train 
«»f  <  x  th."r.-a.  crown  tbf  tlowfry  plain. 
W  hit  .a:.  tLiJr<h-inn'>  in  ejual  numbers  toll  — 
Tb  •■  ^l-w  .  f  H'-i^-K,  and  th.'  lily  pale; 
Th.-  wa^in.'  rin/l.t,-.  of  tb.-  tlowin^  h.iir; 
Th-  -r.ow\  t-*  tui.  and  IIk*  killinjr  air; 
Tb-ir  saM-'  hn.w*  in  K-.tuteou**  arrhew  In-nt : 
Th.-  .iart<  »bi-  h  from  tb»  Jr  vi\id  ey«'«  are  neut, 
And.  fixing  iu  our  ta>} -»ound.*d  bi-arts, 
Can  n-T.-r  N*  r.-ni'i^t-.l  by  all  our  art<. 
*r  i-  th-n  with  lov.«.  and  lov»*  alone  pos«»«»st  — 
<»ur  nuav  n  ?l.-d.  thit  fMu^ion  claims  our  breast. 
II  •*  iii.iiiy  .Mi!-  tb.'n  will  tinry  form  I 
A  fr-wn  will  -^ath-T.  and  dl'»<-har^f«  a  storm: 
ll-r  uniilf  m  -r.-  jw.fl  and  rtwdin.:  bn.*«'r»'S  brin>*« 
Than  i«-j.h>r*  Unniuj^  with  th'dr  hilken  w|n>;!5. 
Uut  l-.T.-,  wh>'r>*  madn.'Ks  rcawin  doi'S  subline, 
y.  ♦•n  in;->'N.  w.«rv  tb.-y  hi-n-,  nil^'ht  w.-ll  pursue. 
I>'*.!y  the  «^x.  and  mu\  in?  are  thrlr  cb^irmn. 
But  why  should  pa««i<>n  fink  u^  to  their  armn? 
V*  h>  sb*  uld  th.'  t.*male  to  a  jfoddt'ss  turn, 
A:»l  !'.ain<-'»  of  lo^e  to  {1am«^  of  inr«ui>e  burn? 
Kith  r  h,  fmrr  fln-tl.  or  f.d  by  liofl, 
IU-  all  di'itra.-ti.m,  or  all  artitire? 
Tru-  I'Tf  d'>es  flattery  aw  much  disdain 
A*,  of  its  own  ptfrfectionii,  to  be  Tain. 


The  heart  can  feel  whate'er  the  lips  reTeal, 
Nor  syren's  smiles  the  destined  death  conoeaL 
LoTe  is  a  noble  and  a  generous  fire ; 
Esteem  and  virtue  feed  the  Just  desire; 
M'here  honour  leads  the  way  it  erer  mores. 
And  ne'er  finom  breast  to  breast,  inconstant,  roTes. 
Harbour'd  by  one,  and  only  harbour'd  there, 
It  likes,  but  ne'er  can^loTe,  another  fidr. 
Fix'd  upon  one  supreme,  and  her  alone. 
Our  heart  is,  of  the  fiUr,  the  constant  throne. 
Nor  will  her  absence,  or  her  cold  neglect, 
At  once,  expel  her  from  our  just  respect: 
Inflamed  by  rirtue,  lore  will  not  expire. 
Unless  contempt  or  hatred  quench  the  fire.** 

Adams  died  on  the  twenty-second  of  January, 
1740.  The  following  letter  from  a  correspondent 
at  Cambridge,  which  shows  the  estimation  in 
which  he  was  held  by  his  contemporaries,  is  co- 
pied from  the  "  Boston  Weekly  Newsletter,"* 
printed  the  day  after  his  interment: 

"  Last  Wednesday  morning  expired,  in  this  place.  In  the 
thirty-sixth  year  of  his  age,  and  this  day  was  interred, 
with  a  Just  solemnity  and  respect,  the  reverend  and 
learned  Jonx  Adams,  M.A.,  only  son  of  the  Honourable 
John  Adajcs,  Esquire.  The  corpse  was  carried  and  plac«Kl 
in  the  center  of  the  college  hall,  from  whence,  after  a  por> 
tion  of  Holy  Scripture,  and  a  prayer  very  suitable  to  the 
occasion,  by  the  learned  head  of  that  society,  it  was  talcen 
and  deposited  within  sight  of  the  place  of  his  own  educa- 
tion. The  pall  was  supported  by  the  fellows  of  the  college, 
the  professor  of  mathematics,  and  another  master  of  arts. 
And,  next  to  a  number  of  sorrowful  relatives,  the  remains 
of  this  great  man  were  followed  by  his  honour  the  lieu- 
tenantrgovernor,  with  some  of  his  nuufjsty's  council  and 
justices ;  who,  with  the  reverend  the  president,  the  profes- 
sor of  divinity,  and  several  gentlemen  of  distinction  firora 
tills  and  the  neighbouring  towns,  together  with  all  the 
members  and  students  of  the  college,  composed  the  train 
that  attended  in  an  orderly  procession,  to  the  place  that 
liad  been  appointed  for  his  mournful  interment.  Tlie  cha- 
racter of  this  excellent  person  is  too  ^roat  to  be  comprised 
within  the  limits  of  a  paper  of  Intelligence,  It  deserves 
to  be  enpTiven  in  letters  of  f^old  on  a  monument  of  mar- 
ble, or  rather  to  app«yir  and  slifno  forth  from  the  works  of 
some  genius,  of  an  uncommon  sublimity,  and  (Njual  to  bis 
own.  Ihit  suffi<-ient  to  p»'rpetuate  his  menutry  to  the 
latest  pfksterity,  are  tho  immortal  writinu's  and  compo- 
sures of  this  departed  ^'entli-man;  who,  for  his  pcnius, 
his  learnlnjr,  and  his  pi.'ty.  ouirht  to  K«  enrolled  in  the 
hl4;hest  cla>s  in  the  catalogue  of  Fame."' 

In  the  Midtllc  Colonies  literature  was  cultivated 
as  industriously  as  in  New  England,  and  generally 
in  a  more  liberal  spirit,  though  Quakerism,  when 
its  ascendanry  was  ahsolute,  was  much  more  in- 
tolerant than  Puritanism,  as  may  be  learned  from 
the  interesting  history  of  William  Uradford, 
the  first  printer  in  Pennsylvania.  The  founder 
of  the  colony,  indeed,  had  been  unwilling  to  have 
a  printing-press  set  up  in  Philadelphia,  and  was 
probably  delighted  when  Bradford  was  driven 
away. 

The  earliest  attempt  at  poetry  in  the  region 
drained  by  the  Delaware,  was  probably  "A  True 
Relation  of  the  Flourishing  State  of  Pennsylva- 
nia," by  JoHX  HuLMK,  of  Holmesl»urg,  first  pub- 


•  This  was  th.-  first  nf\v«.i>.ip.'r  puMi>-b.il  In  Am-ri  -a. 
The  tirst  nuniKr  ".•»  \-<w<\  tb-  t«.-nt>  1  -urtb  of  April, 
1T(>4.  and  th.'  first  >h> .»  printi-d  w.is  tak.-n  liamp  fn-m  the 
pnss  by  Chief  .Iu>tl-.-  Si  wki..  to  exhibit  as  a  curiosity  to 
Pn-vjlent  Wii.L\Rn,  of  nar\ar<l  rniv.rslly.  The 
lett«T"  was  continued  seventy-two  year^ 


•  Neve 
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lished,  fmm  th«  origiUHl  manuimpt  in  mj  pofl^ 
uemon,  by  the  PennejlvBnia  Hktaricftl  Sodoty, 
in  IB'IS.     Jt  is  eiceeduigtj  cufioui*   The  aulbor 

"  I  luiT«  oftcin  tnTQllfd  up  And  da«ia. 
And  mail^  EDy  obht*rvBtloiiH  im  Mcb  tawai 
Tbt*  lm(ii  urmntlen  I  w*^U  UdcItinaUbd. 
And  thiff^lFj  know  h«w  tci  disscrlbu  tills  limd^'* 

»m\  aRt}T  nearly  a  thau^atid  lines  m  thU  etjle 
^Lvpd  UB  the  li>nowiag  pJG»E&nC  picture  of  the 
iitdtij  of  the  country: 

^'  Poor  poopltf  here  ntand  not  in  fear 
Tbe  nuplkl  knct  to  tiei; 
Tbfi  warkinrf  h&Qd  In  thlsgooil  Ladd 
Can  neTef  want  e^uj}|»]j. 
"  If  cliflitrcn  d»r1nrn4Hi  ^ch  y«r 
Sa  do  our  cropi  Ukewl^i^f 
Of  FtiHr]t  midi  trado  sue^h  gr^ln  la  mado 
^iMt  nonet  do  want  #unpll«^, 
«*  Whra-'er  thoo  aft,  tiko  id  good  part 
Tht>iio  Udih  whkh  I  ba^e  Tkdditd; 
It  In  tj-opJoTii  whjcti  me  doth  moTt 
Tlien]  unto  tlttMf  t(i  niad. 
"  3om«  GiltD  r^pcirtfl  binder  Kmtin 
Of  tlifwi  who  FOfild  como  twro  i 
TbnvfuiT;!  tn  lo*e,  I  coutd  i^move 
llwt  wlilch  pau  tbL'in  in  £^r. 
"  Hera  DUDj  »j  tb(?y  Mi^w  thu  day 
That  tU«y  did  tafl  Pi;jfs'»  wocnI; 
To  cnssi  f  ho  ocmn  Imck  iMrain  a^ta 
Tfiey  da  not  tliink  It  ^ood. 

*'  But  bpra  tb(?;  11  l)He  and  aafidj  hide 
Whilst  Kufopiiroll*  Id  war; 
Tlnf  fruit  of  tbe  tatw,  whJrli  Bujr  p«*it«  wotbu 
Tbita  luLtk  bran  y^fe,  b j  Ikr. 

"For  wbj  Kbotild  we,  wboquJctb«^ 
Reidrn  bito  th^  nois« 
Of  fH^btlhi;  mi^u,  wbkb  now  nsd  thoti 
Gruat  uiulUtydM  duitrojaf 

"  I  bid  fitreveU  to  Jdl  wbo  dweU 
Id  Kdj;land  or  filwwbens 
Wbtilu^  Ifood  speed  wban  Hwy  IsdMd 
Bp&t  fbrfTATd  to  cOQici  bun?*" 

Aliout  Ihe  yearlflSS  Mr.  HlNBT  B&ooK:s,aKiii 

of  ^ir  H  exBY  D  tLoOK£,  of  Vock,  wu  apptnnted  to  t 
pbrp  in  the  cujitoms,  at  Lewwton,  in  Delaware, 
BTid  ior  muny  yf^ar«  wa^  much  tn  the  hejjt  &>ciety 
of  Fhitadelfihia,  Otic  of  his  poelicet  picceii  h  a 
"Th»c^our»e  cooceniiiig  Jest<,"  eJJreift^ed  lo  Ro- 
utrtT  Gracie,  vhom  FRAwkLiN  d4>ficribe^  aj  > 
young  man  of  fortune — generous,  eni mated,  and 
witty  —  fond  of  rpigramu,  and  more  fond  of  bil 
frienJa.     A  specimen  u  here  quoted ; 

*'l  pdtbec,  Bos,  IbrbMU-,  or  Jf  tb^n  muti 
He  talkJo^  ililt  y«t  talk  bMm  thou  do^it; 
Be  §k\Umt  or  w^eakr  well ;  and  oh,  d«teii 
Tb.it  darlLd^  btuif^  pin  cf  tbin«,  a  Jnt, 
n^ifk^fr  nufs  't  Lp  m  frmd  pr^t^oee  to  iirlt;^ 
To  u^  wb4t  't  tireMl*  utm&tuAl,  untlt, 
Ftiirldt  lll-tlmo4  »haurd^  rude,  f»tiLlaut  — 
*  T I*  «v'  yoa  ajj  ^all  thle  I  fiwij  gmdt;' 
Wt  tucb  vore  tboH  iourt  tarn  a  of  eDnT«wt|oD, 
lYli^n  tute  our  K^dtkh  fHendtf,  In  swkward  ^bjoo, 
GridD^  odl  tbuir  joy,  ftnet  I  my  Indl^attoa. 
Dh,  boT  I  luta  that  Ulue'  all,  all  tbat  l^ut, 
Wbriti,  fojU  OT  nud„  wo  9cour«<l  the  city  lut  I 
All  Ibe  hii«  bumour  t*r  oor  jtiddy  club, 
Tb0  tnAd,  tb«  Wdlch,  tbn  wlodows^  door,  ^  tul>.  ■  ■  - . 
Thi^A.^,  thimub  mj  lute  ^  btid  tbHo  Qoti  kuimj  I  bMta 
ll  uch  otore  tbnti  Joxea  ^  aroftr  do  (k'bat^. 


Morv  that)  all  ihapH  «f  scUoa,  corporatioiij, 

RemonRtmneos,  a  Wfeig  op  Tory  lUiUini, 

H^irk^K^  en-  rhurrb^R^  In  or  out  of  Aikkn, 

tb«  ItiunPLitT!),  Ib?(T4:*if*  Kii>Pi.TB!fl,  'Obatrratert,' 

Or  tf  ai>-b<sra  DAsnxLS,  uopotttlc  ntjrs, — 

Frdiii  wlna'a  odrlianting  powef  b«T«  ambe  flxciue; 

But  fbr  a  dun  Id  'n  wltn,  nnpoUoned  with  the  Jiite% 

To  InatilETd  m  wUfuUy  In  emi^ty  prat*, 

And  Mil  rkb  tldie&t  FUcb  eiD  undwr-mta, 

TbU  bftth  no  iibov  nor  colour  of  dufenc^r 

And  wants  to  mndi  of  wLt^  It  taili  ii 


The  entire  performance  is  in  the  aame  reapcct- 
ahle  fltyle.  It  m  poa&ihlc  that  one  of  the  '^Kent- 
ish friend«*^  referred  to  was  tfie  author  of  ^^The 
Intention  of  Letterai''  of  whom  vome  account  will 
be  given  on  another  page.  That  the  eitceUenees 
of  BitooKE  were  ^pprecUteil  hy  hU  literary  awo- 
ciat^  le  evident  from  a  passage  in  a  satire  entitled 
*«Tbp  Wits  and  Poets  of  Pennsylvania/^— 

"In  Pitooif^ij  rapoi^bofl  bwirt  ihe  muwHi  ftlt,- 
EuioUmI  wltb  suana  poUia  and  jiolgaaut  wlL"* 

When  FftANiTLiv  arrived  in  PhiJadelphia,  id 
1723,  there  were  eeveral  pereona  in  the  city  dis- 
tinguisbed  for  talents  and  learning*  A^l>IiBW 
Hamilton,  the  celehrateJ  lawyer,  and  Jamkb 
Lon\N,  whOHe  translation  of  UiCERO*fl  "Calo 
Major"  is  the  moil  elegant  speeimen  we  havt^!  of 
Fkankhn's  printing,  were  now  old  men;  but 
Thomas  Goi:)fk£Y,  the  inventor  of  the  quadrant, 
John  BAntaAM,  who  won  (turn  LtUJisifa  the 
praise  uf  l>eing  the  ■'greateit  natural  botanist  in 
the  world,'*  and  JoRN  MoHtiAN,  sAerward  a  metii- 
ber  of  Ibe  Royal  Society,  were  just  coming  for- 
ward; and  there  were  a  isrge  number  of  persons, 
for  so  small  a  town,  who  wrote  clever  verse*  and 
prose  essays.  GioBGi  Wj^aa,  an  Oxford  scholar 
working  in  the  printing^  ofltee  of  Keiher,  whose 
eccentric  history  i«  given  in  FnANttLis's  Memoirs, 
was  aa  confident  as  any  succeeding  Philadelphia 
writer  of  the  destined  supremacy  of  the  city,  and 
in  a  poem  published  in  1727  gives  thiit  eipreseioa 
to  his  sanguine  attticipations^ 

'*T\f  bore  Apollo  dnc^  erect  hla  tbreiao ; 
Thi*  h\*  FantSMdf,  tLls  hl»  Itdkoa; 
liera  iDlId  wnae  dow  ^werj  bnaoiu  wsrra  — 
IJen?  hdIh  and  bouitipdso  t^te  for^oi  to  cbSfDL 
Tby  neflTM,  h«fr  «sutlouiE  aad  bow  Knf  tdy  vlss 
Thy  bopcffbl  youth  in  eioalatUm  rlA^ 
Mlio^  if  the  wLihing  muia  tnpptr¥>d  drtwm  Hlof, 
BhaJl  tibial  arts  to  iuch  perfi*etl<>n  brlug;* 
Eurttpo  iball  mourn  bnr  anclant  tiinie  dindlned, 
Aod  PbUadelpliJa  b«  tbo  A  tbcna  of  mankind," 

In  the  satne  production  he  impbrva  the  goddess 
of  numbers  so  to  aid  him  that  ba  may  aing  the 
attractions  of  bia  theme  in  versea 

^  Such  MM  from  BunfTTCALL^^  pen  were  wout  to  ftiw. 
Or  more  jndlctoua  TitLfm's  umkI  to  show.*' 

Felan:elin  describes  Bhiuntnall  as  '^a  great 
lover  of  poetry,  reading  every  thing  that  come  tn 
bis  way,  and  writing  tolerably  well ;  ingenious  in 
many  tittle  triHes,  and  of  an  agreeable  con  verna- 
tion/*  Jacok  Tavlou,  schoolmaster,  physician, 
surveyor,  almanac-maker,  and  poet» 

**  WHb  ;«ara  oppn«Kd,mnd  pompaiiAdwItlk  iTMa,*^ 
gave  t^  the  public  the  last  and  best  of  bis  works, 
"  Pennsylvania,"  a  descriptiTe  poem,  in  IT28,   la 


.1 


Ibr  aiD(]  j«r  Thomas  Maei??,  who  neartj  Inlf 
A  ttntarj  bejbiv  ha<}  lw«n  an  mher  in  vht^  schooJ 
'  fci|t  bj  tN  &n30UJ&  Gi;i»ax7E  KEiTif*  d^rfjcatcd  to 
hanM  XfOOA^  a  Ladn  |Hwm  u)I<m1  '^  EDcomiuiu 
PMiek«jJv«iii«/*  ^hd  in  ihc  jMr  roJlowing^  another, 
*ln  l««ii)rit  PenuajlTaniie,"  of  both  of  which 
,  lh«  htftorian,  givoi  fl:p«dmens  ftod  truji- 


FRA3fKLix's  mare  intimate  Mftodftte^, 
I  lAMW.a  RjLMt^  a  joong  printer,  chiira£terii«d 
l^  fcim  u  ** ing^Dtouv,  ^ntc^l  in  hk  mannerit  and 
9^tjwttvH  *IiM{it#nti"'  Hf^  hnd  twi^n  a  srhoolaiaA* 
'  in  Maf^UmL  and  «  doi k  in  PhiUdelphia,  and 
w  had  mtrh  ecinfidi^nce  in  hLv  liLctar^  nbilitif^ 
li«|  W  Wft>  d(«poMj  to  nhanibn  tbc  pnrauit  of 
rmlirpJjfor  thatof  authorfbip*  CfiAtttca 
ts,  anotbt'r  acquainUinrt],  enilffavoured  to 
tde  bun  from  Attempting  a  literarj  Jile,  aaiur- 
isk$  hkn  that  hii  eapadtie*  ^ere  better  luited  Ibr 
tndt* ;  but  it  waa  in  vain,  and  Frasiklis 
Mitttt  *ll«i  JUAi«l«d  in  m  little  sf^beine  of  iTcoeption, 
I  hi*  Tivtill  of  which  eoiifirmpd  biin  in  all  Lho  AUg* 
KMliot»  iif  hi9  ranitj,  FiiANKLix\\  Halpii^  0«- 
IDKJGI,  juid  JodKFM  WATioN,  Agreed  to  wdte 
wzvtw  (nr  p%eh  oihtf*  mticbni,  aa  it  meane  of 
imitttvi  iinpnvVfMnrnt ;  and  an  Franei.in  hud  no 
iodlBttm  §Bf  the  bufinc^Afei,  be-  waf  pernuadf^  to 
«Cw  ■*  hi*  9wn  >  pi<vci;  by  R^i.pu,  who  betieved 
llal  0*lo«Xi  had  dfpr«dat«d  hh  talents  from 
fnmomk  tnvf.  Tb^  stratagem  succeeded ;  Ihe 
imlvctfon  WW  w^rnitjr  applauded  by  Qeaoit^K, 
■aA  lUirn  anjojfsd  bi<  triumph.  H.\i.pu  accLom- 
■Mibi  Fk4«kli3i  to  Engbnil,  and  «yaa  very 
IsAf  ImMvd  by  him  there,  an  FitAN£Lt.y  aJiniia. 
Rk  fcrifjiw  ft  prolific  tutbof,  in  prowe  and  ver«e. 
Hii  iMifm  porm,  ''ZfUtna,  or  the  L«rc  of  Liber- 
ty,'* ir»«  |i»rtiy  written  in  Philadelphia,  iT»d  wtJi 
fifst  puMi*hed  m  Lonilort,  in  17129.  A  few  linet 
jtum  it  will  vuffideatJy  diaplay  bia  capadtiea  tn 
tbti  way: 


omtt  inat  Ejisautl  martin  poa, 

««^d«4fltt  ttaa  raek,  no  notv  maplahu 
KaI  natei  at*  vaatliif  to  •mplof  bk  iv^fd  l 
AtfL  dfvM  wiLb  liiiiuia«r^bj«  gboatm 
Wte  fHat  tb«tr  ^ceiHtst  Tnii|;Ha««  An  hU  fiml, 
ftw  all  tte  Wftmgtf  tM  iJaiicliterf  nf  hi*  nltf^, 

» Ii4ri  egmewn  with  eoaULaiu]  groaop.^ 


Ia  th«  foUowing  fifteen  yaara  he  wrote  several 
playa^  BOfne  of  whieh  were  acted  at  Jhvtfj  Lane. 
AmoiHf  bia  ahorter  poemii  were  two  called  **  Cyn- 
lhi»^  and  «*  Nifhl,"and  a  aatire  in  which  he  abused 
F&rc,  Swtrr,  and  Gat*  Thi»  procuTcd  hrm  the 
ArtinctHHi  of  a  notktf  in  **Tbe  Duodad/'— 


L 


Ttif  bi *  Iddco cu :  aiiitv«r  hhii,  jv  Qv]ia  I'' 

Hia  hook  on  «'Th«  tJ«e  and  Abuse  of  Parlia- 
*  Wat  much  talked  of,  and  hia  ♦♦  Hiutory  of 
Eofflaiid  during  thJa  lUig n  of  U  iKiam  tbe  Third" 
m  praiaed  by  Hvtt^it  a«  <«  accurate  and  faith- 
fbK^  and  led  Fox  to  r«fbr  to  hini  aa  ^  a  htatorian 
^grivl  acutenen  and  diligence/^  Hia  laat  work 
Tbe  Caae  of  Author&  itated,  with  rei^irJ  to 
B«iik  9*1  iten,  tba  8tag«,  and  th  e  Pu  btic'*  Ha  died 
o«  the  rw«Dty-^rtb  of  ltt»i}ai7^  1762. 


The  poemu  written  b;  Feaskus  himaelf  i» 
not  very  poeticab     7'be  beat  of  them  ia.  ih^  atnua^ 

ing  little  piece  entitled 

"PAPER- 

••  S&m  *il  of  old  —  rarh  wita  of  old  11>§tt»  iir#ri»— 
WhoH  btcLts  ibaw«4  m»nliii£,  wbow  «rtu«l'>wmn| 
fty  ma  bcarff  ttttvktt  Uy  mAiX  «)]  btiOMiti  kind, 
€al)»d  ^mr  blAok  ptiptsr  ATer;  Infoot  tniiidt 
Whi9«  atlUi  Jif  opftnJng  m^ttn  hn  iMMU»  irrote^ 
YmXt  vlrtoa  ptil  a  mil,  vt  rkia  a hlfH. 

^^Tho  tJifio^t  wai  bnppr,  portliienli  aod  troQ ; 
MtHbJbhjt  a  i^untuw  ml^bt  Uw  plwi  pumm^ 
f —  rjtii  yon  fwi^oD  aj  proBtuaptloD  F — 1» 
Ku  «ift*  tup  jruLLlut,  jFl  ^ir  oiio»  will  tr?. 

*'  Vart>^'ttii  ihft  fM|M<rs  tarioun  wnnlJ  prodaea  ^ 
fhu  waiktA  of  fkthfmi,  plej^mw,  and  iu« ; 
Mdu  «n»  a*  f  arlotu :  abd,  Lf  rtgbt  I  tMn, 
£ach  fort  <i{p^p*r  ttynmaU  *ame  mtm,  '  . 

«:pnj,  DCite  tbe  fhp—  ba]r|iowd«r  *.n6  half  laet^ 
NltiB  V  a  b^ndbsx  w«r«  bis  direlUn^-pHeLi ; 
H«*s  thtf  f}>AI|Kt|vr«vbkb4piirt  yoit  trtorth,     ^_ 
And  J«k  from  ToS^r  bands  ta  t^  aenitDlNb  „" 

"  Meebatdcs,  servaata,  fmnem,  and  m  furt^ 
Af»  €^tf*^  paptr^  of  JELTf-rlor  ironl* ; 
Lwi  pHxed.  oirKrt  u«<ftii^  ^  ?our  4eak  damadj 
Fm  i(}  all  puna,  and  pHHDptat  wtwf  dbkL 

^  Tb»  nrrctch  wbom  avarice  Mda  to  ^neb  and  apar<«^ 
Stan  t^.  T-tKNit,  and  pjlfrr,  ta  partfli  an  heir, 
la  ixiLn^  irf*«m  paptr  *  teach  ai  pMUL^ra  6bo<uaa 
to  Wfa^  Qp  waRai  which  better  man  will  ums 

^*  Ta^  aait  111*  m\mt'»  cnntn* t,  vbo  dutroyi 
BtAltb.  ^xm  aad  fortuiu^  Ju  a  round  of  Jojf  a> 
WlU  an  J  paper  ntabfb  btttt  I     Yvn,  tl&ruuibnnt, 
lie  'c  a  trUti  tinking  p^pct^  paat  ail  doutiL 

**Tbe  Rftail  imUildaa'a  aavfom  tbaui^bt 
Ihwi&»  ihij  ^td«  alttaTft  lig^btr  and  ihni  stark  nanjrbt; 
6a  ftiaiai  w\K\\  eeiuare  —  wLtb  i|ip1ftiki»  bv  nfea^ 
A  dope  to  nuannra.  and  a  itool  of  knavH  ^ 
Ht)  11  waat  ao  trt*  1*1*  wfl*lto«Fi«B  l*j  p*or Jabo, 
^'biki  rurh  a  tbfnjt  u  /<w£i-ei:r)}  baa  a  naiD«. 

**  Tbe  busty  ^JidpmAn  vboae  blood  rtnu  bigb, 
Wbo  pkkA  a  (]uafT«l,  Lf  jou  ^tep  avTft 
Wbo  can't  a  jtvt,  «rT  hint,  or  l'>Dk  etndarv: 
Wbat  li  bf  ?     liT^jJit  I  loiiM-iwjw?  to  be  Bura. 

''  Wbat  aHi  Ibo  p»ta,  lake  Ibam  aa  tbaj  iUl» 
Oood,  bad,  debt  ptar*  mucb  f*adt  not  A»d  at  aQ  T 
Them  and  tbelr  worka  tn  tli#  mm*  da««  jna  It  flad : 
Tb#j  ara  tb«  loera  irtu^irpfT/xrof  manktnd. 

''OtHsrT«  tb«  niaidan,  tantKvntlj  fvaertf 
fhm'ftikif  tehiU  p^iKr,  aa  iu3iitiUbr[|  jbnrtj 
On  wbk'b  tbe  bappjr  man*  wfantn  UAi»  w^rnhm, 
Maj  villfr  bla  nojnf^  aad  take  b(r  JStir  libi  palna. 

"On*  Ltvtatiea  mure,  and  cmtj  one.  I  'JL  brtse; 
*TU  tba  jiFAi'  nitiA,  wba  uporns  a  lUlle  tblng^- 
W  biiiv  tb  DU|;b  t#,  v  bi Jte  dc^'lft^  wb^iw  hi  ix  lait  an  hlf  own,, 
Fomwd  on  tbii  ft^cllof;*  nf  bk  heart  alone: 
True,  ^auititf  iMynJ  p^pf^  la  bii  bnAtt  i 
or  all  Cb0  kind*  mott  prudona,  piveat,  btat" 

The  •*  G  en  eraJ  Ma  gtti  n«,"  pu  hi  tab  ed  by  Fn  a  ttr- 
LiTt,  from  January  to  June,  in  1741,  contained  a 
few  original  and  a  much  larger  number  of  »eJecl- 
ed  poeniB,  moat  i>f  the  laller  being  from  the  ♦♦  Vir- 
ginia Gazette/*  Tba  ♦*  American  Magazinf<«  and 
Monthly  Chronide  for  the  Briliah  Colonies,'*  ca 
tahliabed  by  WitUAM  fiRAnronn,  h  nephew  o| 
the  drat  printer  west  of  Boaton,  and  pn|pliah«il  for 
twdre  monthfl,  waa  a  periodical  of  far  higher 
cbaracl^r  than  FiL\XKLi?(*a,  or  indeed  than  any 
that  had  y^t  Wen  atlempled  on  the  continent  In 
tbe  preface  the  editor  aaye  of  hia  eontributora. 
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"Some  are  grave  and  serioua,  while  others  are 
gay  and  facetious  ;  some  have  a  turn  for  matters 
of  state  and  government,  while  others  are  led  to 
the  study  of  commerce,  agriculture.or  the  mechanic 
arts  ;  some  indulge  themselves  in  the  belles-lettres, 
and  in  productions  of  art  and  fancy,  while  others 
are  wrapt  up  in  speculation  and  wholly  beset  on 
the  abstruser  parts  of  philo«ophy  and  science." 
The  principal  |K)etical  contributors  to  the  "  Ameri- 
can Magazine"  were  an  anonymous  writer,  of 
Kent,  in  Maryland,  whose  name  I  have  not  been 
able  to  discover,  and  Joseph  Shippen,  Thomas 
Godfrey,  Nathaniel  Evans,  Francis  Hopkix- 
soN,  and  John  Beveridge,  the  professor  of  an- 
cient languages  in  the  Philadelphia  college. 

The  anonymous  writer  hero  mentioned  was 
the  son  of  an  officer  distinguished  in  the  military 
service,  in  Ireland,  Spain,  and  Flanders.  In  early 
life  he  had  been  intimate  with  Mr.  Pope,  upon 
whose  death,  in  1744,  he  wrote  a  pastoral,  which 
makes  between  two  and  three  hundred  lines,  be- 
sides numerous  learned  notes.  Anticipating  Bish- 
op Berkley's  famous  verses  on  the  prospect  of 
the  arts  in  America,  he  says  in  his  invocation: 

"Pl«>rlan  njmphii  that  hiltint  Sicilian  plains, 
And  first  InRpirud  to  sin^  in  rural  strains, 
A  western  course  has  pleased  you  all  along  : 
Greece,  Rome,  and  Britain,  flourish  all  in  song. 
Keep  on  your  way,  and  ^road  a  glorious  Came; 
Around  tho  earth  let  all  admire  your  name. 
Chuse  in  our  plains  or  forests  soft  retreats; 
For  here  the  muses  boast  no  antient  sc^ts. 
Uere  fertile  fields,  and  fishy  streams  abound; 
Nothing  is  wanting  but  poetic  ground. 
Bring  me  that  pipe  with  which  Alexis  charm'd 
The  eastern  world,  and  every  bosom  warm'd. 
Our  western  climes  shall  henceforth  own  your  power ; 
Tbktis  shall  hem  it  from  her  watVy  bower; 
Even  PusBUS  li^en  as  his  chariot  files. 
And  smile  propitious  from  his  fiaming  skies. 

"  Ilaste,  lovely  nymphs !  and  quickly  come  away, 
Our  sylvan  gods  lament  your  long  delay ; 
The  stately  oaks  that  dwell  on  Delaware, 
Rear  their  tall  heads  to  view  you  from  aCar; 
The  ualads  summon  all  their  scaly  crew, 
And  at  Henlopen  anxious  wait  for  you. 
Ilaste, lovely  nymphs!  and  quickly  reach «ur  shore; 
Th'  impatient  river  heeds  his  tides  no  more. 
Forsakes  his  banks,  and  where  he  joins  the  main. 
Heaps  waves  on  waves  to  usher  in  your  train. 

**  But  hark  I  they  come!  the  dryads  crowd  the  shore, 
The  waters  rise,  I  hear  the  billows  roar! 
Hoarse  Delaware  the  joyful  tidings  brings. 
And  all  his  swans,  transported,  clap  their  wings. 
Our  mountains  ring  with  all  their  savage  host — 
Thrice  welcome,  lovely  nymphs,  to  India's  coast! 
Not  more  Parnassian  rocks  Phoebus  admire. 
Nor  Thracian  mountains  Obprkds'  tunefiil  lyre; 
Not  more  sad  lovers  court  the  darkling  note 
Of  Philomela's  moumfiil  warbling  throat; 
Not  more  the  morning  lark  delights  the  swains. 
Than  you,  sweet  maidis,  our  Pennsylvania  plains  !** 

He  had  recommended  to  Mr.  Pops  the  disco- 
very  of  printing  as  a  subject  worthy  of  his  genius, 
and  when  that  poet  died,  without  having  made  use 
of  the  suggestion,  he  wrote  from  the  banks  of  the 
Delaware,  in  1749,  bis  own  '*Poem  on  the  Inven- 
tion of  Letters,"  which  is  inscribed  to  Mr.  Rich- 
ardson, "the  author  of  < Sir  Charles  Grandison,' 
and  other  works  for  the  promotion  of  religion,  vir- 


tue, and  polite  manners, in  a  corrupted  age,"  whom 
he  describes  as  **  himself  the  Grandison  he  paints :" 

"These  lays,  ye  Great!  .to  RiCBASMOir  belong; 
His  Art  and  Virtues  have  inspired  the  song. 
Forgive  tho  bard— -who  dares  transfer,  from  you, 
A  tribute  to  superior  merit  due — 
Who,  midst  war's  tumults,  in  fiagitious  times, 
And  regions  distant  from  maternal  climes. 
Industriously  obscure,  to  heaven  resigned, 
Salutes  the  friend  and  patron  of  mankind." 

Colonel  Joseph  Shippen,  who  in  1759  wrote 
"The  Glooms  of  Ligonier,"  an  amatory  song 
much  in  vogue  for  a  quarter  of  a  century,  was  the 
author  of  the  following  early  recognition  of  the 
genius  of  Benjamin  West  :* 

"ON  SEEING  A  PORTRAIT  OF  MISS — ,  BY  M«.  WEST. 

"Since  Guido's  skilftil  band,  with  mimic  art. 
Could  form  and  animate  so  sweet  a  face, 
Can  nature  still  superior  charms  impart, 
Cr  warmest  &ucy  add  a  single  grace? 

"The  enliven'd  tints  in  due  proportion  rise. 

Her  polish'd  cheeks  with  deep  vermilion  glow ; 
The  shining  moisture  swells  into  her  eyes, 
And  from  such  lips  nectareous  sweets  must  flow. 

«  The  easy  attitude,  the  graceftil  dress. 

The  soft  expression  of  the  perfect  whole, 
Both  OuiDO's  judgment  and  his  skill  confess. 
Informing  canvas  with  a  living  soul. 
"  How  flxt,  how  stoady,  yet  how  bright  a  ray 
Of  modest  lustre  beams  In  every  smile! 
Such  smiles  as  must  resistless  charms  convey, 
Knliven*d  by  a  heart  devoid  of  guile. 
"  Tet  sure  his  fiattering  pencil 's  unsincero. 
His  Ikncy  tAkes  the  place  of  bashful  truth, 
And  warm  imagination  pictures  here 
The  pride  of  beauty  and  the  bloom  of  youth. 
"  Thus  had  I  said,  and  thus,  deluded,  thought. 
Had  lovely  Stella  still  remained  unseen, 
T^hose  grace  and  beauty,  to  perfection  brought, 
Make  every  imitative  art  look  mean." 

Thomas  Godfrey,  a  son  of  the  inventor  of 
the  quadrant,  was  esteemed  a  prodigy  of  youthful 
genius.  He  was  a  lieutenant  in  the  expedition 
against  Fort  Du  Quesne  in  1759,  and  on  the  dis- 
banding of  the  colonial  forces  went  to  New  Pro- 
vidence, and  afterward  to  North  Carolina,  where  he 
died,  on  the  third  of  August,  1763,  in  the  twenty- 
seventh  yearof  his  nge.  His  poems  were  published 
in  Philadelphia  in  1765,  in  a  quarto  volume  of  two 
hundred  and  thirty  pages.  His  "  Prince  of  Parthia" 
was  the  first  tragedy  written  in  America.  "The 
Court  of  Fancy,"  which  the  editor  of  the  "Ame- 
rican Magazine"  thought  evinced  "  an  elevated  and 
daring  genius,"  is  in  smooth  but  feeble  heroic  verse, 
and  betrays  very  little  inventive  capacity.  Some 
of  his  shorter  poems  are  more  striking.  The  fol- 
lowing is  from  an  "  Ode  to  Wine :" 

"  Haste,  ye  mortals  1  leave  your  sorrow ; 
Let  pleasure  crown  to-day  —  to-morrow, 

•  In  the  "  American  Ma^puine**  for  Feliruary,  1768,  oc- 
curs, probably,  the  first  paragraph  ever  printed  in  commen. 
dation  of  the  genius  of  W  est.  The  editor  says,  introducing 
the  above  poem  on  one  of  Us  portraits : 

"  We  are  glad  of  thU  opportonity  of  maklnR  known  to  the  world 
tb«  DKine  of  lo  extraordlDarj  a  genlaa  aa  Mr.  Wut.  He  «&a  bom  ia 
Chenter  coaotj  In  tbia  prot  ince.  and  without  the  aaalaunoe  of  any 
maiitcr,  ban  acquired  auch  a  delicacy  and  correctneaa  of  expri>a>ioD 
in  hla  painting*,  Joined  to  aoeh  a  laudable  thirat  of  improvement, 
that  we  are  peraoaded.  when  he  ahall  have  obtainod  more  expericnoe 
and  proper  opportanltie*  of  viewing  the  prodoetiona  of  able  mat* 
ten,  h«  will  beeome  truly  smlnent  in  hia  profesalon." 
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Yield  to  fiite. 
Join  the  nniroml^ortis — 
BAOCSoreljn>%eT«r  p««t — 
Baochcb  reigns,  erer  glorioiu— 
Bark!  the  Joyftd  groTes  rebound, 
Sporting  breems  cmtcli  the  fonnd. 
And  tell  to  hill  and  dale  around, 
BACcmrs  reigns!  while  fiir  airay, 
I  The  busy  edioes  die  away/' 

One  of  Godfrey's  most  intimate  friends  was 
Xathasiel  Evans,  a  native  of  Philadelphia,  ad- 
,    nitied  to  holj  orders  by  the  Bishop  of  London  in 
I    1765.     He  died  in  October,  1767,  in  the  twenty- 
'    sixth  year  of  his   age,  and  his  poems,   few  of 
'     which  had  been  printed  in  his  lifetime,  were  soon 
afterward  by  his  direction  collected  and  publish, 
ed  under  the  editorial  supervision  of  the  Reverend 
I      William  Smith,  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Grjeme, 
subsequently  so  well  known  as  Mrs.  Febouson. 
Evans  was  preparing  a  collection  of  his  poems 
iat  the  ^ress,  and  had  written  part  of  the  preface, 
'      in  which,  after  having  referred  to  the  unhappy  for- 
tunes of  many  men  of  genius,  he  said:  «« Some- 
times, alas!  the  iron  hand  of  death  cuts  them  sud- 
denly otty  as  their  beauties  are  just  budding  into 
existence,  and  leaves  but  the  fair  promise  of  future 
excellences."     These  were  his  last  words;   and 
Doctor  Smith  suggests  that  they  were  so  applica- 
ble to  his  case  that  he  should  have  feared  to  publish 
them  as  from  the  mind  of  the  deceased  poet,  if  he 
'     bad  neglected  to  preserve  the  autograph  to  show 
that  they  had  not  been  accommodated  to  that 
event.     The  most  carefully  finished  of  the  pieces 
by  Etaxs  is  an  ^Ode  on  the  Prospect  of  Peace,*' 
written  in  1761,  but  several  in  a  lighter  vein  were 
more  pleasing.  In  the  following,  we  have  a  glimpse 
of  our  great  philosopher,  in  his  middle  age : 

*'TO  BENJAMIN    FBAXKLIX,   ESQ.,   LL.D. 
"OX  HtARJNO  nm  PLATON  THE  HARMOXICA. 

"  Ix  jrrat-efal  wonder  lost,  long  had  we  view'd 
Ea<-h  .-^n'r^us  act  thy  patriot-soul  pursued; 
Our  little  stAt**  rebounds  thy  just  appl.aujse, 
And.  j'-;i«i»^  fmm  thr*'  new  fiime  and  honour  draws; 
In  th  -   ih'-v  various  virtut-s  aa>  ronjV>ined, . 
ThA^  f  nn  thr-  true  prt^-uilnence  of  mind. 
*-  Wh  it  w  nd^r  t^trurk  uj  when  we  did  surrey 
Tbt-  Lirn^'.-nt  li.:htninjfs  innoo-ntly  plav  ; 
An  1  >i   »n  thy  n^ds  bfheld  tho  dreaded  firo 

In  s  -•»  itl  tAin-  d>-«"end and  then  expire; 

\\  L.  -  'hf  rr'd  ihund»TS.  roaring  loud  around. 

r.ur*t  the  M.vk  rloud*,  and  harmle«i.s  smote  the  ground. 

P'..-«t  u<*-  of  art!  appU<*d  to  serve  mankind  — 

The  D'  hl^  proTince  of  the  fy»pk-nt  mind! 

F'lT  thi*  the  fu-jul's  best  fiaculties  were  piven, 

7'j  tr»o»'  ;rrvat  natnr»-'s  law<«  fn^m  earth  to  hearen. 

*•  W't  n.T  th^-^e  tht  m."«  alone  thy  thf>Ui:bts  command; 
Ea-h  -if*«-r  srit-nct-  owns  thy  fo'sterinj?  hand; 
AM»-d  Ny  th'-^.  Irv.mk"^  heavenly  art, 
M  ith  fln^-r  rapture*  rhamis  the  fi«elin)r  heart; 
Tb'  II irm-mim  .khall  join  the  Racred  ch<  ir, 
Krv+h  trinsp^-rts  kindln.  and  new  joys  inspire. 
Ilifkl   th»«  siift  w.-irMin^s,  sr-undln^  smooth  and  clear, 
Ftrikr  wi'h  ofl.'*ti;»l  ravishment  the  ear, 
Crnfiliu  inward,  as  they  sweetly  roll, 
A  ti>lc  of  iiit'ltin^  mu«ic  to  the  soul ; 
And  'un-  if  aUiTht  of  mortal-movintf  utraln, 
Ian  tf  utb  wlih  joy  the  hiijh  an>:elir  train, 
"T  iit  thi*  ♦•n.-hantin>f  Instrument  of  tnlne, 
^  hi-h  ^pl•aks  in  acr,*ntK  more  than  half  divine  I** 
Araonj^  »ome  trifles  inscrihed  to  Miss  Gr.eme, 

who  had  rallied  him  on  his  indinposition  to  raarry, 

was  a  new  version  of  the  story  of 


"  ORPHBUS  AND  EURTDICE. 
"  Okphics,  of  old,  as  poets  tell, 
Took  a  flintaKtic  trip  to  hell, 
To  seek  hb  wife,  as  wisely  goesslng. 
She  most  be  there,  siuce  she  wa«  niisfilng. 

Downward  he  journeyed,  wonderous  gay. 

And,  like  a  lark,  sang  all  the  way. 

The  reason  was— -or  they  belled  him. 

His  yoke-fellow  was  not  beside  him. 

Whole  grottoes,  as  he  pass'd  along. 

Danced  to  the  music  of  his  song. 

So  I  hsTe  seen,  upon  the  plains, 

A  fiddler  captlvat«  the  swains. 

And  make  them  caper  to  his  strains. 

To  Plcto*8  court  at  last  he  came, 

Where  the  god  sat  enthroned  in  flame. 

And  ask'd  if  his  lost  love  was  there — 

EuRTDiCK,  his  darling  fidr? 

The  fiends,  who  listening  round  him  stood, 

At  the  odd  question  laugh'd  aloud : 

*ThiB  must  some  mortal  madman  be — 

We  fiends  are  happier  Ikr  than  he.* 

But  music's  sounds  o'er  hell  prdvail ; 

Most  mournfully  he  tells  his  tale. 

Soothes  with  soft  arts  the  monarch's  pain. 

And  gets  his  bargain  back  again. 

"  Thy  prayers  are  heard,"  grim  Pluto  cries, 

*  On  this  condition  take  thy  prize : 

Turn  not  thine  eyes  upon  the  lair  — 

If  once  thou  tnm'st,  i^  flies  in  air.* 

In  amorous  chat  they  dimb  th'  ascent  — 

Orphsfs,  as  order'd,  foremost  went; 

(Though,  when  two  lovers  downwards  steer, 

The  man,  as  fit,  Iklls  in  the  rear;) 

Soon  the  fond  fool  turns  back  his  head — 

As  soon,  in  air,  his  spoilse  was  fled! 

If  'twas  designed,  'twas  wonderous  well; 

But,  if  by  chance,  more  lucky  stilL 

Happy  the  man,  all  must  agree, . 

Who  once  firom  wedlock's  noose  gets  free ; 

But  he  who  from  it  twice  is  .freed. 

Has  most  prodi^ous  luck  indeed!" 
A  portrait  of  Evans, by  his  young  friend  West, 
is  preperved  in  Philadelphia.  Among  the  sub- 
scribers for  his  volume  of  poems,  was  Dr.  Gold- 
S-MiTii,  with  whom  he  had  probably  become  ac- 
quainted while  visiting  London  for  ordination. 

The  celebrated  wit,  lawyer,  and  statesman, 
Francih  HoPKiNsoNjborn  in  1737,  made  his  first 
appearance  as  a  poet  in  Bradford  s  ♦*  American 
Magazine,"  one  of  bis  earlier  contributions  to 
which  was  a  tribute  to  the  genius  of  Wullas- 
To\,*  the  painter,  then  living  in  Philadelphia, from 
which  the  following  is  an  extract: 

"  To  you.  f;imed  WoLLASTO.N,  these  Btrains  belong, 
And  Im."  your  pmisf  the  subjet-t  of  my  sonL'. 
>Vhcn  ynurs')t't  poTuJl  bids  the  canvas  shino 
^N  itb  niiuiio  life,  with  fle^'ance  divine, 
Thf  ennil>turfd  muse,  f«»nd  to  partake  thy  fire. 
With  e<iu:il  swe»tn.ss  strives  to  swti-p  the  lyre*. 
With  e«iUMl  justice  fain  would  paint  your  praise, 
And  by  your  name  immortarue  her  lays. 

"Ofttlme**  with  W()nd«'r  and  delight  I  stand 
To  vinw  the  amajtini:  (xjoductof  your  li.tna. 
At  first  unlaboriHi  sketcht-s  lightly  tra.u 
The  )ilimmerin>;  outlines  of  a  human  fa'-e. 
Then.  Viy  dejrre^s,  the  liijuid  life  o'erflow  s 
Ea<h  t\Axm  feature  — the  rich  ranvas  ;:l'-ws 
With  h.ifTht.ned  rharms  — the  foreh.ad  ri>.-s  fair- 
In  plussy  rlujrlfts  twines  the  nut-brown  tiair. 


•  WoLLASToN  is  honorably  mentioned  In  1I»r\- E  W\L- 
POLK'a  '•  Am-rdoteH."  The  finest  of  his  known  Amerloau 
portraits  Is  that  of  Martha  D.vndridoe,  afterward  the  wife 
of  Washinotox. 
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And  sparklin]^  ej'esgiTe  meaning  to  the  whole, 

And  seem  to  speak  the  dictates  of  the  tool . 

Thus  the  gay  flowers,  that  paint  the  embroidered  plain, 

By  rising  8t«p8  their  glowing  beauties  gain. 

No  leaves  at  first  their  burning  glories  show, 

But  wrapt  In  simple  forms,  unnoticed  grow, 

Till,  ripened  by  the  sun's  meridian  ra/. 

They  spread  perfiK;tion  to  the  blaze  of  day. 

*'  Nor  let  the  muse  forget  thy  name,  0,  Wml 
Loved  youth,  by  virtue,  as  by  nature  blest. 
If  such  the  radiance  of  thy  early  mom, 
What  bri};ht  effulgence  must  thy  noon  adorn! 
Ilail,  sacred  genius!  mayst  thou  erer  tread 
The  pluafdng  paths  your  Wollaston  has  led; 
I^t  his  Just  precepts  all  your  works  refine. 
Copy  each  grace,  and  learn  like  him  to  shine. 
So  shall  some  future  muse  her  sweeter  lays 
Swell  with  your  name,  and  give  you  all  his  praise  !*' 

This  poetn  is  not  reprinted  in  the  collection  of 
HoPKixsox's  Works,  published  in  Philadelphia 
in  1793.  His  «♦  Battle  of  the  Kegs,"  a  satirical 
ballad,  is  the  most  celebrated  of  his  productions; 
and  several  pieces  of  humorous  prose,  written  by 
him  before  the  revolution,  are  among  the  familiar 
and  popular  examples  of  early  American  literature. 
John  Beyeridge,  the  author  of  numerous 
Latin  poems  in  the  **  American  Magazine"  and 
other  miscellanies  of  that  period,  was  a  native  of 
Scotland,  and  had  studied  under  "  the  great  Uud- 
diman"  in  Edinburgh.  He  emigrated  in  1752 
to  New  England,  where  he  remained  five  years, 
and  became  intimate  with  Doctor  Jonathan 
Mayhew  and  other  scholars.  In  1757  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Philadelphia,  and  was  appointed  pro- 
fessor of  languages  in  the  college  there.  An  en- 
tertaining account  of  him  is  given  in  Captain 
Alexander  Geaydon's  admirably  written  »* Me- 
moirs of  a  Life  passed  chiefly  in  Pennsylvania." 
In  1765  he  published  by  subscription  his  volume 
entitled  ^Epistols  Familiares  et  alia  qusedam 
Miscellanea,"  several  of  which  were  translated  by 
Alexander  Alexander,  who  prefixes  some 
verses  **on  Mr.  Bevkridge's  poetical  perform- 
ances," wherein  he  says  — 

"  If  music  sweet  delli^ht  your  ravished  ear, 
Ko  musl«.*H  sweeter  than  the  numbers  here. 
In  foruier  times  famed  BIabo  smoothly  supg, 
But  still  he  warbled  in  his  native  tongue. 
Ilbt  towering  thoughts  and  soft  enchanting  lays 
Long  since  have  crowned  him  with  enduring  bays. 
But  ne'er  did  Maro  such  high  glory  seek 
As  to  excel  M<xoxidk8  in  Oreek : 
Here  you  may  view  a  bard  of  modem  time. 
Who  claims  fair  Scotland  as  his  native  clime. 
Contend  with  Flaccus  on  the  Roman  lyre. 
His  humor  catch,  and  glow  with  kindred  fire.** 
While  in  Boston  Beyeridqk  addressed  the  fol- 
lowing epistle  to  one  of  his  friends  in  Scotland: 

"  AD  REV.  JACOB  INNESfUM,  Y.D.M. 

*'  Ta'dium  long!  marls  et  viarum, 
Bella  ventorum  varias  vioenque, 
£t  procellotd  rabiem  profundi, 

Jam  superavL 
"  Atque  tranquUlus  requiesco  pace, 
Lvtus  ad  ripam  virldantis  amnis, 
Tuta  qyjk  Casco  sinuosus  olfert 

Litton  nautis; 
"Gratlor  qua  sol  radlis  reAilget, 
Aptior  tellus  avidis  eolonis, 
Lenlor  gratis  lephyri  snsurrls 

Mnrmurat  aara. 


**  Dama  fSncundis  levis  emt  agris, 
Piscium  purls  genus  omne  rivis, 
Aiites  sylvls,  aviumque  torba 

Plnrima  dnmls. 
**  JEstuet  Tultu  Boreas  minaci, 
Saovlat  diris  Aquilo  prooellis, 
£urus  algentes  glacialis  imbres 

-     Spiretabortu; 
"  Hie  tamen  vitas  liceat  beatJB 
W  bonis  uti,  parlt«r  saventis 
LsBta  fortunae,  masa  sen  minantis 
Ferre  parata 
"  Nam  juvant  sylvis  opernm  labores, 
Oratus  et  sudor  fluit,  atra  bills 
Cura  nee  ranis  animum  querells 

Anxia  turbat. 
**  Attamen  torquet  male  nunc,  amice. 
Talus  intortus :  glacios  sesellit 
Lav  is  incautum,  subitusque  lapeu 
Volvor  iniquo. 
"  Ctpterum  vlvunt  reliqui  valentqtie. 
Omnibus  ridet  locus.  atr|ue  ridet 
Capium  spendens  inarata  comu 

Terra  benlgno. 
**  Scire  nunce  luec  te  voluL    Tabellas 
Mitterem  longas ;  sed  aquam  bibenti 
Scripta  sunt  sevi  brevis,  ut  probavit 

Carmine  Flaccus.**^ 

John  Osborn,  son  of  a  schoolmaster  of  Sand- 
wich, in  Massachusetts,  who  was  born  in  1713 
and  died  in  1753,  wrote  a  "Whaling  Song," 
which  was  well  known  in  the  Pacific  for  more 
than  half  a  century.  While  in  college,  in  1735, 
he  addressed  an  elegiac  epistle  to  one  of  his  sis- 
ters, on  the  death  of  a  member  of  the  family,  of 
which  the  following  is  a  specimen  : 

*  The  following  is  a  translation  of  the  above  Ode,  by  ib» 
Beverend  Doctor  Joxathax  Mathbw,  of  Boston : 

<•  TO  THE   RRYESEND  MR.  J.  IKNES,  ko. 

"  I're  now  o'eroom«  th«  loog  fkticue 
or  MM  extended  m^nj  m  la^:a•, 
The  war  of  wlodt,  their  r»ge  aDd*fe]esp, 
Aod  all  the  luadneM  of  the  deep ; 
Once  more  in  Jojroui  peace  abide 
Upon  a  river's  rerdant  eide. 
Where  CVisre'a  shore,  of  winding  form, 
Invites  the  sailor  from  the  storm ; 
Where  shoou  the  sun  a  milder  raj, 
And  scatters  round  the  genial  daj : 
Where  a  more  kind  and  generous  soil 
Invites  the  eager  lab'rer's  toil : 
Where  murmuring  tephjrt  still  I  bear 
And  gentle  breeses  flsa  the  air. 

"  Here  the  light  deer  still  take  their  roand. 
And  o>r  the  (Vuiiful  valloTs  bound ; 
Here  purer  streams  alire  1  And. 
With  Ann/  swarms  of  evenr  kind ; 
The  woods  with  foather'd  Ufo  aboond 
Of  every  site,  of  everv  soand. 
And  airr  music  warbles  ronod. 

"  With  angrj  face,  let  Boreas  storm. 
Let  northern  blasts  the  heav'ns  deform, 
Let  Rurus  rage  with  all  hl«  power, 
And  headlong  drive  the  snowy  thowsr ; 
Yet  I  can  here  enjoy  my  rest, 
A  life  with  nature's  bonntv  blast;     ' 
Alike  prepared.if  fortune  land 
Precarious  bliss,  or  evil  send. 
To  live  contented  to  the  end. 

"  For  in  these  groves,  fH>m  mora  te  night. 
Sweat  grateful  flows,  and  lolls  delight ; 
Black  oholer  here  no  plaoe  eaa  find. 
Mor  f^ltleas  cares  dl«traet  the  mind. 

"  Tet.  friend,  my  ancle  by  a  spraia. 
At  prevent  gives  unwelcome  oaia : 
Along  iocautloas  as  I  Mray'd, 
The  slippery  Ice  my  heels  betray 'd, 
And,  while  I  dreamt  no  harm  at  all, 
Gave  me  a  base  dishonest  flsll. 

"  Excepting  this,  all  fHends  are  well. 
Charm'd  with  the  eonntry  where. we  dwell ; 
And  charm'd.  while  here  tha  boanteoui  field 
RiMntaaeoas  promises,  nntni'd, 
With  oopioas  horn.  Its  stores  to  yield. 

"  1  thought  It  ooold  not  much  displease 
To  tell  a  friend  such  things  aa  these : 
And  should  have  writ  a  longer  letter, 
Only  his  versa,  whose  drink  is  water. 
Can  lire  but  Iter  a  moment's  time. 
As  fforaes  proved  long  slBoe  la  rhyms.'* 
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I  «I)«wtM«-,  sMtlManningfpriBg 

ii  In  aU  Its  bcantiM  here ; 

'  I  The  iTOves  a  UkmmmkI  pleararea  Mnf : 

!  I  A  tboiuaiHl  cnteftd  mwom  appear. 

I  Wttb  tendar  leaTea  the  trees  are  crowned, 

• '  And  scattered  blossoms,  all  around, 

or  rarioas  dyes 
Saints  your  eyes, 
And  corer  o'er  the  speckled  gronnd. 
Nov  thickets  shade  the  Klamy  Ibantains, 
Trves  s'erhanK  the  parlinff  streams, 
I  Whfatp'rlDf  breeses  brash  the  mountains, 

I  Grots  are  flll'd  with  bafany  st«ams. 

**  But,  sister,  all  the  sweets  that  grace 
The  spring,  and  blooming  nature's  fiM»— 
t  The  chirping  birds, 

Nor  lowing  herds ; 
The  woody  hills. 
Nor  mnrm*ring  rUls; 
Th«  sylran  shades. 
Nor  flowery  meads, 
To  me  tb(4r  fbnner  Joys  dispense. 
Thoiucb  all  their  pleasures  court  my  sense^ 
But  nutlancholy  damps  my  mind ; 
I  lonely  walk  the  fl«ld. 
With  inward  sorrow  flll'd. 
And  sigh  to  every  breathing  wind." 
The   £sceiioQs   Mather   Btles   wm  in  his 
time  equally  &idou8  as  a  poet  and  wit     A  con- 
temporary bard  exclaims — 

**  WiHiId  bnt  Aroixo's  gsnial  touch  Inspire 
I  Soch  sounds  as  breathe  from  Btlxs's  warbling  lyre, 

I  Then  ml)cht  my  notes  in  melting  measures  flow, 

I  And  make  all  nature  wear  the  si^ns  of  wo." 

i     And   his   humor  ia  celebrated  in  a  poetical  ao- 

M     count  of  the  clergy  of  Boston,  copied    by   Mr. 

LoEiso  in  his  »  Hundred  Orators  of  Boston : " 

I I  **  There's  punning  Btlcs,  proTokas  our  smllei^ 
I .  A  man  of  stalely  parts. 

n»  Tiitits  fr>Iks  to  crack  his  Jokes, 

Whi.h  never  mendfi  tb*"lr  hearts. 
*•  With  «truttiD»r  jrait,  and  wig  w)  great, 

II"  wnlkt  slont;  the  «tivi't»  : 
Ar.i  rhr  .w<  cut  nit.  or  what'n  like  it, 

T  •  eTfry  on»'  he  mttftti.'' 

BviF«   was  graduated  at  Cambridge  in  1725, 
ar:  ]  ordjinrd  the  first  minister  of  the  church  in 
H"I!.-  -trrtt,  in  173*2.     He  soon  became  eminent 
»<   a   prrarher,  an»l  Kint^'s  College  at  Aberdeen 
r«Tifrrre-l  on  him  the  degreeof  Doctor  in  Divinity. 
He  wa*  oup  of  the  authors  of  ''A  Collection  of  I 
r«>m>  I  y.M>\eral  Hands/' which  appeared  in  1744,  | 
sr:.i  <»f  nufnerousessavVan*!  metrical  compositions  i 
in  •  Thf  New  England  Weekly  Journal,"  the  merit  ' 
of  w  hi.  h  w;is  such  as  to  introduce  him  to  the  notice  I 
of  r  'I'F.  an<l  other  Knglish  scholars.     One  of  his 
f-MTM-i  i«i  trjtitled,  "The  Conflagration;"  and  it  is 
*-a}p'i»'d  to  that  grand  catastrophe  of  our  world 
when  tht'fjre  of  nature  is  to  be  changed  by  a  deluge 
of  lire."    'i"|je  following  lines  are  from  this  effusion  : 
•  Y.-t  wjiiii  ye,  flam«>K,  the  wasting  globe  refine, 
.K'li  >  1 1  th*-  >iki«^  with  purpr  uplt^ndor  filiiae. 
Th  •  '3'-?h.  »  hl-h  tb«'  prolific  flrps  ronsume, 
T-   »---«>i'v  >.urn(i,  an»i  witb«»rB  into  bloom; 
I:ii:r   .  i' ..'  In  the  fifrtlle  flame  it  Ilea, 
i  1  !»-•«  int..  f'.nn.  and  \nUy  tI-^of  dies : 
Yr>-b  livrnlni  ^\frri*^  blunh  amidjit  the  bUs«, 
Au  1  rafiiri'  all  renew  *  her  flowery  fiuv. 
M  i'n  »"ill»-««  rharmii  the  ererlaiitinfr  year 
K  iN  r^und  the  spaaons  In  a  full  career; 
FpHnr.  "Tt^bloriming,  bid*  the  fleldn  rejoice, 
, .  Ani  warbling  birds  try  their  melodious  voice; 


Where'er  she  treads,  lUles  unbidden  blow. 
Quick  tulips  rise,  and  sudden  roses  glow : 
Her  pencil  paints  a  thousand  beauteous  scenes. 
Where  blossoms  bud  amid  Immortal  greens ; 
Each  stream,  in  maaes,  murmurs  as  it  flows, 
And  floating  iNwsts  gently  bend  their  boughs. 
Thou,  autumn,  too.  sitt'st  in  the  fragrant  Rhade, 
While  the  ripe  IHiits  blush  all  around  thy  head: 
And  larish  nature,  with  luxuriant  hands. 
All  the  soft  months  in  gay  conftuioo  blends.** 

Btles  was  earnestly  opposed  to  the  revolu- 
tion, and  in  the  spring  of  1777  was  denornced  in 
the  public  assemblies  as  a  Tory,  and  compelled  to 
give  bonds  for  his  appearance  before  a  court  for 
trial.  In  the  following  June  he  was  convicted  of 
treasonable  conversation,  and  hostility  to  the 
country,  and  sentenced  to  be  imprisoned  forty 
days  on  board  a  guard-ship,  and  at  the  end  of 
that  period  to  be  sent  with  bis  family  to  England. 
The  board  of  war  however  took  bis  case  into  con- 
sideration, and  commuted  the  punishment  to  a 
short  confinement  under  a  guard  in  his  own 
house;  but,  though  he  continued  to  reside  in 
Boston  during  the  remainder  of  his  life  he  never 
again  entered  a  pulpit,  nor  regained  his  ante- 
revolutionary  popularity.  He  died  in  1788,  in 
the  eighty-second  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  a  favorite  in  every  social  or  convivial 
circle,  and  no  one  was  more  fond  of  his  society 
than  the  colonial  governor,  Bklchbr,  on  the  death 
of  whose  wife  he  wrote  an  elegy  ending  with — 

**  Meantime  my  name  to  thine  allied  shall  stand. 

Still  our  warm  friendship,  mutual  flames  extend; 
•    The  muse  shall  so  surriTe  from  age  to  ago, 
And  BsLCBxa's  name  protect  his  Btles's  page." 

The  doctor  had  declined  an  invitation  to  visit 
with  the  governor  the  province  of  Maine,  and 
Belcher  resorted  to  a  stratagem  to  secure  his 
company.  Having  persuaded  him  to  drink  tea 
with  him  on  board  the  Scarborough  ship  of  war, 
one  Sunday  afternoon,  as  soon  as  they  were  seated 
at  the  table  the  anchor  was  weiphe<l,  tlie  sails  set, 
and  before  the  punning  parson  had  called  for  his 
last  cup,  the  ship  was  too  far  at  sea  for  him  to 
think  of  returning  to  the  shore.  As  every  thing 
necessary  for  his  comfort  had  been  thou^'htfully 
provided,  he  was  easily  reconciled  to  the  voyage. 
While  making  preparations  for  religitnis  services, 
the  next  Sunday,  it  was  discovered  that  there  was 
no  hymn-book  on  board,  and  he  wrote  the  fol- 
lowing lines,  which  were  sung  instead  of  a  selec- 
tion from  Sterxiiold  and  Hopkins — 

'•Great  God,  thy  works  our  wonder  raiso; 
To  thc*>  our  RweI^^^  notes  Im'Ioii;;; 
While  tikl»^  and  winds,  and  nx'ks  and  se-is, 
Around  shall  e<ho  to  our  sonjr. 
"Thy  pow«»r  produr«Hl  ibis  miirhty  frame, 
Aloud  to  thee  the  tt'mfK>sts  roar, 
Or  softer  bre*?zes  tune  thy  name 
Gently  alonj?  the  shelly  shore. 

"Round  thee  the  scaly  natj«>n  roves. 

Thy  opt^nlnkj  hands  thi-lr  joys  V^stow, 
Thntu^jh  all  the  blushJntc  c<»ral  eroves, 
These  silent  gay  retreats  below. 

"  Se*  the  broad  sun  fcrsake  the  skU^s, 

Glow  on  the  wares,  and  downward  glide  ; 
Anon  heaven  oi)ens  all  its  eyes, 

And  stai^beama  tremble  o'er  the  tide. 
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«  Each  TartoQi  nwDOr  ^'  ***?  or  uigbtt 

!/>££>  1  jsofolA  ta  lh«fl  oar  dOuK^b'd  «ulp 
Thy  iiEi^rfiM  ftx  i>m  wb&k  d^'l]4;bt; 
S&  the  touch^di  nmd^  courts  tha  pola. 

Joseph  G b re i«,tt  merchant  of  Boston,  who  hud 
b^^n  a  dsssmftte  of  Bylss  at  CimbriilgG,  w&»  lit- 
tle less  celebrated  thani  the  doctor  for  humour ; 
and  some  of  hi«  poeiJcd  coaopoailions  wer«  aa 
popular  a  hundred  years  ago  a^  more  reeentlj 
have  been  those  of  **Cijoake&  &  Co,»"  which 
thfj  reaemliJe  in  Bjimt  and  playful  ease  of  veriJ- 
ficalion.  The  abduction  of  the  HoUi«  fctrect  roi* 
niitcr  wofl  tlie  rauso  of  not  a  little  luerrim^nt  in 
Boeton ;  aiid  Gb^ken;  between  whom  and  Btle» 
there  was  liome  rivdry,  JW  the  leadera  of  oppo*- 
in^  iio^ml  factions,  lOon  after  wrote  a  hurle«que 
account  of  it : 

•^Jn  Patijp'b  Pi4lmi  m  oTurstght 

1\j%a  Iband  oDd<  mornLa^at  bii  toOf 
AljiAi  thdt  liA  «bfiald  o^rej-  wiita 
A  pfopet  pvtloi  to  B|D|f  at  am, 
(^Tbuji  ruotltuitlicii^  OD  hU  it»#t, 

A  mhitUitiH  LUbugbtJi  at  k^aifth  preTaU*4 
1h&  bard  dat4iiiiiLi]«d  in  rouipliste 
The  |;»rt  whei^dc  Hid  pmjjlwt  &n'd» 
*]lfi  Kit  ftwhlK  &nd  stroked  hit  Muie^* 
*niea  t«kin((  up  bl«  tuoefu]  p&D, 
fFrcte  «.  Ib^w  stAnuii  for  thu  ii8« 
or  hia  ifiAlhrlag  tir^therea. 
*  Thcr  tuck  purfofTO'd*  tbo  t*rd  wHitBut — 
W«U  rhovon  WBfl  Hurfa  UcwlOje  word— 
On  *  KhoH  TOhjaip^  hliiMvilf  ho  W6n% 
To  bflAT  H  rmtk  kd4  taQg  on  bowd. 
»*  Most  fedQiu  Cbflf  tlani  do  *T*r, 
(Their  cmdil  ior*  we  nuf  nlj  on^ 
In  fl^rsaor  tlm«ii  tbftt  sH^r  pm^er^ 
Th^j  uned  tn  ikig  a  aon^ff  of  £|qil 
*'ODr  modflra  pMr«m  hmtlag  pnj'd, 
UdIum  loud  Ikme  our  ]^Uh  fa(»gulln^ 
Bat  dufTD,  took  out  hLii  b<Kjk  ft&d  mid, 

"  At  flrat,  vben  he  b«fvi  ta  read. 

Their  hoidji  tbn  iuteifibl  j  doimwani  hitnif, 
But  h«  with  holdDOM  did  prDewd^ 
And  thna  ha  md,  ind  thui  they  tm^ 

THE   P9ALM. 
«  With  THit  ftromHE'qifiiit  wt  fiurrej 
Tha  Toadert  of  thb  d#pi> 
W  hem  iiiack«r«l  awtm,  mud  pdrpolfd  plaj, 
ADdf^TsbaAtid  lolntor^  ctmp, 
<<  Fl^fa  or  Al]  Itlodf  ItihAbH  hem. 
And  throojT  thfr  dafli  aticidtj, 
H»re  hAddock,  l^ku,  mud  flcpttndsn  an^ 
Add  eelm,  and  perrhT  mnd  cod. 
^  From  niflitiz  wltidit  ipd  lampuvti  fii^ 
Bo  naooibl)'  h  wd  pwut. 
The  ahlpln^  lurluv  v^na  to  ha 
A  pItMTe  of  Urlstol  e^ub* 
«  But  whfif)  the  vlTidi  and  tetapfefltfl  TJm, 
And  IxMiiiitiig  blilowt  iweU, 
Th4  ^mml  maaatt  abore  tha  ■Idea 
And  lowM-  tltikB  thaa  hell, 
**  Our  h?«dt  the  tdtt^^rln^  tantlan  fuci 
And  *]Qlrkl_ir  w»  bfrpomyi 
OiJdf  A«  n^w^lpopp'd  calt«it  and  reel 
Ltk»  itadUut  dnvtk  with  raiD, 
*«  What  praJset  then  are  du«  that  v* 
Thui  IhLf  baT*  Bfdy  got, 
Atnan'Vii^Ofrpdii  tribe  to  bw, 
Anrl  tribe  of  Fe&ob«ot 

*  Btua'a  fiiTOdta  oit,  m  oiudmI  bj  bla  Crlwdi. 


In  1750  OfiXltir  pubUabed  ''An  Entertain 
ment  for  a  Winter  Evening^/'  in  which  he  ridi- 
cules the  freemasona  ;  and  afterward  **The  Sand 
Uank/'  **A  True  Account  of  the  Celebration  of 
St  Job n  the  Baptiat,*'  and  aeveral  ahorter  piecw, 
all  of  which  I  helicYe  were  satiricaL  Hbt  epi- 
grams are  the  best  written  in  tbia  country  Nfure 
the  revolutiorii  and  many  anecdotes  are  told  to 
■hnw  tbe  readineaa  of  his  wit  and  hui  skill  a«  an 
improviidiitor.  On  one  occaaion,  a  countiy  gen- 
tleman, knowing  hiB  reputation  aa  a  poet,  pro- 
cured an  introduction  to  htm,  and  aolicit^  a 
"  ^rat-mte  epitaph/'  for  a  favorite  vrrrant,  who 
had  lately  died.  QBEe>r  aaked  what  we^e  tha 
man's  cliief  qualitiea,  and  was  told  that  ♦♦  Co  lb 
excelled  in  all  thmg«,  but  waa  particularly  good 
at  raking  hay,  which  he  c^oujd  do  faster  than  anj- 
boily,  the  present  company,  of  courae,  excepted/' 
Gb£EK  wrote  immediately  i 

**  n*re  Hew  the  body  of  Jfln?r  Colu, 
II  hi  nuiiitiT  loTijd  blm  like  hit  wul  i 
Hft  Muld  mke  hay,  noQa  could  rmko  But»r 
Smpt  that  Taking  dog ^  hli  muder.^ 

In  his  old  age  he  lefl  Boston  for  England* 
rather  from  the  inftrmities  of  age,  than  indif- 
ference to  tbe  cjiuae  of  iiherty. 

The  mo«t  remarkable  book  of  poema  printed 
in  this  country  duKng  the  eighteenth  century  is 
the  *'  Pwliu  et  GratuLtiw  Co^ie^ii  CaHtahrigifntii 
opud  NfimngtoM,''  (1761^)  in  which  the  preaident 
and  fellows  of  Harvard  College  celebrated  the 
death  of  George  II.  and  the  accesaion  of  bit 
grandaon.  It  was  handsomely  printed  in  a  quarto 
of  one  hundred  and  six  pa^en,  and  the  copy  in 
my  poase6E:ion,  one  of  two  that  were  aent  to  tbe 
king,  ia  very  richly  bouud^  in  red  morocco,  pro- 
fuefly  gilt.  Dr*  Holtoks,  who  wu  then  president 
of  the  college,  and  whose  contribution,  **Jdhoriatio 
PrtrddtM,"  which  the  **  Monthly  Review**  for  1763 
praises  aa  truly  Horatian,  ia  the  firat  piece  in  the 
colleeiion,  describes  it  in  a  letter  to  Tuomah  Mol- 
lis as  "anatlemptoft^veral  young  gentlemen  here 
with  us,  and  educated  in  this  college,  to  ahow  their 
pious  Borrow  ori  account  of  the  death  of  our  late  flo- 
riouB  king,  their  attachment  to  his  royal  house,  the 
joy  they  have  in  the  acce^ton  of  liia  present  majeaCy 
In  tbe  Hritiah  throne,  end  in  the  prospect  they  have 
of  the  liappineas  of  Britr|^n  from  the  royal  pro- 
geny which  they  hope  for  from  bis  alliance  witJi 
the  illustrious  bouse  of  Mechlenbnrg/'  The 
**  Critical  Review"  for  October,  1763,  expreaa«t 
an  opinion  that  "  the  verses  from  Harvard  Col- 
lege already  seem  to  bid  fair  for  a  rivilahip  with 
the  productions  of  Cam  and  Isia/'  The  prose 
introduction  has  been  ascribed  both  to  Governor 
HuTcm Nsos  and  to  Governor  Francis  B  een  ako, 
but  waa  probably  from  the  pen  of  the  latter^  who 
wBta  a  very  accompliahed  scholar*  NumlieraiLin 
Latin  and  zisv^  in  English  were  by  John  Lovell  ; 
iii.  xil  xiv,  andxxiii.  in  Latin, i  v. and  ivi.  in  Greek, 
and  V.  in  Eugtiah,  by  Stepuen  Sew  ell;  vii.  tn 
English  by  Jony  Lowell  ;  x*  in  English  by  Sa- 
Mt'EL  Deank;  xL  by  Doctor  Ben j^itrN  CfluncB; 
liil.  by  Doctor  Samckl  Coopek  ;  xviii.  iu  Greek, 
Tix.  a  Latin  tranalation  of  it,  XX*  the  same  in  Eng- 
Uah^and  xxi.  in  Latin,  bj  Governor  Bsbnajiii  ;  xxvl. 
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in  LatiDy  mnd  xxii^  an  English  Version  of  it,  by 
ftxtor  JoHS  WiNTHBOP ;  and  xxix.  by  Thomas 
OLrmm,  afterwards  lieatenant-governor.  A  wri- 
IPT  in  the  «<  Monthly  Anthology"  for  1809  gives 
the  authorship  of  these  pieces  from  MS.  notes  in 
t  copy  which  had  been  owned  by  Mr.  Sswell, 
tod  believes,  from  internal  evidence,  that  zxviii., 
an  English  lyric,  was  by  Doctor  Cooper.  Mr, 
Kettle  says  Goremor  James  Bowdoin  was  a 
ooDtributor  to  the  work. 

The  best  English  poem  in  the  Pittas  et  Gratula" 
tm  is  that  of  the  celebrated  Doctor  Benjamin 
Chuech.  He  was  born  in  Boston  in  1739,  and 
gradoated  at  Cambridge  when  in  the  sixteenth 
ysar  of  his  age.  After  iSnishing  his  professional 
education,  he  established  himself  as  a  physician 
m  his  native  city,  and  soon  became  eminent  by 
\m  literary  and  political  writings.  At  the  com- 
mencement of  the  revolutionary  troubles  he  was 
chosen  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  legisla- 
tore,  and  after  the  battle  of  Lexington  was  ap- 
pointed snrgeon-general  of  the  army.  In  the  au- 
tomn  of  1775  he  was  suspected  of  treasonable 
oonvspondence  with  the  enemy,  arrested  by  order 
of  the  commander-in-chief,  tried  by  the  general 
court,  and  found  guilty.  By  direction  of  the 
Congren,  to  whom  the  aubject  of  his  punishment 
was  referred,  he  was  confined  in  a  prison  in  Con- 
necticut; but  after  a  few  months,  on  account  of 
the  condition  of  his  health,  was  set  at  liberty ; 
ind  in  the  summer  of  1776  embarked  at  ^'ew- 
port  for  the  West  Indies,  in  a  ship  which  was 
never  heard  of  after  the  day  on  which  it  sailed. 
The  concluding  lines'of  his  address  to  George  III., 
to  which  allusion  has  been  made,  arc  as  follows : 

"yixr  line  H^nr  cAlrn  ntti»nl  th^  to  thy  rloso, 
Ut»-.  >nr^h.nM  sun!;biii.-  <if  coir!|>l.-tc  r<{K>}H»: 
Crr  •  t  "xir  '•tjm.-s.  in-l  U^am  tluit  Chri.-tian  mind 
<'-r  -h  •  wil  •■  wr.~.k  r-f  (l..-v.,l.if,.  nuitikind; 
T .    *"<ri-»  p-w".l  I'.M  H.  th,'  m.ill.niu;.'  world  restore, 
't  ■  j»h  'h-  <l.<«-.i'.M  thir^tinJ  !-'i!l  fnr  C'Tf. 
Tr.:  ii-1'nrv.i  tiT:;i   -•  h  ,urnl  ili>  arms- r.'««tMin, 
An  1  p.nMrattf  tvraut.*  bito  th.'  lJiiti>li  chain." 

Cnrr.rii  also  wrote  ♦•The  Times."  "The 
Ch^'"<»,"  anJ  "Elegies  on  (Ikuikjk  Whitfikld 
•n.i  D  ><tor  Mayhk-.v."  He  was  a  man  of  va- 
nou-  aij'l  <!eoi<leil  talents, but  his  poetical  writings 
pO!<*e*s  hut  a  mtxleratenlri^ree  of  excellence. 

WiLLFVM    Livinj'.ston,  a  member  of  the   first 
Conjrp««5,   and   the  first   rej)ul)Ii<an  governor  of 
N«  ^  Jersey,  was  horn  in  Xew  York  in  172M.  and 
gm  iual.d  at  Vale  Colleije  in  1711.      His  "  Philo-  | 
soph.-   SolituJe,  or  the  Choice  of  a  Hural   Life,"  , 
wntron  while  he  was  a  student,  was  first  printed  in  I 
1747.     It  i-i  in  smoothly  flowing  verse,  evinces  a 
carrful  study  of  good  models,  and  may  he  rctrarded  ! 
a«  ill'*  moi.t  chaste  and  agreeable  poem  of  con-  ' 
rdrr.iMt'  length  produced  in  America  before  the 
rli»^e  if  the  first  half  of  tho  last  century.      Its  pre- 
vailing tone  is  indicated  in  the  opening  lines: 

-  I^  f  ir<l-nt  hpnv^  vek  rvnnwn  in  uriixn, 
I'aji*  tff'T  fim.%  ami  rU'b  to  wars  alarms  ; 
T'.  "Liiiinc  palar.-s  l<-t  f<i<>l.s  r<->ort, 
Ai;  1  .luni-»-«  rrin/v  U>  >«'  f'it«^-in'd  at  rourt  : 
Mir.«-  l-  th^  plt^t^un*  of  a  rural  life, 
Jr^n  nobte  ivmot«,  and  i;;niorant  of  strife; 


Far  from  the  painted  belle,  and  whHe-gloved  bean. 
The  lawlees  maaqnerade,  and  midnight  show, 
From  ladiea,  Lap^oga,  oourtiera,  garters,  stan, 
Fops,  tiddlers,  tyrants,  emperors,  and  exars." 

Mr.  Livingston  was  an  able  and  manly  writer 
on  public  affairs  before  the  revolution  and  during 
the  war;  and  continued  in  old  age  occasionally 
to  indulge  his  early  predilection  for  poetical  com- 
position. When  more  than  sixty  he  addressed  a 
poem,  marked  by  generous  feeling  and  good  sense, 
to  Washington,  with  whom  ho  had  maintained 
the  most  friendly  relations.    He  died  in  1790. 

Robert  Bolling,  of  Buckingham  county,Vir- 
ginia,  bom  in  1738,  wrote  with  facility  in  Latin, 
Italian,  and  French,  and  some  of  his  poetical 
pieces  in  these  languages  and  in  English  have 
been  printed.  He  left  in  manuscript  two  vo- 
lumes of  arerses,  which  a  writer  in  the  «  Colum- 
bian Magazine"  for  178  7  describes  as  "Horatian." 
His  poems  which  have  been  submitted  to  the  pub- 
lic hardly  justify  this  praise. 

Another  southern  poet  of  the  same  period  was 
Rowland  Rcgely.  In  June,  1782,  while  Mat- 
thew Caret  contemplated  the  publication  of  an 
extensive  American  Anthology,  TRCMBrLL,  the 
author  of  "  MacFingal,"  wrote  to  him;  »»  Rugelt, 
of  South  Carolina,  is  a  poet  certainly  better 
than  EvAN.s.  He  published  a  volume  of  poems 
in  London  near  twenty  years  ago,  chiefly  in  the 
manner  of  Prior,  many  of  which  are  well  worth 
preserving;  and  since  that  a  travestie  of  the 
fourth  book  of  Virgil,  which  for  delicacy  and  true 
humor  is  superior  to  Cotton's."  I  have  ex- 
amined Rug£Lt*s  volume,  publitihed  at  Oxford,  in 
1763,  and  cannot  quite  concur  in  Judge  Trum- 
Bi'tL\s  estimate  of  its  merits. 

GiLiAX  Vekplanck,  of  Xew  York,  after  com- 
pleting his  education,  travelled  ahroad,  and  while 
in  England,  in  1773,  wrote  the  followinsj^  pro- 
phetic lines  on  the  destiny  of  this  country  : 

*•  Uail.  Iwppy  Britain,  FrcO'loni's  M.st  r.tn  at '. 
(ire.it  is  thy  powtr,  thy  wi-alth,  thy  ^'lory  j;!-.  nr, 
But  wi-nlth  and  pMWir  h.iv.«  tiu  iuuuort:il  liiy, 
For  all  thinu"<  rii^u  «iiily  toU^ay; 
Anil  whfU  that  tim-  arrivis— th.'  lot  of  all  — 
^Vhen  Britain^  v'l  ^ry.  |»  •«,  r.  and  wi-alth  shall  tall, 
Then  shall  thy  soni^  l.y  Fat.S  uii.luimrcd  do.ie*' 
In  (Jthfr  worM'i  another  Britain  S'-e, 
And  what  thou  art.  Anieri.-a  .sliall  Ik-." 

In  1774  Mr.  Vkiiplanck  published  '•  Vice,  a 
Satire,"  written  with  elegance  ami  npiril. 

Dr.  PiUMF.,  tiUo  of  New  Vork.  fini>hed  his  pro- 
fessional education  in  Europe,  and  on  returning 
applied  for  a  cotnmis.^ion  in  the  army,  l»ut  did  not 
succeed  in  obtaining  one.  He  alludes  to  his  dis- 
appointment in  an  elegy  on  the  dealli  of  a  friend, 
Doctor  SciDDKR,  who  was  slain  in  the  skirmish 
at  Shrewsbury  in  New  Jersey  : 

"So  hri;:ht,  hU'ss'd  f;h.id.':  thy  d»t>d.s  of  vlrttu-  sLlne; 
S«,  ri>:h.  no  douht.  thy  r.n-oinp<'nso  on  hi;^h  '. 
My  lot's  liir  mor»'  lam.-ntaMi'  than  tliinL*  — 
Thou  livst  in  dwith.  vhil.'  1  in  li\iu-  <li.'. 
'*  With  pn-at  applause  hast  thou  p<>rf->rn»'d  tliy  pnrt, 
Sintv  thy  tirst  entranco  on  tho  sta^'*-  of  lili-. 
Or  In  the  lalK>n«  of  th>'  h.allnj;  art. 
Or  In  lair  LilxTt^s  iuii^rtant  fetilff 
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"But  T,  alas!  like  some  unflroltfal  treot 

That  uwlti^s  standii,  a  eumberer  of  the  plain, 
My  faculties  unprofitable  fee, 
And  fiTelong  years  haye  lived  almost  In  Tain. 

«  While  all  anmnd  me.  like  the  busy  swanns 
That  ply  the  fervent  labors  of  the  hive, 
Or  f;uide  the  state,  wiUi  ardor  rush  to  arms. 
Or  some  less  great  but  needful  business  drive, 

^**  I  »H>  my  time  inglorious  glide  away. 

Ohsruroand  useless,  lik^  an  idle  drone: 
And  uncondudve  each  revolving  day 
Or  to  my  country's  interest  or  my  own." 

A  manuscript  satire  of  the  Welsh,  in  Latin 
and  English,  entitled  «« Muscipula  sive  Camhro- 
myomnchia,"  was  found  amonpr  Doctor  Prime's 
papers  after  his  death,  and  published  with  a  col- 
lection of  his  poeliciil  writings:  but  it  has  been 
discovered  that  he  was  not  the  author  of  it  On 
the  passajTC  of  the  stamp  act  he  composed  "A 
Song  for  the  Son*  of  Liberty,"  which  is  superior 
to  any  patriotic  lyric  up  to  that  time  written  here. 

Jamk!)  Ali.kn,  a  native  of  Boston,  born  in  1739. 
published  in  1782  **  Lines  on  the  Massacre," 
which  are  in  a  fluent  style,  and  display  an  ardent 
devoticm  to  the  popular  cause.  He  afterward 
wrote  many  other  pieces,  but  his  indolent  habits 
prevented  their  appearance  in  print  Brissot 
dc  Warville,  in  his  /'Travels  in  the  United 
States."  after  remarking  that  poets  must  be  more 
rare  among  us  than  other  writers, — an  opinion 
in  which  he  seeins  to  have  been  mistaken — says, 
»«they  speak  however  in  Boston  of  an  original  but 
lazy  poet  named  AlleK;  his  verses  are  said  to 
be  full  of  fire  and  force;  they  mention  particularly 
a  manuscript  poem  of  his  on  the  famous  battle  of 
Bunker  Hill ;  but  he  will  not  print  it;  he  has  for 
his  reputation  and  hia  money  the  carelessness  of 
Lafoxt-aixk." 

MACiMiiiKsox's  **  Ossian"  was  reprinted  in  Phi- 
ladelphia soon  after  its  first  publication,  and  had 
for  many  ycnrs  a  decided  influence  upon  poetical 
taste  in  this  country.  Among  those  who  attempt- 
e<l  to  paraphrase  it  was  Jonathan  Mitcuell 
SnwELL,  of  Mew  Hampshire,  who  began  the  task 
of  turning  it  into  heroic  verse  in  1770,  and  after- 
ward submitted  to  the  public  specimens  of  his  com- 
pleted work,  hut  their  reception  did  not  encourage 
him  to  a  further  expenditure  in  that  way.  Sew- 
YA.L  was  the  author  of  an  epilogue  to  Addison's 
"Cato,"  containing  the  often  quoted  linear 

*'  No  p«nt-up  Utica  contracts  our  powers, 
But  the  whole  boundless  continent  is  ours."* 
and  in  the  early  part  of  the  r*»volution  wrote  a  pa- 
lrioticsongcalled,"War and  Washington"  which 
had  for  many  years  extraordinary  popularity. 

JoflEPH  Brown  Ladd,  M.  D.,  of  Rhode  Island, 
author  of  "The  Poems  of  Arouet,"  began  to  write 
during  the  early  days  of  the  revolution.  His 
productions  have  very  little  merit.  He  lost  his 
life  in  a  duel,  at  Charieston,  in  1785. 

Among  the  emigrants  from  the  mother  country 
within  a  few  years  of  the  commencement  of  the 


war  was  John  Lows,  a  native  of  Scotland,  bom 
in  1762,  who  arrived  in  Virginia  in  1773,  and  be- 
came a  successful  teacher  at  Fredericksburg.  He 
wrote  there  the  celebrated  song  entitled  **  Mary's 
Dream.!'     He  died  in  1798. 

The  year  following  that  in  which  Lows  came 
to  America,  Thomas  Paine  fo}lowed,  and  settled 
in  Philadelphia,  where  he  was  employed  by  Ro- 
bert Aitkin,  in  1775,  to  edit  "The  Pennsylva- 
nia Magazine,"  in  which  he  published  several 
poetical  pieces,  one  of  which  is  «  On  the  Death 
of  General  Wolfe,"  and  another  is  a  song  en- 
titled "The  Liberty  Tree."* 

The  ballads  and  songs  relating  to  "tragedies 
in  the  wilderness,"  to  the  Indian  wars,  the  "old 
French  war,"  and  the  revolution — of  whir-h  I  have 
succeeded  in  collecting  more  than  a  thousand  — 
though  many  of  them  are  extremely  rude,  are 
upon  the  whole  far  more  fresh,  vigorous  and  poet- 
ical than  might  -be  supposed.  Enough  for  a  vo- 
lume refer  to  the  single  event  of  the  taking  of 
Louisburg,  in  1747.  On  the  approach  of  the  pe- 
riod in  which  the  colonies  separated  firom  Great 
Britain  the  newspapers  and  magazines  were  filled 
with  lyrical  appeals  to  the  patriotism  of  the  peo- 
ple, some  of  which  were  by  the  most  dignified  pub- 
lic characters.  John  Dickinson,  author  of  **The 
Farmer's  Letters,"  inclosing  to  James  Otis,  in 
1774,  a  copy  of  thefamous  song  commencing — 

"  Como,  join  hsnd  in  hand,  brave  Americans  all, 
And  rouse  your  bold  hearts  at  Liberty's  call,** 

informs  him  that  it  was  his  own  production,  ex- 
cept eight  lines,  which  were  by  his  friend  Ar- 
thur Lee,  of  Virginia.  General  Warren*s  song 
of  "Free  America,"  is  well  known.  A  much 
better  piece,  "American  Taxation,"  is  sfapposed 
to  have  been  written  by  a  Connecticut  school- 
master named  St.  John.  In  a  paper  on  ''The 
Minstrelsy  of  the  Revolution,"  in  "Graham's 
Magazine,"  for  1842,  I  have  given  a  considerable 
number  of  the  compositions  which  illustrate  this 
subject,  and  it  is  my  intention  hereafter  to  present 
the  public  a  large  collection  of  our  historical 
verses,  with  suitable  introductions  and  notes. 

Of  the  American  women  known  as  poets  dur- 
ing our  colonial  era,  notices  may  be  found  in 
"The  Female  Poets  of  America."  The  leading 
poets  of  the  revolution — Freneau,  Barlow, 
DwiouT, Trumbull,  and  Humphries, — are  sub- 
jects of  separate  articles  in  the  following  pages. 

*  Of  British  and  ottier  foreign  poets  who  hare  written  in 
thk  country  since  tlio  revolution  I  have  given  no  sperl> 
mens  ia  the  Ibllowli^;  poges,  thonffh,  perhaps,  I  sbonld 
have  quoted  from  Alexamdib  Wilson  his  spiritod  poem  on 
**The  Blue  Bird,^  and  other  pieces  from  Mr.  Da  Pqntx, 
Dr.  Frakcis  Liebek,  Mr.  lUioiT  William  Herbekt,  and  a 
few  others  who  hare  made  their  homes  in  the  United  States. 
But  '*  Mary's  Dream**  and  the  lyrics  of  Thomas  PADnt,  ar« 
*a8  little  entitled  to  he  called  American  poems  as  the  verses 
of  Mylks  Coopkr,  Sir  John  Bukootnx,  or  Mnjor  Andsb,  or 
thoee  in  which  Thomas  Moorb  celebrated  his  visits  to  the 
Dismal  Swamp  and  the  ScbnylkilL 


I&lni  irrt  itteiDptt  to  atAbli«b  in  AmtTieft  « 
fof^  Prcneh  ProtesUnUi  wera  made  under 
tfa#  ilirretii^n  ft  ihe  Adoiiral  Coligny  in  1653.  It 
«MniK«  b0«*vpr,unUl  Louia  tlie  Pomicenth  re- 
tvlfd  tb«  ftlittof  IVitntT^in  1686,th»l  th^rte  wa« 
«a^  cttoAfulermUe  f  loigr^tidD  of  (lie  Rcfomierv  to 
Fioga  th*t  pericNl,  for  m«ny  jeare^ 
Keir  Yoii,  Penmtylirtfiin,  Vir- 
I,  fto4  the  r«folinMi,  fcceiteit  name  af  ihf 
vknrntf  of  their  tiib««qil«nt  rlvilizntinn  rn 
MijJu«t4tiot»  ftnd  vnrioudly  skilful  ri> 
I  ibc  midf  r*jM?Q  of  the  Rornun  C»tiioUe» 
\o  abttidon  the  voi)  f>f  Fnnee^  7*hiif;p 
Ui  New  York  found «!  the  (dit  rhuTi^U 
pUhkh  Wi>  lone  the  ctnUt;  of  the 
titb  continrnt*  Amorif^ 
<  frmiliM  conn«t-trd  with  il  wens  tlm 
'LAjrcni,  JATji,  thicTAatif,  Ai^AiiLicji,  and 
Fwmtnu%9^  In  17tS  we  find  the  Intt^r  nmnif 
wriOf  n  v^tttiout  th«  *,  knd  four  jv^irs  later  AyunR 
FmasKAtr  i>  rr/m*^  to  m  the  Joumni  of  Jkasj 
Fo*rAtT<lt  M  *  l«ttdiitg  dtk»n»  itid  i  fr«<]iirii1i?r 
«f  lii#  TtMirlt  rluh.  Thw  A?«i>b.r  Fkk.vrat.  warn 
dir  fffintj&tbcr  of  PfitLif,  whd  wn*  horn  in  N«tv 
T<pfl  <««i  li*  liiirt^eoth  of  Janum^,  (tbfl  «**cnnd, 
oU  tfCflr^  17&^  Mb  nH»ther  wmv  *  native  of  ^  e% 
JcnfY^ani  y«  eldi^  brother,  P£TrrK."  wna  burn  in 
tkHl«a4pe5,t<»  which  the  fmmiiy  npjK'nf^  U*  hnvn  tf* 
tmnmd  aMtt  the  death  of  the  po*-ru  f«tthrr.  in  HM. 
Vovng  IVicTtFAu  entered  >^a«saii  HaH,  then 
haowq  mm  iJha  New  Jcrecy  *^  Log  Co  I  If  g*^^"  to 
llfTg  an  far  adrAncnl  in  dsaaifal  Btudii.ii  that  ll^e 
•ctitig  fin^idrnt  luade  his  firoSeienrv  the  ruliject 
«f  ft  ckMi}|^ntittiiatnf7  letter  to  oae  of  faia  relatiiinM* 
Ei»  taom-oiatc  here  waa  James  MAUteosj,  and 
Hcoff  M*  HtR.cct.^itJt»oif.  who  afterwanlji  wrote 
«  MoiWra  Cltiittr^/'  vrma  tlao  in  the  same  eUsm, 
MMtuwow^  B>irEK3iiii>0Et  and  FRir.»i£At%  were 
imiifiatit  friaiidi ;  and  b«ing  all  gifted  with  un- 
Mtirieal  piwcra,  ivhich  they  were  fond  of 
^iir^  ■»  frrcjueTitlj  »  there  were  fair  orcfl" 
joined  in  lampooainj?*  not  only  the 
» of  ad^crae  parties  in  the  rollefce,  but  aliio 
public  characters  "who  opposed 
nthnatacm  of  the  people  for  LilHTly^ 
1  luvB  hefore  me  a  ronaiderabte  inanUH^'-ript  vch 
lsa#  vT  prrwinal  and  political  aatirea,  written  hy 
itbtm  b  aboDl  equal  prdportionii.^  and  in  which 
ifcn^kBlit  nearly  ei^ual  abiliti«*  though  Maqi- 
MMTi  W**  lfa«  l*»t  cnuven««c,  and  the  least  ppir- 

*  l^iH,  MMaiiV  o^Holoiiallj  vrn^^  t^^rv;*.  tboutth  I  h^ 
Itoa*  asOivigfMflnVialHilaB  tlmu  i  ntiitar  axi  fipltcrata. 
tfa«iiaa«Maf«l|aii4a4«uUutu  wiucmi^Dritr.  Jumi- 

;  imd  whMO  iLiji  dtiCkii'trmtk  pBrtf 
if«9«r  ta  jtwttb  f  4n^lii«.  tu  nuKlq  S^kr^rvtdrr  of 
1^  fwaiimlahU  *'K««iiii]jKuit£Mt"  «<i.i  n  timt "  his 

1 1^  bMiut;r  AUd  HIl(H7ihllM*fir  Ac^ 

roTCoiavTt."    II*  dkd  in  ISIA. 


it.  Brferal  theolof  ie*!  vttidenli,  jwrtieularly  two 
or  tJirw  whose  family  ron  rveelrons  were  very  hum- 
ble, wens  objecL'i  of  tbeir  con  tin  a  bI  ridkule,  !t| 
the  elflsa  below  were  Aaros  Bums*  and  the 
refined  ^nd  elegant  William  BrtAitFUKt^,  whrnt^ 
oec agonal  verse»  show  that  he  might  httv^  eiiij ivi- 
ed arty  of  bif»  American  contemporirie*  as  a  poet, 
tf  e^uch  hud  been,  the  aim  of  hi^t  anihition*  Fnn- 
SfKAiT  jBTfjiduftted  on  the  ninet*enih  of  &^/|)trrtilirr, 
1771^  being  then  m  few  months  over  tweni/  yvnn 
(if  age.  The  earliest  of  hia  printed  poenm  ia  ^*  The 
Poeiical  Hifitory  of  the  Prophet  Jotmb/'  in  Ibur 
cttnlo*,  dated  in  17*V8,  the  >'ear  after  ho  went  t& 
PrineetoD.  While  in  college  he  ul»o  formeil  the 
plan  of  an  epic  on  the  dieeovery  of  |hi»  <'uuti(H'titf 
ftf  which  an  ''Address  f^  Ferdinand,"  and  a  neriea 
of  sixteen  *♦  Pictures  of  Columbua,*'  are  pmbnHy 
frng-menta*  Hi«  maledictory  e^ereijifl  wii»  a  dia- 
loguc»  in  blank  vet»e,  on  **The  Hitftng  Glory  of 
America^"^  in  the  eoinpaaition  and  reeitn^tion  of 
which  he  waa  a#oc]ated  with  B}tKclcr.?(n|tic«iu 
It  watt  printed  in  1772,  in  mn  octavo  patnpblelj  at 
Philadelphia, wliffe  PttKlSKVtJ  went  to  rrtsid^^  with 
an  intention  of  studying  the  law.  It  hoa  be«n 
fttitcd  that  he  wiiR  on  tenna  of  fntniliar  inlitnitcjr, 
while  here,  with  Jodi^e  HpPErKao?J^  author  of"  The 
Battle  of  the  Keg*,"  but  the  laie  venenibli-  Dr, 
Mkasb.  who  had  been  well  acquainted  wiih  KitK- 
.^KAC",  remarks  in  a  letter  to  roe  that  **  the  hunvour* 
tst  knew  bini  only  as  a  young  acapeg^race/' 

For  some  cause  he  appears  to  have  abandoned 
llie  desipn  of  bdroming  a.  lawyer,  and  an  irregular 
and  aimle»a  life  of  two  or  threeyeara  ended  in  hi* 
going  to  sea*  hut  in  what  eapadij,  nt  first,  [  can- 
not aacertain*  In  1774  and  1775  he  *»»  liirinf 
in  New  York,  where,  during  ihia  period,  he  Ijegnn 
to  publish  those  pieces  of  political  burfes^jiic  und 
invectiTe  which  made  hm  name  familim-  nnd  po- 
pulnf  throughout  the  country  during  the  rcvtdu- 
tionary  war,  Hia  style  waa  pointed,  and  ho  waa 
aucceflffful  in  represontinf  the  ei  ploits  of  the  enemy 
in  a, ludicrous  light,  and  in  ridiculing  the  cbsritc- 
ten*  and  conduct  of  the  neutrals^  byalfttiii,  and 
others  who  were  obnolioua  to  the  prejudice*  of 
the  Whig;^>  The  speeciies  of  the  king  and  hia 
miniatcra,  and  the  proclamfttions  of  Ibe  royal  go- 
veri30fa  and  generals,  he  parodied  and  IraveRlied 
in  an  amusing  manner,  and  every  iiiL^moi'iihle 
event;,  on  land  or  aea,  was  ci-lebratcd  by  him  in 
versea  easily  understood ,  nnd  none  the  Ics**  ad* 
mired,  perhaps^  for  a  dash  of  coamenesH  by  w  hich 
moat  of  them  were  distinguished^ 

In  1770  he  parsed  several  months  in  the  Danish 
West  Indies,  and  wrote  there  two  of  his  lor*f est 
poems,  *'The  HouM^of  N'^ight,'*  and  "The  Deautiea 
of  8anta  Crua/'  In  1 778  he  waa  in  Bermudat  and 
during  the  following  year  f;e  find  him  in  Phtla^ 
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delphia,  editing  for  Francis  Bailet  **The  United 
States  Magazine."  This  periodical  was  not  suc- 
cessful, and  on  its  discontinuance  he  again  turned 
his  attention  to  the  sea.  He  sailed  for  St.  Eusta- 
tia  in  May,  1780,  in  the  ship  Aurora,  which  soon 
a(\er  leaving  the  Delaware  was  captured  by  a  Bri- 
tish cruiser.  Fbeneau  with  his  companions  was 
taken  to  New  York,  and  in  the  hot  weather  of  June 
and  July  confined  seven  weeks  on  board  the  Scor- 
pion and  the  Hunter,  those  floating  hells  in  which 
fiomany  ofour  country  men  experienced  theextrem- 
est  horrors  of  the  war.  On  being  released  he  return- 
ed to  Philadelphia,  and  in  the  family  of  his  friend 
BAii.r.Y  gradually  regained  the  health  lost  during 
his  confinement.  He  now  published  "  The  British 
Priiion  Ship,"  in  four  cantos,  in  which  he  described, 
with  uulignant  energy,  the  brutalities  to  which  he 
had  been  subjected,  and  urged  the  people  to  new  ef- 
forts against  the  cruel  and  remorseless  enemy. 

On  the  twenty-fifth  of  April,  1781,  appeared 
the  first  number  of  **The  Freeman's  Journal," 
printed  and  published  by  Bailey,  and  edited  or 
in  a  large  degree  written  by  Frexeau.  For  three 
or  four  years  his  hand  is  apparent  in  its  most 
pungent  paragraphs  of  prose,  as  well  as  in  nume- 
rous pieces  of  verse,  on  public  characters  and  pass- 
ing events,  and  particularly  in  a  succession  of  sa- 
tires on  the  New  York  printers,  Huan  Gaink  and 
James  Rivixgton,  whom  he  delighted  in  assailing 
with  all  the  resources  of  his  abusive  wit  Of 
Gain'e,  a  sort  of  Vicar  of  Bray,  »*  who  lied  at  the 
sign  of  the  Bible  and  Crown,"  ho  wrote  a  **  Biog- 
raphy," and  of  RiviXGTOX,  who  edited  *«  The  Roy- 
al Gazette,"  in  which  the  Whigs  were  treated  with 
every  species  of  absurd  and  malicious  vitupera- 
tion, he  gave  the  *»  Reflections,"  the  "  Confessions," 
the  "  Last  Will  and  Testament,"  &c.  The  follow- 
ing lines  arc  characteristic  of  these  productions: 

Occuiiiuwd  hy  tJie  title,  of  Mr.  Rivingion^i  lioyal  CkiztUe 
being  scarcely  letjiUe. 
Says  Satan  to  Jemmy,  "1  hold  you  a  bet, 
'J'hnt  you  m.>an  to  a)>nndon  our  Royal  (iazetto; 
Or,  Ufw-.t-n  you  and  me,  you  would  manage  things  better 
Tlxan  the  titU  to  print  In  bo  sneaking  a  letter. 
Now,  iK'lng  connected  po  long  in  thi'  art. 
It  Would  not  \)0  prudent  at  present  to  part; 
And  the  ivjople.  perliaptt,  would  he  fri^ibtened,  and  fre* 
If  the  devil  alone  carried  on  the  tJaxette/' 
hays  .Tcuuuy  to  Satan,  (by  way  of  a  wipe,) 
*•  Who  gives  me  the  matter,  should  furnish  the  type; 
And  why  you  find  fiiult  I  can  scarcely  divine. 
For  the  typ«\-',  like  the  printer,  are  certainly  thine.*' 

A  remonstrance  against  the  worn-out  vignette — 
the  kiH^^s  arms — is  too  gross  for  quotation,  but 
when  the  appearance  of  the  **  Gazette"  was  suffi- 
ciently improved — 

*'  From  the  n>gions  of  night,  with  hid  head  in  a  sack, 
Awendcd  a  person,  accoutred  in  black." 
who  looks  over  the  paper,  and  the  printing-room, 
and  expresses  his  approbation  of  the  change : 
*•  My  mandates  are  fully  complied  %vith  at  last, 
N<*w  arms  are  engraved,  and  new  letters  are  cast; 
I  thenrfuro  di^termine  and  fully  accord, 
ThlH  wmant  of  mine  shall  recelre  his  reward-** 
Then  turning  about,  to  the  printer  he  said, 
"  Who  late  was  my  tervani,  shall  now  be  my  aid; 
Kneel  down !  for  your  merits  I  dab  you  a  knight; 
From  a  passlro  subaltern  I  bid  you  to  riso-^ 
The  inventor,  as  well  as  the  prints,  of  lies." 


In  1783,  a  few  months  after  its  appearance 
in  Paris,  Freneau- translated  and  published  in 
Philadelphia,  the  Nouveau  Voyage  dam  FAmrnqfiu 
SeptentrionaU  en  Vannfe  1781,  by  the  Abbe  Ro- 
bin, a  chaplain  in  the  army  of  the  Count  de 
RocHAMBEAU,  and  he  was  much  occupied  during 
this  and  the  two  following  years  in  various  lite- 
rary services  for  Mr.  Bailey,  who  was  his  warm 
friend  as  well  as  liberal  employer. 

In  1784  he  left  Philadelphia,  and  after  a  few 
months  spent  in  travel,  and  in  visiting  his  old 
friends,  become  master  of  a  vessel  which  sailed 
between  ^'ew  York  and  the  West  Indies,  and 
New  York  and  Charleston.  In  a  letter  ta  Bailet 
he  gives  a  striking  account  of  a  disastrous  abip* 
wreck  which  he  suiTered  in  one  of  his  voyages* 
in  the  summer  of  1788.  Writing  from  Norfolk 
in  Virginia,  he  says : 

"  After  leaving  New  "JTork,  on  the  twenty-first  of  July,  I 
had  the  misfortune  to  have  my  vessel  dismasted,  thrown 
on  her  beam  ends,  the  bulk  of  her  cargo  shifted  and  ruined, 
and  every  sail,  mast,  spar,  boat,  and  almost  every  article 
upon  deck,  lost,  on  the  Wednesday  afternoon  fiillowing,  in 
one  of  the  hardest  gales  that  ever  blew  on  this  coast.  C^p* 
tain  William  Cannon,  whom  I  think  you  know,  and  who 
was  going  passenger  with  me  to  Charleston,  and  Josfaih  StU* 
well,  a  Ud  of  a  reputable  &mily  in  the  state  of  New  Jersey, 
were  both  washed  overboard  and  drowned,  notwithstand* 
Ing  every  eCfort  to  save  them.  All  my  people  besides,  except 
an  old  man  who  stuck  fast  in  one  of  the  scuttU>s.  were  seve- 
ral times  overl>oard,  but  had  the  luok  to  regain  the  wreck, 
and,  with  confiderable  difficulty,  s-nve  their  lives.  As  to 
myself,  when  I  found  the  vessel  no  longer  under  ray  guid- 
ance, 1  took  re(ugo  in  the  main  weather  shrouds,  where,  in- 
deed, I  saved  myself  fh>m  being  washed  into  the  sea,  but 
was  almost  staved  to  pittces  in  a  violent  tail  I  had  upon  the 
main  deck — the  mainmast  having  given  way  six  fet't  above, 
and  gone  overboard.  I  was  afterwards  knocked  In  the 
head  by  a  violent  stroke  of  the  tiller,  which  entirely  de* 
prived  me  of  sensation,  for,  I  was  told,  near  a  (quarter  of  an 
hour.  Our  pumps  were  now  so  choked  with  corn  that  they 
would  no  longer  work.  Upwards  of  four  feet  of  water  wai 
in  the  hold.  Fortunately  our  bucket  was  saved,  and  with 
this  we  went  to  Ijaillng,  which  alone  prevented  us  from 
foundering,  in  one  of  the  most  dismal  nights  tliat  ever  man 
witnessed.  The  next  morning  the  weather  had  cleared,  and 
the  wind  come  round  to  the  north-east— during  the  gale 
having  been  east-north-east.  The  laud  was  now  in  sight, 
about  five  miles  distant,  latitude  at  noon  36°  17^  I  soon 
rigged  out  a  broken  boom,  and  set  the  fore  topsail — the 
only  sail  remaining-i-and  steered  fi>r  Capit  Henry,  making 
however  but  little  way,  the  vessel  being  rery  much  on  one 
side,  and  ready  to  sink  with  her  heavy  cargo  of  iron  and 
other  weighty  articles.  We  were  towed  in  next  day,  Fri- 
day, by  the  friendly  aid  of  Captain  Archil>ald  llell,  of  the 
i^hlp  Betsy,  from  London.  I  have  since  arrived  at  this  port, 
by  the  assistance  of  a  Potomac  pifot  Notliing  could  exceed 
our  distress :  no  fire,  no  candle,  our  beds  soaked  with  sea- 
water,  the  cabin  torn  to  pieces,  a  vast  quantity  of  com  da- 
maged and  poisoning  us  to  death,  &c.  kc.  As  we  entered 
Norfolk,  on  the  twenty-ninth  of  July,  the  rery  dogs  look* 
ed  at  us  with  an  eye  of  commiseration,  the  negroes  pitied 
us,  and  almost  every  one  showed  a  disposition  to  relloTe 
us.  In  the  midst  of  all  our  Texatk>n  the  crew  endeavored 
to  keep  up  thehr  spirits  with  a  little  grog,  while  I  had  re- 
course to  my  old  expedient  of  philoeophy  and  reflection.  I 
have  unloaded  my  cargo,  partly  dami^^,  partly  otherwise. 
This  day  I  shall  also  begin  to  refit  my  vessel,  and  mean  to 
proceed  back  to  New  York  as  soon  as  refitted.  It  Is  possi- 
ble, however,  that  I  may  be  ordered  to  sell  the  vessel  here. 
If  so,  I  shall  take  a  passage  to  Baltimore,  and  go  to  New 
York  by  way  of  Philadelphia,  to  lo<A  out  for  another  and 
a  more  fortunate  harqne  than  that  which  I  now  command. 
Yours,  Ac  P.  Fkutkau." 
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Mtt  Tm%%WJ^^  kft  Pbilvlelpbiii  Bailht  i«- 
mtii  lh#  &f«L  csoUeciion  or  bk  pocme,  b  a  Totume 
^BOIC  ^ul  four  biltidiTd  pageft,  etititlpd  *»The 
f^mnm  «r  Piiilif  F&akk^i?,  written  cbieily  du- 
liiff  dM  i^  War/'  la  bb  adveni^ement,  dAted 
tbi  aalii  of  Jim*,  17B6,  the  pubLuhei  snjB : 

*Tbp  glli'"iJ  «i7v  ^ttUectcd  and  prlottid  in  tba  foUawlag^ 
^«l«  «w*  kjl  In  «if  Iifea4a  bj  th*  autli^t  ^Ujwv  *  fi^r 

^Ikitii  ttii  toluBAi  m  m/uty  wUI  necil«ct,  hKT9  ippcar- 

il}ud  0tlicT  pOT4adlal  puMIeiUonff  In  the  dlf-^ 

I  Af  AioMiai.  dt&iaf  tb«  IaU  vir,  aad  Kinn: 

d  plMfOn  vtth  vbk-li  tlKf  gviia^ 

n  midUj  ctTW  tlum  tt»  iba  wcrl^l 

I  tins,  {wttbAttl  tivttbUac  \hm  Mder  irttb 

I  f«  tMr  npp««t4  er  ml  InpnliM- 

)  la  hepH  IM  «S1  *ffw4  ik  fakll  4«3r«i  of  «t]i&ci!rjii 

>i^hni>ft  vt  pMtksl  wtt,  AbA  ifagaapw  of  «ipraB[DD;* 

In  the  feUoirmg  Detobtfr  notice  wm  given  m 
tbi  Prv«m«n'ii  Journal,  ihat  '*  An  Addition  ill  Cal- 
iHlioii  of  EolcrtAiiimg  Original  Perfoniiafices,  in 
Av9Bod  V«r«e,  bj  PuiLii'  Fbr^eact/'  would  b« 
ftt  •d<m  »a  a  sufEdent  numbrr  of  copies 
t>«  aub^eribed  for ;  by  I  such  a  time  did  not 
wn^Cf  aiid  it  wai  not  until  Ibe  twentj-fieventh  of 
A|w3*  1T8^.  that  Mr.  Bailiy  gave  the  public 
»Tbe  Sli*f*IIiin*cMia  Warksof  Pfump  F&sj«EAtr. 
jjaljjift^jtg  Itii  £8saja  and  Additional  Poema."* 
KmHj  half  iJie  copiea  of  IhiA  volume  Were  siub- 
iiriliciit  for  ill  Cbarlevton^ 

Oe  fh«  lirtntj-^urlh  of  April«  1789^  General 
Wahusutitx  imr«d  tn  Ne^  York  from  Mount 
Tmm«  1o  voter  upon  bia  dati«s  at  Ptetident  of 
lb«  Unllfd  8iate«.  An  tbe  pracea&ton  of  boats 
tj  »ydl  he  waa  attended  from  Eliiabpthtoivn 
~  '  approacbed  the  city,  it  is  mentioned  in  the 
lb  of  the  da  J,  that  the  schooner  Columbia, 
Phixip  Tr»n«au,  eig-bt  da^a  from 
ij  c«n)«  up  the  bay*  This  was  th«  poet*B 
.  vO}^f«  lor  ecrenl  years.  He  now  engaged 
I  l£epaitit«ra»  Cbiij^b  and  SwAiKSf  to  edit  ibc 
York  **  Uaily  AdTertiaer/'  and  continued  io 
MDpkifiDent  unbl  the  removal  of  the  govcfo- 
II  tonHnirililiJB)  when  he  l>ecatne  a  tranalat^ 
li  l&ii  Dipaftoient  of  Statc^  under  Mr. 
tj  end  editor  of  the  **  National  Gazette/' 
Ljraintd  an  in&naoui  reputation  by  ita  attadea 
oA  WAimaoTOM's  administration,  FmE^^aAL' 
Mftfk  oaiJi  to  a  atatement  that  Mr.  Jttf  rEtiaoM  did 
BOt  roitfpn«e  or  augf«at  any  of  I  be  contents  of  bla 
Mprr,  Iml  ^n  bja  old  age  be  acknowlcdgcnl  to  Ui. 
JcMUi  W*  Fkakcij  that  the  Secretary  wmto  or 
]  tb«  tno«t  otSenfiva  articles  against  Wafq- 
liia  frienda,  and  to  Dr*  Jamas  Mease 
I  a  tiW  of  tbe  "Gaielte,"  in  wbicb  what 
to  be  bia  ^titributiona  were  marked. 
lUi  MQe*^  baa  been  naucb  and  angrily  debated, 
Ittt  h  ham  not  been  denied  that  the  conduct  of 
Ibo  eJerk  waa  in  the  main,  at  leavt,  approved  by 
bia  rio|*jf  rf*  Tht  Pr&idenl  could  not  forbear 
"  J 10  Mr,  Jitrrxw'ox  of  Ftifc>ff  AtJ*a  abo§*, 
ti^—iting  hiin,  aa  a  mt  mbcr  of  bia  cabinet, 
ter  brrn  aome  rvbuke.    Mt*  J  bft  sJiann 


t  na  in  bta  '*  Anai*'  whet  coune  be  choae  to 


pctraue.  At  a  cabinet  council,  he  aaya,  Waih- 
IsrctfoM  n^nmrked  that  "That  rojcal,  FiiFKiAir^ 
aenl  him  three  fopiea  of  hi«  paf>er«  every  day;  aa 
if  he  thought  he  ^WAarttUaTOSj  would  become 
tt)c  difitributor  of  them  ^  tbat  ha  con  Id  ace  in  Ihie 
nothing  but  an  impudent  design  to  insult  him: 
he  ended  in  a  high  tone."  Again,  apeakbg  of 
the  President,  Mr.  JtryEB^ON  Boya^  **  He  adte rted 
to  ft  piece  tn  Fai'SEAP^a  paper  of  yesferdayi  he 
Raid  he  despised  nil  their  atUcka  on  hi  in  peraon- 
s3}jr  hut  that  th**ro  bod  tievct  been  an  act  of  the 
government,  not  meaning  in  the  e?irecuti*e  line 
onlyi  but  in  any  Itnc,  which  that  paper  had  not 
abu»rd.  He  was  evidently  aore  and  warm»  and  I 
tCH>k  hit)  intention  to  be^  tbat  I  should  intery»OBe 
in  some  way  with  FftiSNBAr,  perhaps  withdraw 
bifi  appointment  of  traniilating  cterk  in  my  ul1ii% 
But  I  will  nnt  do  it.  llt;8  paper  has  »tavcd  our 
Conatitution,  which  was  galloping  fast  into  mon* 
ard)y,  and  hns  hecn  rhecked  by  no  one  uieana 
BO  powerfully  na  by  that  pap^r*  It  is  well  and  uni* 
versfllly  known  that  it  hiia  t»een  ihut  papcf  which 
has  checked  the  career  of  the  nioivo<*rats/*  fitc. 

During  the  prevalence  of  I  he  ycUow  fever  in 
Pliiladelphta*  in  1793,  the  poblicotion  of  the  *'  JVa- 
tional  Oa^tto**  was  suspended;  and  Mr*  Jri- 
FEB^ON  h a vtriig  retired  from  the  cabinet,  it  wna  not 
lescmed.  Fitfi,*ssAir  was  for  a  few  months  with- 
out any  regular  oteupalion*  I  have  at^en  two  let- 
tefB,  one  written  by  Ji,f7r.ll3,^}t  ond  the  other  hy 
MADifiOSjn  wbicb  he  ia  commended  to  certain  dtl- 
xena  of  New  Vork»  fur  hia  "  extcnatve  biformalion, 
sound  discretion,'*  and  otlier  ijnabtje*,  oa  a  candi- 
date for  the  editorship  of  a  journal  which  il  wn^ 
intended  to  establish  in  that  city.  The  project 
wij.e  abandoiied,  or  bin  Bpplication  unsuccciiifuL 
and  on  the  second  of  May,  1795,  bo  commenced 
**l*be  JcfRey  Chronicle/*  at  Mount  Pleasant, 
near  Middleiown  Point,  in  New  Jersey,  wbid) 
waa  continue  J  ever)-  week  for  one  year,  the  fifty- 
second  numl>eT  having  appeared  on  the  ihirtielh 
of  April,  n06*  In  the  »* Chronicle**  be  main- 
tained hia  opposHton  to  the  adminiatraijon  of 
WAsMiNarojs,  and  the  unpopularity  of  its  poli- 
tics with  the  rending  claspcs  doubtless  prevented 
ita  KUcce&s,  He  now  again  turned  hift  attention 
lo  New  Yorkt  and  on  the  thirteenth  of  March* 
1797,  iseued  there  the  fire  I  number  of  "The  Time- 
Piece  and  Liferiiry  Companion/'  which  waa  pub- 
Uihed  iri- weekly,  and  doToled  more  lai^ely  I  ban 
any  other  p^per  in  the  country  to  bellea-lettrea, 
while  it  embraced  news  and  trequent  diflcuisiona 
of  pnhiic  aflaira,  FflS^fEAr  himielf  contrjhnled  to 
almost  every  number  one  or  more  copies  of  verflca, 
and  he  had  maoy  poetical  correspondent*.  After 
six  montha,  Mathimw  L,  Davu,  then  a  very 
young  man,  tiecatne  his  partner,  and  at  itie  end 
of  the  first  year  ^Th©  Time-Piece*'  wm  rraign^d 
entirely  lo  hia  direction,* 

•  »'T1m  Ttmc-PlKd^  wu  afterwaMt  tdtted  Irj  Jmatf 
ITQin  Uvmita,  im  lri»hmaft.  •  ho,  tb  IT'^.  wa*  arfMbed  hIi- 
d4r  »»  Alkq  and  Afldltton  taw.  PtiLr>.o  w«a  ft  tnM%  T>«fm^ 
cni^  HDd  ycmmui  tit  but  tiir»denit«  Atuntu*.  tin  vmt» 
**  Bttnlti^  nut,  or  tb*  Ikfttb  of  Warn n,"  a  ^a,y  ;  "  Th*  Oii- 
1  uiEl^Vad,  fcti  Bfife  Ptmm ;"  *'  Th*  ttlslocT  o*"  VltsinK"  ^*  ^ 
and  na  Lni«4  In  a  dfuJ,  In  IttDfl. 
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In  1798  Frenbau  went  again  to  South  Caro- 
lina, and,  becoo&ing  master  of  a  merchant  ship, 
he  made  several  voyages,  of  which  we  have  some 
souvenirs  in  his  subsequently  published  poems. 
In  1799  and  in  l801  he  visited  St  Thomas;  in 
1803  he  was  in  the  island  of  Madeira;  in  1804 
he  declines  in  a  copy  of  verses  an  invitation  to 
visit  a  nunnery  in  Teneriffe,  and  in  1806  he  leaves 
New  York,  in  command  of  the  sloop  Industry,  for 
Savannah,  Charleston,  and  the  West  Indies.  From 
some  lines  *<  To  Hezekiah  Salem,"  a  name  by 
which  he  frequently  describes  himself,  it  may  be 
inferred  that  he  also  made  a  voyage  to  Calcutta. 

While  conducting  the  "Jersey  Chronicle,"  at 
Monmouth,  in  1795,  he  had  published  a  second 
edition  of  his  collection  of  poems,  in  a  closely- 
printed  octavo  volume ;  and  in  1809,  afler  his  final 
abandonment  of  the  life  of  a  sailor,  he  issued  a 
third  edition,  in  Philadelphia,  in  two  duodecimo 
volumes,  entiled  "  Poems  written  and  published 
during  the  American  Revolutionary  War,  and 
now  republished  from  the  original  Manuscripts, 
interspersed  with  Translations  from  the  Ancients, 
and  other  Pieces  not  heretofore  in  Print."  In 
the  last-mentioned  year  he  addressed  a  short  poem 
to  his  friend  Mr.  Jefferson,  on  his  retirement 
from  the  Presidency  of  the  United  States,  and 
celebrated  in  another  the  death  of  Thomas  Paine, 
of  whom  he  was  an  ardent  admirer. 

When  the  second  wsr  with  Great  Britain  came 
on,  he  restrung  his  lyre,  and  commemorated  in 
characteristic  verses  the  triumphs  of  our  arms,  es- 
peciaHy  our  naval  victories ;  and  his  songs  and 
ballads  relating  to  these  events  are  still  reprinted 
in  '<  broadsides,"  and  sold  in  every  port.  They 
were  for  the  most  part  included  in  two  small  vo- 
lumes which  he  published  in  New  York,  niter  the 
peace,  under  the  title  of  <<  A  Collection  of  Poems 
on  American  Affairs,  and  a  Variety  of  other  Sub- 
jects, chiefly  Moral  and  Political,  written  between 
1797  and  1815."  He  afterwards  contemplated 
a  complete  edition  of  his  works,  and  in  a  letter 
to  Dr.  Mease  inquires  whether  there  is  "still 
enough  of  the  old  spirit  of  patriotism  abroad  to 
insure  the  safety  of  such  an  adventure."  His 
house  at  Mount  Pleasant  was  destroyed  by  fire 
in  1815  or  1816,  and  he  laments  to  the  same 
correspondent  the  loss,  by  that  misfortune,  of 
some  of  his  best  compositions,  which  had  never 
been  given  to  the  public. 

In  bis  old  age  Freneau  resided  in  New  Jer- 
sey, but  made  occasional  visits  to  Philadelphia, 
where  he  was  always  welcomed  by  Mrs.  Ltdia  R. 
Bailey,  who  was  the  daughter-in-law  of  his  early 
friend  and  publisher,  Francis  Ba{L1T,  and  had 
herself  been  his  publisher  in  1809.  More  frequent- 
ly he  passed  a  few  days  in  New  York,  where  he 
found  living  many  of  the  companions  of  his  ac- 
tive and  ambitious  life..  Here  too  he  became 
intimate  with  Dr.  John  W.  Francis,  to  whom  he 
was  wont  to  recount  the  incidents  of  his  varied 
history,  and  to  discourse  of  his  andent  associa- 
tions, with  a  careless  enthusiasm,  such  as  only  the 
genial  inquisition  of  a  Francis  could  awaken. 
Mrs.  Bailst,  who  still  carries  oil  the  printing 


house  which  her  fiither-tn-Iaw  established  three- 
quarters  of  a  century  ago,  has  described  to  me  the 
poet  as  he  appeared  to  her  in  his  prime.  *'  He 
was  a  small  man,"  she  says,  «<very  gentleman- 
like in  his  manners,  very  entertaining  in  his  con- 
versation, and  withal  a  great  favourite  with  the 
ladies ;"  the  venerable  ex-manager  of  the  Phtla- 
delphia  theatre,  Mr.  William  B.  Wood,  now  (in 
1855)  seventy-seven  years  old,  also  remembers  him, 
and  concurs  in  this  description.  Dr.  Francis's 
recollections  of  the  bard  are  of  a  later  date ;  he 
describes  him  as  having  dressed,  in  his  later  years, 
like  a  farmer,  and  ^  having  had  <*  a  fine  e;ipree> 
sion  of  countenance  for  so  old  a  man — ^mild,  pen- 
sive, and  intelligent" 

Freneau  perished  in  a  snow-storm,  in  his 
eightieth  year,  during  the  night  of  the  eighteenth 
of  December,  1832,  near  Freehold.  On  the  ap- 
proach of  evening  he  had  left  an  inn  of  that  village 
for  his  home,  a  mile  and  a  half  distant.  He  was 
unattended,  and  it  is  supposed  he  lost  his  way. 
The  next  morning,  says  Mr.  William  Llotd  of 
Freehold,  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Measc,  from  which  I 
derive  these  particulars,  his  body  was  found,  par- 
tially covered  by  the  snow,  in  a  meadow,  a  Uttle 
aside  from  his  direct  path. 

Freneau  was  unquestionably  a  man  of  consid- 
erable genius,  and  among  his  poems  are  illustrsp 
tions  of  creative  passion  which  will  preserve  his 
name  long  af^er  authors  of  more  refinement  and 
elegance  are  forgotten.  His  best  pieces  were  for 
the  most  part  written  in  early  life,  when  he  was 
most  ambitious  of  literary  distinction.  Of  these, 
"The  Dying  Indian,"  "The  Indian  Student," 
and  others  copied  into  the  following  pages,  are 
finely  conceived  and  very  carefully  finished.  It 
is  worthy  of  notice  that  he  was  the  first  of  our 
authors  to  treat  the  "ancients  of  these  lands** 
with  a  just  appreciation,  and  in  a  truly  artistical 
spirit.  His  song  of  "  Alknomock"  had  long  the 
popularity  of  a  national  air.  Mr.  Washington 
Irving  informs  me  that  when  he  was  a  youth  it 
was  familiar  in  every  drawing-room,  and  among 
the  earliest  theatrical  reminiscences  of  Mr.  Wil- 
liam B.  Wood  is  its  production,  in.  character, 
upon  the  stage.  The  once  well-known  satire, 
entitled  "  A  New  England  Sabbath-day  Chase," 
was  so  much  in  vogue  when  Mr.  Irving  was  a 
school-boy,  that  he  committed  it  to  memory  as  an 
exercise  in  declamation.  The  political  odes  and 
pasquinades  which  he  wrote  during  the  revolution 
possess  much  historical  interest,  and,  with  his 
other  works,  they  will  some  time  undoubtedly  be 
collected  and  edited  with  the  care  due  to  unique 
and  curious  souvenirs  of  so  remarkable  an  age. 

In  an  address  "  To  the  Americans  of  the  United 
Sutes,"  first  published  in  November,  1797,  Fr«- 
NiAU  himself  evmces  a  sense  of  the  proper  distinc- 
tion of  his  writings:  "Catching  our  subjects,*' 
he  says, 

"  frwn  the  varying  soena, 

Of  hnmui  things,  a  mingled  work  we  draw, 
Gbequered  with  flmcies  odd  and  figures  strange^ 

Snch  as  no  eourtly  poet  ever  saw 
Who  writ,  beneath  some  great  man's  edling  placed,^ 
Traveled  no  lands,  nor  roved  the  watery  waste." 
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TOE  D\^NG  INDIAN, 

lf^0>tsrf  trut  vDuth*  kikI  active  diiy«  itrp  past — 
MeatieH  demons  ut^t  me  to  that  Hhnre 
On  nbfvfliit  bfack  AjreKti  nil  thts  deid  kh^  co^tl — 
Ti  Mfmii  iriiiij  prepare  the  fuDenl  song, 

Wbiiv  all  Pi  vlrmii^  atid  all  i«  new; 
Oi«|Milo«i  U^  lh«  ury  ihToug  I —        ^^ 

Wllit  »oltlary  stream «,        **'      ^''*i^ 

In  441 II  ami  dtvnry  dreamfl^' 
All  mrlmackoljt  mtut  I  tovc  alan^  i 

f^wlMt  ftrmng^  Undf  muii  CftCQCt  take  hk  wsj  I 
^f  «kf  111  A  ilcfltl  dep«rfetl  moruJi  Ime^ : 
So  Imt  nloiig  those  gtciiAniy  forrtia  fltrmj, 
Jlo  bottUineia  tbcn  t^ke  pkivure  in  the  chaae, 
iaii0  arf»  rnifitj,  imsuWtdFttinrithadeCp 
That  ramble  itvrovgh  ihtnui  ttHionery  s^'^b"; 

Jfp  ppong^r  fruit*  irom  Tprdaat  licea  depend, 

'    Bm  nckljr  orchartla  tfirro 
Bo  £niit«  a»  licJiiv  tteaff 
'      Afid  app1««  a  rofifttimpliTe  viMAgu  fshcWi 

And  wtUietvd  ban^  the  nhortjt^lirrr)'  bttiB. 

Ah  me  I  «hAt  mkdii^Ia  on  tbe  deitl  allend  ! 
Wattflcimig  a  atrwiger  U>  tbe  Bbores  boldw, 
Wbfiv  tlimtl  1  htook  or  real  fottntnin  find  ! 
1^^  and  mJ  driuding  fvBt«ni  Auw — 
Sodi  IP  tli«  picture  in  my  boding  mitid  f 

Finp  tale»T  indeed,  ibey  tell 
tt^  Of  kbadtw  and  purlitig  rilU, 
^^        Where  out  dead  falbera  dflrell 

fi«vc}fi4  the  western  hilU ; 
Bi^  when  did  ghost  retum  hk  Jitalu  to  vhew; 
Or  *ho  can  prnmuse  bdr  the  tale  ii»  true  T 

t  too  mual  b«  a  dreting  gho»t ! — no  more — 
None,  oane  but  ahado^a  lo  those  matiaiQna  gu ; 
I  loa^e  mjr  woodi^  I  leave  the  Huron  shore. 

For  aoiptier  grove*  below  f 

Te  chariniDp  aoUttidet, 

F«  tail  aacenrtiiig  woods 
T«  flaaaf  laica  and  paHing  sUaama, 

Whiwa  Bap«ct  sttU  was  aweet, 

Wbrtber  His  son  did  gr»t, 
Oi  Ihm  palaoMon  erobrat^ed  ;ou  wiib  her  beatna^ 

Adian  u>  all  ? 
To  all^  Ibal  rhsrmM  ma  where  I  etraycd, 
nm  wiDdleig  stream,  the  dark  sequeater'd  shade ; 

Adien  all  triUEApba  here  ! 
Aiijeo  Ibe  mountaio'a  toftj  svrell, 
AdkUt  thou  little  verdant  bill, 
Aai  aea«,  atid  stara,  and  ikies— fare wellf 

For  some  ramotar  aphere  ! 

Fcrplax'd  with  doDbIa,  and  tortured  with  despair, 
Whf  *0  dijaetad  at  this  bopelesa  sleep  1 
If  Htofi  ml  Jcat  ihaaa  ruins  maj  repair,       [weep ; 
Wben  Ihte^s  Itmg  dream  is  o'er,  and  ■  he  forgets  to 
Some  real  world  oikm  niorc  may  be  assigned, 
ioaie  new*born  maiwton  for  the  immortal  tnind  ? 
Faf««el!.  sw  adklw  |  fcreifell » surround  ing  woods : 
T«  othet  gWTVit  ^rMgh  midnight  glooms  I  atray, 
3^9^  the  monrttJiins  and  bejond  the  flooda, 
Beyond  the  Huron  bay! 


Prrpnru  the  bollow  torbb,  and  place  me  loti^. 
My  trusty  bow  and  arrows  by  my  sSdei 
The  cheerful  bottle  and  the  venison  stare ; 
For  long  the  Jounjey  Is  tbst  I  iiiufrt  go^ 
Without  a  partner  J  and  without  u  guide*"** 

He  spoke,  and  bid  the  attsndingmoamer^  weep, 
Then  doaed,ha  «|e^  and  aonk  to  wdkaj  aieag  I 
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In  spite  nf  all  the  leamM  have  aaid^         ' 
I  still  my  old  opinion  keep ;  J 

The  p&ttwe  that  i«r  give  tbe  dead, 

Points  out  tbe  soul's  eternal  sleeps       ^ 

Not  so  tbe  ancienta  of  these  lands-^ 
Tbe  Indian,  when  from  hfe  released. 

Again  is  sealed  with  hid  friends, 
And  shares  again  the  joyous  feast.* 

Hu  imaged  birds,  and  painted  bowl,       «   ' 

And  vnnki^fcf  journey  dresedd|< 
Bespeak  tb«Siin»«f  the  soul. 

Activity  th&t  knowa  no  resU  .  t  \ 

# 
Hia  hoWf  for  action  ready  bent. 

And  arrowt^  with  a  head  of  atonei  ^"^ 
Can  only  mean  that  life  is  spent, 

And  not  the  old  ideas  gone. 

Tbou,  stranger,  that  sfaalt  come  tfaia  wsf. 
No  fraud  upon  the  dead  commit— 

Obflcrvc  tbe  swelling  turf,  and  say, 
They  du  not  ^ic,  but  here  they  aft.    ,^ 

Here  stil!  a  lofty  rock  remains, 

On  which  the  lurious  eye  may  trace 
(Now  wasted,  halfr  by  wearing  ratna,) 

The  fandea  of  a  ruder  race- 
Here  stUI  an  aged  etm  aspires, 

Beneath  whose  fsr-projeeting  shsde 
(And  whith  tbe  shepherd  still  admires) 

The  child fcn  of  the  forest  played  t 

There  oft  a  replicas  Indian  queen 

(Pale  Bhkqait,  with  her  braided  hoir) 

And  many  a  barbarous  form  i«  sei'n 
To  chide  the  man  that  It n gets  there* 

By  tniJnight  moons,  o*er  moiatening  d^wi. 

In  ha  bit  for  the  chase  arrayed, 
Tbe  hunter  still  tbe  deer  pursues, — 

Tbe  huuter  and  the  deer,  a  »hade!t 

And  long  shall  timorous  fancy  see 
Tbe  painted  chief  and  pointed  spear; 

And  Uca!H)r/»  self  aball  \*ow  tbe  kne« 
To  sbsilowa  and  delusions  bere» 

•  Tbs  Swfli  AiuvHmd  tndtoii«  but?  llw^lr  d<)sd  la  a 
■IttlBf  pnitUiw;  ii««mtiBff  th»  «rii»  wt*ii  wamiMMii,  llw 
liDa«44t>r  MrdA,  i)iu4rt]pcM]ji,  ftc.:  and  (If  ll«t  nt  a  i»«r- 
tior)  wtlh  boirs,  srmwB,  totubA^wk^  and  other  mUUafy 

VfUpOtULt 

t  CxMTitxu.  ipptopfUi^  tWs  lUwv  Itt  bla  l«utiftil  pom 
saUta«d  **  OVo-aoTM.  CblM  :" 

"  Wow  ntr  t^  &in«  »D  «b>M  S«  111^ 
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TO  AN  OLD  MAN. 

Why,  dotard,  wonldst.  thoa  longer  groan 
Beneath  a  weight  of  yean  and  wo ; 

Thy  yoQth  is  lost,  thy  pteasurea  flown, 
And  age  proclaims,  *<  'T  is  time  to  go.*' 

To  willows  sad  and  weeping  yews 
With  us  a  while,  old  man,  repair, 

Nor  to  the  vaalt  thy  steps  reAise ; 

Thy  constant  home  must  soon  be  there. 

To  summer  suns  and  winter  moons 

Prepare  to  bid  a  long  adieu ; 
Autumnal  seasons  shall  return. 

And  spring  shall  bloom,  but  not  for  you. 

Why  so  perplex'd  with  cares  and  toil 
To  rest  upon  this  darksome  road^ 

'T  is  but  a  thin,  a  thirsty  soil, 
A  barren  and  a  bleak  abode. 

Constrain'd  to  dwell  with  pain  and  care. 
These  dregs  of  life  are  bought  too  dear ; 

'T  is  better  far  to  die,  than  bear 
I'he  torments  of  life's  closing  year. 

Subjected  to  perpetual  ills, 

A  thousand  deaths  around  us  grow : 
The  frost  the  tender  blossom  kills, 

And  roses  wither  as  they  blow. 

CoId«  nipping  winds  your  fruits  assail ; 

The  blasted  apple  seeks  the  ground ; 
The  peaches  fail,  the  cherries  fail ; 

The  grape  receives  a  mortal  wound. 

The  breeze,  that  gently  ought  to  blow. 
Swells  to  a  storm,  and  rends  the  main ; 

The  sun,  that  charm'd  the  grass  to  grow, 
Turns  hostile,  and  consumes  the  plain ; 

The  mountains  waste,  the  shores  decay. 
Once  purling  streams  are  dead  and  dry — 

'T  was  Nature's  work — *t  is  Nature's  play. 
And  Nature  says  that  all  must  die. 

Yon  flaming  lamp,  the  source  of  light, 
In  chaos  dark  may  shroud  his  beam. 

And  leave  the  world  to  mother  Night, 
A  farce,  a  phantom,  or  a  dream. 

What  now  is  young,  must  soon  be  old : 
Whatever  we  love,  we  soon  must  leave ; 

'T  is  now  too  hot,  't  is  now  too  cold — 
To  live,  is  nothing  but  to  griove. 

How  bright  the  mom  her  course  begun ! 

No  mists  bedimm'd  the  solar  sphere ; 
The  cFouds  arise— they  shade  the  sun, 

For  nothing  can  be  constant  here. 

Now  hope  the  longing  soul  employa, 

In  expectation  we  are  bless'd ; 
But  soon  the  airy  phantom  flies, 

For,  lo!  the  treasure  is  ponseas'd. 

Those  monarch!  prond,  that  havoc  spread, 
(While  pensive  Reason  dropt  a  tear,) 

Those  monarchs  have  to  darkness  fled, 
And  mia  bounds  their  mad  career. 


The  grandeur  of  this  earthly  round. 
Where  folly  would  forever  stay. 

Is  but  a  name,  is  but  a  sound — 
Mere  emptiness  and  vanity. 

Give  me  the  stars,  give  me  the  skies, 
Give  me  the  heaven's  remotest  sphere. 

Above  these  gloomy  scenes  to  rise 
Of  desolation  and  despair. 

Those  native  fires,  that  warm'd  the  mind. 
Now  languid  grown,  too  dimly  glow, 

Joy  has  to  grief  the  heart  resign'd, 
And  love  itself,  is  changed  to  wo. 

The  joys  of  wine  are  all  your  boast, 
These,  for  a  moment,  damp  your  pain ; 

The  gleam  is  o'er,  the  charm  is  lost — 
And  darkness  clouds  the  soul  again. 

Then  seek  no  more  for  bliss  below. 
Where  real  bliss  can  ne'er  be  found ; 

Aspire  where  sweeter  blossoms  blow. 
And  fairer  flowers  bedeck  the  ground ; 

Where  plants  of  life  the  plains  invest, 
And  green  eternal  crowns  the  year: — 

The  little  god,  that  warms  the  breast. 
Is  weary  of  his  mansion  here. 

Like  Phosphor,  sent  before  the  day. 
His  height  meridian  to  regain. 

The  dawn  arrives — he  must  not  stay 
To  shiver  on  a  frozen  plain. 

Life's  journey  past,  for  fate  prepare, — 
'T  is  but  the  freedom  of  the  mind ; 

Jove  made  us  mortal — his  we  are. 
To  Jove  be  all  our  cares  resign'd. 


THE  WILD  HONEYSUCKLE. 

Fair  flower  that  dost  so  comely  grow, 

Hid  in  this  silent,  dull  retreat, 
Untouch'd  thy  honey'd  blossoms  blow, 
Unseen  thy  little  branches  greet : 
No  roving  foot  shall  crush  thee  here. 
No  busy  hand  provoke  a  tear. 

By  Nature's  self  in  white  arrayed. 

She  bade  thee  shun  the  vulgar  eye. 
And  planted  here  the  guardian  shade. 
And  sent  soft  waters  murmuring  by ; 
Thus  quietly  thy  summer  goes — 
Thy  days  declining  to  repose. 

Smit  with  those  charms,  that  must  docay, 

I  grieve  to  see  your  future  doom ; 
They  died — ^nor  were  those  flowers  more  gay- 
The  flowers  that  did  in  Eden  bloom ; 
Unpitying  frosts  and  Autumn's  power 
Shall  leave  no  vestige  of  this  flower. 

From  morning  suns  and  evening  dewa 

At  first  thy  little  being  came : 
If  nothing  once,  you  nothing  lose. 
For  when  you  die  you  are  the  same ; 
The  space  between  is  bat  an  hoar, 
The  frail  duration  of  a  flower. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  AMERICANS 
WHO  FELL  AT  EUTAW.» 

At  EoUw  SpriDgs  the  vtliant  died ; 

Their  limbs  with  dust  are  coTer'd  o'er ; 
Weep  on,  ye  springe,  your  tearful  tide — 

How  many  heroes  are  no  more  ! 
U,  in  this  wreck  of  ruin,  they 

Can  yet  be  thonght  to  claim  the  tear, 
Oh  smite  your  gentle  breast  and  say. 

The  friends  of  freedom  slumber  here! 
Thou  who  shalt  trace  this  bloody  plain. 

If  goodness  rules  thy  generous  breast, 
8igh  lor  the  wasted  rural  reign ; 

8igh  for  the  shepherds,  sunk  to  rest ! 
Stranger,  their  humble  graves  adorn  ; 

You  too  may  fall,  and  ask  a  tear ; 
"T  is  not  the  beauty  of  the  morn 

That  proves  the  evening  shall  be  clear. 


They  saw  their  injured  country's  ^ 

The  flaming  town,  the  wasted  field, 
Then  msh'd  to  meet  the  insulting  foe ; 

They  took  the  spear,  but  left  the  shield.! 
Led  by  the  conquering  genius,  Greene, 

The  Bsitons  they  compell'd  to  fly  : 
None  distant  viewed  the  fatal  plain ; 

None  grieved,  in  such  a  cause,  to  die. 

Bat  like  the  Parthians,  &med  of  old. 

Who,  flying,  still  their  arrows  threw ; 
These  routed  Britons,  full  as  bold. 

Retreated,  and  retreating  slew. 
Now  rest  in  peace,  our  patriot  band ; 

Though  fiu-  from  Nature's  limiu  thrown, 
We  trust  they  find  a  happier  land, 

A  brighter  sunshine  of  their  own. 


INDIAN  DEATH-SONG. 

The  ftun  scte  at  night  and  the  stars  shun  the  day, 
But  glory  remains  when  their  lights  fade  away. 
Begin,  ye  tormentors  !  your  threats  are  in  vain, 
For  the  son  of  Alknomock  can  never  complain. 

Remember  the  woods  where  in  ambush  he  lay, 
And  the  scalps  which  he  bore  from  your  nation 

away. 
Why  do  ye  delay  1  'till  I  shrink  from  my  pain  ! 
Know  the  son  of  Alknoraock  can  never  complain. 

Remember  the  arrows  he  shot  from  his  bow; 
Rrmember  your  chiefs  by  his  hatchet  laid  low. 
The  flame  rii*e«  high — you  exult  in  my  pain! 
But  the  son  of  Alknomock  will  never  complain. 

I  go  to  the  lan«l  where  my  father  has  gone; 
His  gho«t  shall  exalt  in  the  fame  of  his  son. 
Death  comes  like  a  friend ;  he  relieves  me  from  pain, 
And  thy  son,  oh  Alknomock  !  has  scorned  to  com- 
plain. 

•  TIm-  Battle  of  Eutaw,  South  Carolina,  fought  Soptem- 

t  rir  Walter  Srott  adopted  this  line  in  the  Introduction 
to  the  third  canto  of ''  Marmion  :** 

•*  Wk«D  Pnuala  harried  to  Um  field, 
A»4  ■Mtchad  li«  4M«r,  kmtl^/ttk4  tkUUt. 


THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 


^ 


Thovoh  clad  in  winter's  gloomy  dress 

AU  Nature's  works  appear, 
Tet  other  prospects  rise  to  blesa 

The  new  returning  year. 
The  active  sail  again  Lb  seen 

To  greet  our  western  shore, 
Gay  plenty  smiles,  with  brow  serene. 

And  wars  distract  no  more. 

No  more  the  vales,  no  more  the  plains 

An  iron  harvest  yield ; 
Peace  guards  our  doors,  impels  our  swains . 

To  till  the  grateful  field  : 
From  distant  climes,  no  longer  foes, 

(I'heir  years  of  misery  past,) 
Nations  arrive,  to'  find  repose 

In  these  domains  at  last. 

And  if  a  more  delightful  scene 

Attracts  the  mortal  eye. 
Where  clouds  nor  darkness  intervene, 

Behold,  aspiring  high. 
On  freedom's  soil  those  fabrics  plann'd, 

On  virtue's  basis  laid. 
That  makes  secure  our  native  land, 

And  prove  our  toils  repaid. 

Ambitious  aims  and  pride  severe. 

Would  you  at  distance  keep. 
What  wanderer  would  not  tarry  here. 

Here  charm  his  cares  to  sleep! 
Oh,  still  may  health  her  balmy  wings 

O'er  these  fair  fields  expand. 
While  commerce  from  all  climates  brings 

The  products  of  each  land. 

Through  toiling  care  and  lengthened  views. 

That  share  alike  our  span, 
Gay,  smiling  hope  her  heaven  pursues, 

The  eternal  friend  of  man : 
The  darkness  of  the  days  to  come 

She  brightens  with  her  ray. 
And  smiles  o'er  Nature's  gaping  tomb, 

When  sickening  to  decay  ! 


HUMAN  FRAILTY. 


Disasters  on  disasters  grow, 

And  those  which  are  not  sent  wc  make ; 
The  good  we  rarely  find  below, 

Or,  in  the  search,  the  road  mistake. 

The  object  of  our  fancied  joys 

With  eager  eye  we  keep  in  view : 

Possession,  when  acquired,  destroys 
The  object  and  the  passion  too. 

The  hat  that  hid  Belinda's  hair 
Was  once  the  darling  of  her  eye  ; 

'T  is  now  dismiss'd,  she  knows  not  where 
Is  laid  aside,  she  knows  not  why. 

Life  is  to  most  a  nauseous  pill, 

A  treat  for  which  they  dearly  pay  : 

Let 's  Uke  the  good,  avoid  the  ill. 
Discharge  the  debt,  and  walk  awav. 
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EXTRACTS  FROM  <*GAINE*8  LIFE." 

Now,  if  I  was  ever  so  given  to  lie. 
My  dear  native  country  I  would  n't  deny; 
(I  know  you  love  Teagues)  and  I  ahall  not  conceal, 
That  I  came  from  the  kingdom  where  Phelim 

O'Neal 
And  other  brave  worthies  ate  butter  and  cheese, 
Aiul  walked  in  the  cIover-fieldM  up  to  their  knees  : 
Full  early  in  youth,  without  basket  or  burden, 
With  a  staff  in  my  hand,  I  pass'd  over  Jordan, 
(I  remember,  my  comrade  was  Doctor  Maoraw, 
A  nd  many  strange  things  on  the  waters  we  saw, 
iShark  s,  dolphins  and  sea  dogs,  bonettas  and  whales, 
And  birds  at  the  tropic,  with  quills  in  their  tails,) 
And  came  to  your  city  and  government  seat. 
And  found  it  was  true,  you  had  something  to  eat ! 
When  thus  I  wrote  home:  »<The  country  is  good, 
'J'hey  have  plenty  of  victuals  and  plenty  of  wood ; 
Tlje  people  are  kind,  and  whatever  they  may  think, 
I  Hliall  make  it  appear  I  can  swim  where  they'll  sink ; 
And  yet  they  're  so  brisk,  and  so  full  of  good  cheer. 
By  my  soul !  I  suitpect  they  have  always  New  Year, 
And,  therefore,  conceive  it  is  good  to  be  here." 

^So  said,  and  so  acted  :  I  put  up  a  press, 
And  printed  away  with  amazing  success; 
Neglected  my  person  and  looked  like  a  fright. 
Was  bothered  all  day,  and  was  busy  all  night, 
Saw  money  come  in,  as  the  papers  went  out. 
While  Parker  and  Wetman  were  driving  about. 
And  cursing  and  swearing  and  chewing  their  cuds, 
A  nd  wishing  Huoii  Gaine  and  his  press  in  the  suds. 

Thus  life  ran  away,  so  smooth  and  serene — 
Ah!  these  were  the  happiest  days  I  had  seen! 
But  the  saying  of  Jacob  I  *ve  found  to  be  true, 
*''i'he  days  of  thy  servant  are  evil  and  few  !" 
The  days  that  to  me  were  joyous  and  glad, 
Are  nothing  to  those  which  are  dreary  and  sad  ! 
The  feuds  of' the  stamp  act  foreboded  foul  weather. 
And  war  and  vexation,  all  coming  together. 
'J^hose  days  were  the  days  of  riots  and  mobs. 
Tar,  feathers,  and  tories,  and  troublesome  jobs — 
J'rirsts  preaching  up  war  for  the  good  of  our  souls. 
And  libels,  and  lying,  and  liberty -poles, 
From  which  when  some  whimsical  colorsyou  waved 
We  had  nothing  to  do,  but  look  up  and  be  saved  ! 
But  this  was  the  season  that  I  must  lament; 
I  first  was  a  whig,  with  an  honest  intent— 
Yc»j  I  was  a  whig,  and  a  whig  from  my  heart — 
But  still  was  Unwilling  with  Britain  to  part. 
I  thought  to  oppose  her  was  foolish  and  vain, 
I  thought  she  would  turn  and  embrace  us  again, 
And  make  us  as  happy  as  happy  could  be, 
By  renewing  the  era  of  mild  siity-three; 
And  yet,  like  a  crual,  undutiful  son, 
\\'ho  evil  returns  for  the  good  to  be  done, 
Unmerited  odium  on  Britain  to  throw, 
I  printed  some  treason  for  Philip Frbnbau!  .. .. 

At  this  time  arose  a  certain  king  Sears, 
Who  made  it  his  study  to  banish  our  fears. 
He  was,  without  doubt,  a  person  of  merit, 
Great  knowledge,  some  wit,  and  abundance  ofapirit. 
Could  talk  like  a  lawyer,  and  that  without  fee. 
And  threatened  perdition  to  all  who  drank  tea. 
Long  sermons  did  he  against  Scotchmen  prepare,  I 
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And  drank  like  a  German,  and  drove  away  can, 
Ah!don*tyou  rememberwhat  a  vigorous  hand  he  put 
To  drag  off  the  great  guns,  and  plague  Captain 

Vakdeput, 
That  night  when  the  hero  (his  patience  worn  out) 
Put  fire  to  his  cannon,  and  folks  to  the  rout. 
And  drew  up  his  ship  with  a  spring  on  his  cable, 
And  gave  us  a  second  confusion  of  Babel !  . . . . 

For  my  part,  I  hid  in  a  cellar,  (as  sages 
And  Christians  were  wont,  in  the  primitive  ages.) 
Yet  1  hardly  could  boast  of  a  moment  of  rest, 
The  dogs  were  a  howling,  the  town  was  distreaU  «.. 
From  this  very  day  till  the  British  came  in. 
We  lived,  I  may  say,  in  the  Desert  of  Sin; ... 
We  townsmen,  like  women,  of  Britons  in  dread. 
Mistrusted  their  meaning,  and  foolishly  fled ; 
Like  the  rest  of  the  dunces,  I  mounted  my  steed. 
And  galloped  away  with  incredible  speed; 
To  Newark  I  hastened — but  trouble  and  care 
Got  up  on  the  crupper,  and  followed  me  there ! .... 
So,  after  remaining  one  coU  winter  season. 
And  stuffing  my  papers  with  something  like  treason, 
I,  cursing  my  folly  and  idle  pursuits, 
Returned  !b  the  city  and  hung  up  my  boots! .... 

LITERARY  IMPORTATION. 


However  we  wrangled  with  Britain  awhile 
We  think  of  her  now  in  a  different  style. 
And  man^  fine  things  we  receive  from  her  isle : 

Among  all  the  rest. 

Some  demon  possess'd  - 
Our  dealers  in  knowledge  and  sellers  of  sense 
To  have  a  good  Bishop  imported  from  thence. 

The  words  of  Sam  Chandler  were  thought  to  be 

vain. 
When  he  argued  so  often  and  proved  it  so  plain. 
That  Satan  must  flourish  till  bishops  should  reign: 

Though  he  went  to  the  wall 

With  his  project  and  all. 
Another  bold  Sammy,  in  bishop's  array, 
Has  got  something  more  for  his  pains  than  his  pay. 

It  seems  we  had  spirit  to  humble  a  throne. 
Have  genius  for  science  inferior  to  none. 
But  never  encourage  a  plant  of  our  own : 

If  a  college  be  planned, 

'TisallatasUnd 
*Till  to  Europe  we  send  at  a  shameful  expense, 
To  bring  us  a  pedant  to  teach  us  some  sense. 

Can  we  never  be  thought  to  have  learning  or  grace 
Unless  it  be  brought  from  that  horrible  place 
Where  tyranny  reigns  with  her  impudent  face, 

And  popes  and  pretenders, 

And  sly  faith-defenders, 
Have  ever  been  hostile  to  reason  'and  wit. 
Enslaving  a  world  that  shall  conquer  them  jet! 

'T  is  a  folly  to  fret  at  the  picture  I  draw : 

And  I  say  what  was  said  by  a  Diictor  Maqraw  ; 

•^  If  they  give  us  their  teachers,  they  '11  give  us  their 

How  that  will  agree  [law." 

With  such  people  as  we, 
I  leave  to  the  learn'd  to  reflect  on  awhile. 
And  say  what  thej  think  in  a  handsomer  style. 


PHILIP   FRENEAU. 
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THE  INDIAN  STUDENT:   OR,  FORCE 
or  NATURE* 

Pioii  Suwiueh  in  tin's  farthest  Kpnng», 
Wlwfw  aftTaf^e  tribes  purtuc*  ihait  game, 

0^  ll«iik«|  Itct!  wtih  jeUow  tlricigB,) 
A.  «li«|ibvnl  iir  ibe  hrmi  caine.  . .. , 


*  ifitiurht  be  would  in  law  ercd, 
fknne  mjiIiI  in  phyjiie  he  would  sliine ; 
Aod  one  lh»l  kn«w  bjm  p^^ng  well, 
Bibeld  in  him  *  muiiiJ  ilirme* 

But  th£»#  of  mort  ixm^^Tti'tng  ej«, 

EtPii  then  ooulil  other  pm^pecU  ihow, 

An*l  »*w  him  fay  his  Virgjl  bj* 
To  wandtr  with  (its  dearer  bow, 

TUr  tf^Iioiii  hoon  of  sludy  Bp^nt, 
Thf  hr^vy  inoulJed  lecture  dune, 

H0  to  (be  woods  a  bunting  went— 

Ttinnigb  hwielj  wastes  he  walked,  be  lUn* 

No  myitie  wondert  firwl  bu  ptind 
lie  sought  to  gmn  no  Jeamtrd  d«trt«fi 

Btit  imly  ^nmc  ^umtgh  u>  find 
l*he  pqiiirfwt  in  the  hoJKiw  tie* 

Th#  iihady  Unit,  tho  purling  slretin, 
Tlia  wooily  wiM  bi«  heAlt  pcwigimj, 

Tb«  dewy  tiwn  hin  mnrning  drvftm 
Ib  fanry'v  ^iycAt  colon*  dreatp 

* 
*And  *fb3r;*be  enfid,  ^*did  I  fbn«lfl 

l(y  11*14 v*  wcKttia  ibf  ^loomj  wnikl 
The  •dTscf  at«>.am,  ibe  Ltmptil  Ulto 
L  Tot  mualjr  book*  and  cojlvgo  bulb  7 

«*A  tittle  eot)td  my  WBnt««upply^ 
<*»ri  wejilth  ftfid  honor  |^?e  m«  mote  I 

^,  will  the  »yKen  god  deny 

Th«  bumble  treat  be  gave  before  t 

•fjit  •«rmp||*  gam  the  bright  abode, 
And  bttiwn'i  flublimfst  manaiona  Me; 

I  &nh  bow  la  Nature's  god— 

Tbiis  bnd  «f  abadcai  will  do  (or  me* 

*■  Th*^  dreadful  gecreU  of  the  fky 
AJariD  my  i^iil  with  ih rising  fetf — 

Do  planeti  in  thejr  ort>it*  flj  T 

And  b  the  earth  to  deed  a  Bphere? 

•'Let  pltneU  rtill  iheir  eourve  poriue. 

And  c<MDet4  lo  the  centre  run : 
In  hiai  my  ftitbful  friend  I  view. 

The  image  of  my  God— the  lun. 

•*  Wberv  natnreV  anetenC  foKwta  gi«  w. 
And  mingkd  iaurd  nt^^er  fidea, 

Ify  hAart  M  filed,  and  t  mutt  go 
To  die  ftfiiong  my  native  abades," 

II*  epcrfcr,  and  to  ihe  weatem  wpringi, 
f  Bj*  gown  dueharged,  hi»  money  upent. 

Hi*  bl4nket  tied  with  yellow  BtT»ng*,) 
Tb<  abepHerd  of  the  foreat  wenL 


A  BACCHANAIJAN  DIALOGUE. 

AattrrKD  at  Madeira,  the  iejand  of  viUH), 
Where  mountains  and  vaNeya  abound* 

Where  the  sun  (he  mild  juice  of  the  duater  Tt^m^ 
To  gladden  (he  magical  ground : 

A»  penaii^e  I  «tr»ycd.  in  her  elegant  ahade^ 
Now  haUirig,  and  now  on  the  move^ 

Old  0ACc«u»  I  rael,  with  a  crown  on  hia  head, 
la  the  darketft  receas  of  a  grove-, 

I  met  him  wHh  awe,  but  no  symptom  of  fear, 
A»  I  roved  by  hts  ntountains  and  apringw, 

When  he  eaid  with  a  ^necr,  **  ilow  daie  you  come 
You  hater  of  despots  ojid  king«?  [here, 

**  Do  you  know  that  a  prince  and  a  regent  renowned 

Prc*idfrK  ih  tlm  Ukiid  of  wine  I 
Wliosc  fame  on  the  earth  haa  endrded  it  round 

And  ffpTe^dj  from  the  pole  to  the  line^ 

**  Haste  away  with  your  barque ;  on  Ihe  foam  of  the 
To  Chorleston  I  bid  you  repair;  [main 

There  drink  your  Jamaiea,tbat  maddeoN  the  brai*^ 
Von  ihall  have  no  Madeira^--!  awear!'' 

^<-  Dear  Biccnt^s,"!  answered,  for  Djicchus  it  wax 

That  H[Kike  in  this  menaring  tone: 
I  knew  l)y  the  §  mirk,  and  the  0ush  on  his  face. 
It  waa  BAOCJHtJi  and  Bacchls  alone— 

**  Dea  r  B  a  Cc«  u  »/'  I  an  « w  ered ,  **  ah ,  w  by  m  aerore  1 
Since  your  nectar  abundantly  flows, 

Allow  me  one  cargo — without  it  I  fear 
Some  people  ivill  soon  come  to  blows : 

*'  I  U'fl  them  in  wmriglea.  disorder,  and  strife 

Political  feudt  were  so  high  — 
I  waa  lick  of  tlieir  quarreta,  and  sick  of  ray  Hfep 

And  almost  requested  to  die/' 

The  deily  smiling,  replJed,  *'I  relent: 
Fdt  tho  sake  of  your  coming  ao  far. 

Here,  taste  of  my  choicest:  go,  tell  ibem  TOpeliC, 
And  ceaae  tlicir  political  war. 

*' With  the  cargo  I  send,  you  may  pay  I  intend 
To  hush  them  to  peece  and  repose  j 

With  this  present  of  mine,  on  the  win  ga  of  the  wind 
V<|ushalltra¥elf  and  tell  them, 'Here  goes — 

***J  kfufthtootti  BjccBUiff  who  sende  them  the  beat 

Of  the  nectar  his  island  affirda. 
The  soul  of  the  fea«t,  and  the  joy  of  the  gueet. 

Too  good  for  your  monarchs  and  lords. 

"  No  riirali  have  I  m  this  Uisutai-  waate. 

Alone  will  I  govern  the  isle. 
With  a  king  at  my  feet,  and  a  court  to  mj  taite. 
And  all  in  the  popular  style* 

^Ent  a  spirit  there  b  in  the  order  of  things. 

To  me  it  is^  perfectly  plain. 
That  wilt  atrlke  at  the  ifceptrei  of  dcspou  and  kmgi, 

And  only  king  fiACCBtrst  remain.*^ 
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ST.  GEORGE  TUCKER. 


[Born  about  1750.    Died  182T.] 


St.  Gkorgk  TrcKKR  was  born  in  Dermuda 
about  the  middle  of  the  last  century.'  His  family 
had  been  in  that  island  ever  since  it  was  settled, 
and  one  of  his  anccf^tors,  Daniel  Tucker,  who 
had  lived  a  while  in  Virginia,  was  its  governor  in 
1616.  His  father  came  into  Virginia  while  still  a 
young  man,but  spent  muck  ofhis  time  in  England, 
where  he  was  agent  for  the  colony.  He  there  met 
Dr.  Franklin,  with  whom  he  occasionally  corres- 
ponded. He  had  four  sons,  two  of  whom  adhered 
to  England  on  the  breaking  out  of  the  revolution, 
and  two  joined  the  Americans,  and  continued 
through  life  stanch  republicans.  These  were  Tho- 
mas Tudor  Tcck^h,  many  years  representative 
of  South  Carolina  in  Congress,  and  St.  George, 
who  lived  and  died  in  Virginia.  The  latter  was  gra- 
duated at  the  College  of  William  and  Maiy,  and 
aflerwards  studied  the  law,  but,  tired  of  the  silence 
of  the  courts,  on  the  approach  of  the  war,  resorted 
to  arms.  In  the  early  part  of  the  contest  he  b  said 
to  have  planned  a  secret  expedition  to  Dermuda^ 
where  he  knew  there  was  a  large  amount  of  military 
stores,  in  a  fortification  feebly  garrisoned.  The  pe- 
rilous enterprise  proved  entirely  successful,  and  it 
appears  from  a  recent  biography  of  his  nephew, 
Henry  St.  Georoe  Tucker,  one  of  the  directors 
of  the  East  India  Company,  that  he  personally 
aided  in  it.  He  was  with  the  army  at  Yorktown, 
holding  the  rank  of  lieutenant- colonel,  and  re- 
ceived during  the  siege  a  slight  scratch  in  the  face, 
from  the  explosion  of  a  bomb;  upon  which  General 
Washington,  in  a  more  jocular  mood  than  svm 
his  wont,  congratulated  him  on  his  honorable  scar. 
He  was  soon  aflerwards  appointed  to  a  seat  in  the 
General  Court;  while  ajudge,  was  professor  of  law 
in  the  College  of  W^illiam  and  Mary  ;  was  next  ad- 
vanced to  the  Court  of  Appeals;  and  finally  to 
the  District  Court  of  the  United  States.  He  was 
one  of  the  commissioners  of  Virginia  who  met  at 
Annapolis,  in  1796,  and  recommended  the  conven- 
tion which  formed  the  present  federal  constitution. 

By  his  first  wife,  Mn.  Randolph,  mother  of 
John  Randolph,  he  has  numerous  descendants; 
by  his  second,  be  had  none  who  survived  him. 

Judge  Tucker  had  a  ready  talent  for  versifica- 
tion, which  he  exercised  through  life,  and  he  was 


particularly  successful  in  vera  de  sond4^  when  that 
species  of  literary  accomplishment  was  more  prac- 
tised and  admired  than  it  is  at  the  present  day. 
His  rhymed  epistles,  epigrams,  complimentarj 
verses,  ai\d  other  bagatelles,  would  fill  several  vo- 
lumes;  but  he  gave  only  one  small  collection  of 
them  to  the  public  in  this  form.  When  Dr.  WoL- 
cott's  satires  on  George  the  Third,  written  under 
the  name  of  "  Peter  Pindar,"  obtained  bo^  in  this 
country  and  in  England  a  popularity  far  beyond 
their  merits.  Judge  Tucker,  who  admired  them, 
was  induced  to  publish  in  Freneau's  «  Nationml 
Gazette'^  a  series  of  similar  odes,  under  the  sig- 
nature of  "  Jonathan  Pindar,"  by  which  he  at 
once  gratified  his  political  zeal  and  his  poetical  pro- 
pensity. His  object  was  to  assail  John  Adams 
and  other  leading  federalists,  for  their  supposed 
monarchical  predilections.  His  pieces  might  well 
be  compared  with  WoLCorr'd  for  poetical  qualities, 
but  were  less  playful,  and  had  ftir  more  acerbity. 
Collected  into  a  volume,  they  continued  to  be  read 
by  politicians,  and  had  the  honour  of  a  volunteer  re- 
print from  one  of  the  earliest  presses  in  Kentncky. 

Judge  Tucker  was  capable  of  better  things  than 
these  political  trifles.  He  wrote  a  poem  entitled 
*<  Liberty,"  in  which  the  leading  characters  and 
events  of  the  revolution  &re  introduced.  Of  his 
numerous  minor  pieces  some  are  characterized  by 
ease,  sprightliness,  and  grace.  One  of  them,  entitled 
«  Days  of  My  Youth,"  so  affected  John  Adams, 
in  his  old  age,  that  he  declared  he  would  rather 
have  written  it  than  any  lyric  by  Milton  or  Shak- 
SPEARE.  He  little  dreamed  it  was  by  an  author 
who  in  earlier  years  had  made  him  the  theme  of 
his  satirical  wit. 

In  prose  also  Judge  Tucker  was  a  voluminous 
writer.  His  most  elaborate  performance  was  an 
edition  of  Blackstone's  *<  Commentaries,"  with 
copious  notes  and  illustrative  dissertations.  He 
lived  to  a  great  age,  and  through  life  had  nume- 
rous and  warm  friends.  He  was  an  active  and 
often  an  intolerant  politician,  yet  such  was  the 
predominance  of  his  kindly  affections  and  com- 
panionable qualities,  that  some  of  his  most  che- 
rished friends  were  of  the  party  which  in  the 
mass  he  most  cordially  hated. 


DAYS  OF  MY  YOUTH. 


Days  of  my  youth,  ye  have  glided  away  : 
Hairs  of  my  youth,  ye  are  frosted  and  gray: 
Eyes  of  my  youth,  your  keen  sight  is  no  more : 
Cheeks  of  my  youth,  ye  are  furrowed  all  o'er ; 
Strength  of  my  youth,  all  your  vigour  is  gone : 
Thoughts  of  my  youth,  your  gay  visions  are  flown. 

Days  of  my  youth,  I  wish  not  your  recall : 
Hairs  of  my  youth,  I  'm  content  ye  should  fall : 
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Eyes  of  my  youth,  yon  much  evil  have  seen : 
Cheeks  of  my  youth,  bathed  in  teara  you  have  been : 
Thoughts  of  my  youth,  you  have  led  me  astray : 
Strength  of  my  youth,  why  lament  your  decay  ! 

Days  of  my  age,  ye  will  shortly  be  past : 
Pains  of  my  age,  yet  awhile  you  can  last : 
Joys  of  my  age,  in  true  wisdom  delight : 
Eyes  of  my  age,  be  religion  your  light : 
Thoughts  of  my  ago,  dread  ye  not  the  cold  sod  * 
Hopes  of  my  age,  be  ye  fixed  on  your  God. 


JOHN   TRUMBULL. 


(B^ni  I7S0.    Died  IS31.] 


Jowif  TsCTf  BULL,  LL.Dm  the  author  of"  McFin- 
plT  waa  bom  in  Waterbury,  Connecticut,  on 
lie  twenty-fourth  day  of  April,  1750.  His  father 
rw  a  Congregational  clergj'man,  and  for  many 
can  one  of  the  trustees  of  Yale  College.  He 
ariy  inxtmcted  his  son  in  the  elementary  branches 
f  edocation,  and  was  induced  by  the  extraordinary 
igour  of  his  intellect,  and  his  unremitted  devotion 
>  study,  to  give  him  l&isons  in  the  Greek  and 
•atin  languages  before  ho  was  six  years  old.  At 
jc  age  of  seven,  after-  a  careful  examination, 
oang  TauMBULL  was  declared  to  be  sufiiciently 
iranced  to  merit  admission  into  Yale  College. 
Hi  account  of  his  extreme  youth,  however,  at  that 
me,  and  his  subsequent  ill  health,  he  was  not 
Mit  to  reside  at  New  Haven  until  1763,  when 
e  was  in  his  thirteenth  year.  His  college  life 
rt»t  a  continued  series  of  successes.  His  superior 
etiios,  attainments  and  industry  enabled  him  in 
rery  trial  to  surpass  his  competitors  for  academic 
oooors ;  and  such  of  his  collegiate  exercises  as 
are  been  printed  evince  a  discipline  of  thought 
iki  atyle  rarely  discernible  in  more  advanced  years, 
nd  after  greater  opportunities  of  improvement. 
le  was  graduated  in  1767,  but  remained  in  the 
oUege  three  years  longer,  devoting  his  attention 
lincipally  to  the  study  of  polite  letters.  In  this 
tf-riod  he  became  ar«iu;iinted  with  Dwioiit,  then 

member  of  one  of  the  youncrer  classes,  who  luid 
ttracU-d  consiclcrahlc  attention  by  translating  in 

\ery  rrodital»Ic  manner  two  of  the  finest  odes  of 
ionu-e.  an<l  contracted  with  him  a  Listing  friend- 
Hijv.  On  the  resignation  of  two  of  the  tutors  in 
he  collecre  in  1771,  Thumhi'll  and  Dwigiit 
rcn*  « I<*''ieil  to  fill  the  vacancies,  and  exerted  all 
fieir  ener^iies  for  several  years  to  introduce  an  im- 
•rov4-.l  c  »urso  of  study  ari«i  system  of  discipline 
rito  the  seminary.  At  tliis  p'riinl  the  ancient 
anjuaires  s<-}ioiastic  theoloL'-y,  logic,  and  niathe- 
nati4>>  were  dignifie<l  with  Ihe  title  of  "solid 
(■arnini:,"  and  the  study  of  belles  Kttres  was  de- 
-ned  as  useless  and  an  unjusiiliai>le  waste  of  time. 
The  two  fri«'nds  were  e\j>osed  to  a  torrent  of  cen- 
ure  and  ridifule.  luit  they  persevered,  and  in  the 
nd  wrre  sutvcssful.  TuiMiirLL  wn)tc  many 
itirnor  )u<*  prov  and  pm-tical  essays  while  he  was 
\  tutor,  which  were  puhlisheil  in  the  gazettes  of 
.'oMM'-eticut  an  1  Mii.s-:achusi  tts.  and  with  Dwir.nr 
irrMlu'Mtl  a  M  ri«*s  in  the  manner  of  the  '» ^Spectator," 
vfjjrh  extended  to  more  than  fortv  numbers.    The 

Proirn-s.  ..f  DulrnW  was  published  in  1772.  It 
*  T'lr  n»o>t  ri:ii";h«tl  of  TuiMiirLL's  poems,  and 
"ft^-*  har«i!y  ies*  f^rviceaMe  to  the  cause  of  educa- 
lon  thin  •'  McFingaT'  was  to  that  of  lil)orty.  The 
iti^Til*-  alKurdity  of  rc^anling  a  knowledge  of  the 
!ir»vk  an<l  Hebrew  languages  as  of  more  import- 
inre    to  a  clerg^rinan  than  the  most  perfect  ac- 


quaintance with  rhetoric  and  belles  lettrcs,  then 
obtained  more  generally  than  now,  and  dunces 
had  but  to  remain  four  years  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  a  university  to  be  admitted  to  the  fellowship 
of  scholars  and  the  ministers  of  religion.  In  the 
ratire,  Tom  Braixlkss,  a  coimtry  clown,  too 
indolent  to  follow  the  plough,  is  sent  by  his  weak- 
minded  parents  to  college,  where  a  degree  is 
gained  by  residence,  and  soon  after  appears  as  a 
full-wigged  parson,  half-fanatic,  half-fool,  to  do  his 
share  toward  bringing  Christianity  into  contempt. 
Another  principal  person  is  Dick  Hairbraist,  an 
impudent  fop,  who  is  made  a  master  of  arts  in  the 
same  way ;  and  in  the  third  part  is  introduced  a 
character  of  the  same  description,  belonging  to  the 
other  sex. 

During  the  last  years  of  hi^  residence  at  College, 
Trumbull  paid  as  much  attention  as  his  other 
avocations  would  permit  to  the  study  of  the  law, 
and  in  1773  resigned  his  tutorship  and  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  bar  of  Connecticut  He  did  not 
seek  business  in  the  courts,  however,  but  went 
immediately  to  Boston,  and  entered  as  a  student 
the  office  of  Jo  hit  Adams,  afterward  President 
of  the  United  States,  and  at  that  time  an  eminent 
advocate  and  counsellor.  He  was  now  in  the 
focus  of  American  politics.  The  controversy 
with  Great  Britain  was  rapidly  approaching  a  I 
crisis,  and  he  entered  with  characteristic  ardour 
into  all  the  discussions  of  the  time,  employing  his 
leisure  hours  in  writing  for  the  gazettes  and  in 
partisan  correspondence.  In  1774,  he  published 
anonymously  his  "Essay  on  the  Times,"  and 
soon  after  returned  to  New  Haven,  and  with  the 
most  flattering  prospects  commenced  the  practice 
of  his  profession. 

The  first  gun  of  the  revolution  echoed  along  the 
continent  in  the  following  year,  and  j)rivate  pur- 
suits were  abandoned  in  the  general  devotion  to 
the  cause  of  liberty.  Trumhill  wrote  the  first 
part  of  <'  McFingal,"  which  was  immediately 
printed  in  Philadelphia,  where  the  Congress  was 
then  in  session,  and  soon  after  republished  in 
numerous  editions  in  ditlerent  parts  of  this  country 
and  in  England.  It  was  not  finished  until  1782, 
when  it  was  issued  complete  in  three  cantos  at 
Hartford,  to  which  place  TauMnuLL  had  removed 
in  the  preceding  year. 

*'  McFingal"  is  in  the  Hudibrastic  vein,  and 
much  the  l>est  imitation  of  the  great  satire  of  j 
Butler  that  has  been  written.  The  hero  is  a 
Scotish  justice  of  the  |)eace  residing  in  the  vicinit> 
of  Boston  at  the  beginning  of  the  revolution,  and 
the  first  two  cantos  are  principally  occupied  with  I 
a  discussion  between  him  and  one  HoNoniis  on 
the  course  of  the  British  government,  in  which 
McFixGAL,  an  unyielding  loyalist,  endeavours  to 
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JOHN  TRUMBULL. 


make  proselytes,  while  all  his  arg^umcnts  are 
directed  against  himself.  His  zeal  and  his  log^ic 
are  toj^other  irresistibly  ludicrous,  but  there  b  no- 
thing in  the  character  unnatural,  as  it  is  common 
for  men  who  read  more  than  they  think,  or  attempt 
to  discuss  questions  they  do  not  understand,  to 
use  arguments  which  refute  the  positions  they  wish 
to  defend.  The  meeting  ends  with  a  riot,  in  which 
McFixGAL  is  seized,  tried  by  the  mob,  con- 
victed of  violent  toryism,  and  tarred  and  feathered. 
I  On  being  set  at  liberty,  he  assembles  his  friends 
around  him  in  his  cellar,  and  harangues  them 
until  they  are  dispersed  by  the  whigs,  when  he 
escapes  to  Boston,  and  the  poem  closes.  These 
are  all  the  important  incidents  of  the  story,  yet 
it  is  never  tedious,  and  few  commence  reading 
it  who  do  not  follow  it  to  the  end  and  regret  its 
termination.  Throughout  the  three  cantos  the 
wit  is  never  separated  from  the  character  of  the 
hero. 

After  the  removal  of  Trumbull  to  Hartford  a 
social  club  was  established  in  that  city,  of  which 
Barlow,  Colonel  Humphries,  Doctor  Lemuel 
Hopkins,  and  our  author,  were  members.  They 
produced  numerous  essays  on  literary,  moral,  and 
political  subjects,  none  of  which  attracted  more 
applause  than  a  series  of  papers  in  imitation  of 
the  "  Rolliad,"  (a  popular  EngHsh  work,  ascribed 
to  Fox,  Sheridah,  and  their  associates,)  entitled 
«  American  Antiquities"  and  «  Extracts  from  the 
Anarchiad,"  originally  printed  in  the  New  Haven 


ODE  TO  SLEEP. 


Come,  gentle  Sleep! 
Balm  of  my  wounds  and  softener  of  my  woes, 
And  lull  my  weary  heart  in  sweet  repose. 
And  bid  my  sadden*d  soul  forget  to  weep, 
And  close  the  tearful  eye; 
Wliile  dewy  eve,  with  solemn  sweep, 
Hath  drawn  her  fleecy  mantle  o'er  the  sky, 

And  chased  afar,  adown  the  ethereal  way, 
The  din  of  bustling  care  and  gaudy  eye  of  day. 

n. 

Come,  but  thy  leaden  sceptre  leave. 
Thy  opiate  rod,  thy  poppies  pale, 
Dipp'd  in  the  torpid  fount  of  Lethe's  stream, 
That  shroud  with  night  each  intellectual  beam. 
And  quench  the  immortal  fire,  in  deep  Oblivion's 
wave. 
Yet  draw  the  thick,  impervious  veil 
0*er  all  the  scenes  of  tasted  wo ; 
Command  each  cypress  shade  to  flee ; 
Between  this  toil-worn  world  and  me 
Display  thy  curtain  broad,  and  hide  the  realms  be- 
low. 


Gazette  for  1786  and  1787.  These  papers  havs 
never  been  collected,  but  they  were  republished 
from  one  end  of  the  countiy  to  the  other  in  the 
periodicals  of  the  time,  and  were  supposed  to  have 
had  considifrable  influence  on  public  taste  and 
opinions,  and  oy  the  boldness  of  their  satire  to 
have  kept  in  abeyance  the  leaders  of  political  dis- 
organization and  infldel  philosophy.  Trumbull 
also  aided  Barlow  in  the  preparation  of  his  edi- 
tion of  Watts's  version  of  the  Psalms,  and  wrote 
several  of  the  paraphrases  in  that  work  which 
have  l>cen  generally  attributed  to  the  author  o/ 
"The  Columbiad." 

Trumbull  was  a  popular  lawyer,  and  was  ap- 
pointed to  various  honourable  ofllices  by  the  people 
and  the  government  From  1 795,  in  consequence 
of  ill  health,  he  declined  all  public  employment, 
and  was  for  several  years  an  invalid.  At  length, 
recovering  bis  customary  vigour,  in  a 800  he  was 
elected  a  member  of  the  legislature,  and  in  the 
year  following  a  judge  of  the  Superior  Court. 
In  1808  he  was  appointed  a  judge  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  Errors,  and  held  the  office  until  1819, 
when  he  finally  retired  from  public  life.  His 
poems  were  collected  and  published  in  1820, 
and  in  1825  he  removed  to  Detroit,  where  his 
daughter,  the  wife  of  the  Honourable  William 
Woon bridge,  recently  a  member  of  the  United 
States  Senate  for  Michigan,  was  residing,  and 
died  there  in  May,  1831,  in  the  eighty-first  year 
of  his  age. 


HI. 

Descend,  and,  graceful,  in  thy  hand, 

"With  thee  bring  thy  magic  wand. 

And  thy  pencil,  taught  to  glow 

In  all  the  hues  df  Iris'  bow. 

And  call  thy  bright,  aerial  train. 
Each  fairy  form  and  visionary  shade. 

That  in  the  Elysian  land  of  dreams. 

The  flower-enwoven  banks  along. 
Or  bowery  maze,  that  shades  the  purple  streams, 
Where  gales  of  fragrance  breathe  the  enamour'd 
In  more  than  mortal  charms  array 'd,    [song, 
People  the  airy  vales  and  revel  in  thy  reign. 

IV. 

But  drive  afar  the  haggard  crew, 
That  haunt  the  guilt^encrimsdn'd  bed. 

Or  dim  before  the  frenzied  view 
Stalk  with  slow  and  sullen  tread ; 

While  furies,  with  infernal  glare. 
Wave  their  pale  torches  through  the  troubled  air ; 

And  deep  from  Darkness'  inmost  womb. 
Sad  groans  dispart  the  icy  tomb, 

And  bid  the  sheeted  spectre  rise, 
Mid  shrieks  and  fiery  shapes  and  deadly  fentasies 

*  Bee  a  note  on  thir  sulject  appended  to  the  Lift  of 
Baslow  itt  this  volume. 
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{^a*  wst^  lOMe  the  mortal  chain, 

TlMt  bunk  to  do^  of  dAj  Lbe  ethoreol  wing ; 

And  ||v<r  die  itftoiii£b'd  foui  to  mte, 
lM^Me»  ti^er  fiiiibeam  stretcU'd  its  wid«  domaLn ; 

JUd  ii^U  b«^  kindird  forrD^  above, 

iMk  mhef^  ranlms  of  eiuUe^  ^Lurj  riM, 

puiU  in  gtitld  lli«  l&0tlactip«  0f  Uw 

VI, 

I%Mt  tktough  tiie  liquid  Geld«  we^U  diiolH 

Wb«tv  Pbto  treadi  empyreal  air, 
WlbcM  ^arin^  tlomi!?  itits  Botilimc, 

And  Flndtf  nuUs  bis  fiefy  cur  ^ 
Ai»Y(f  D^  cJiMid^endrcbd  bilk 

Whe^  bifb  FanupMW  lift*  hi»  airy  bead, 
Attf  HdloiA'fl  tnf  lodioiw  lilU 
W]am  fentljr  tfan»ug}L  th^  warl>Ung  glade ; 
Ajid  aO  llw  NiQ«i  tn  dcvlhlew  choir  combaiiad, 
Djawtiwi  in  bftnuonj  the  enmptured  mind, 
\tid  rvfsrf  b«jd.  that  turned  ihi-  lutmortal  laj, 
~    ^  tn  ih«  Hhetead  bUze^  aiid  drmki  cckftkl 


I 


vn. 

Ot  eaCL  to  mj  transported  ejef 


l»d 


4  M  twiiight  groTe  ali*u\ 


tb«  ritule't  tbrouj^h  th«  gUde. 
|p  eomf  Jb»weiii3g  ^diour  luid, 
Wlisi*  ^pM""^  iMpes  tojte  the  bone j^J  dew, 

carol  through  the  ihsdi^, 
m^  IcmgAo&i  wkhe*  to  my  \icvt. 
B^  Time*!  invcrWd  gla««  a^turn 

Tbfl  acirnfa  of  bhus,  with  hopo  eUlCv 
Ami  bi&l  the  OM^  cxppctfd  mom, 
And  Vafvt  the  irt>ii  txmdii  of  fate 
Grarcd  with  all  her  vir^m  charm% 
Attrwiiv^ifmilfv  and  poM,  T^ponsive  fbtme. 


JO jr  •  *  •  •  *  to  my  arma, 
jial  BO  her  tovra  and  fojtliful  to  h<?r  iaizie. 

vnL 

Hymen**  toTrh,  with  baUow*d  flrev 

Binng  li^^am*  the  attspkioiiA  ray. 
W*1ti'  th#  dan«v  tVje  festive  lyre 

Wwrblin^  ffrtTfCt  the  nuptial  lay ; 
GiT  with  lieanlir*,  oncG  alluring, 

Bid  the  hrii^C  etirbantnsaa  mova, 
Ey^  thftt  Lan^ivh,  aniTlea  of  mptur«, 

AikI  lJi<^  rxwy  b!««h  of  love. 
Oft  hrr  fkiwio^  lirpajt  retUning, 

Mid  tlMt  pe<radi(ie  of  chnrmt, 
Errry  lil«iMDini;  gr»i*e  fombinjn^» 

YtdtM  to  TOT  cirriing  armH, 
I  dMfi  th#  &irp  «nd,  kindtlnf  at  the  vlf?w, 
pff^  to  my  heail  tlie  dear  deceit,  and  tlunk  the 

DC. 

r,  itA§e,  delmlvc  drpani*, 
llidfic^  uid  mortal  paj^Ona  vain 


Aaccnd^  my  soul^  to  nohlcsr  tbetnea 
Of  happier  import  and  auhlimer  tgrtruirL 
BiBing  from  thia  uphere  of  ni^t, 
Pieree  yon  blue  yault,  ingemm^d  witli  golden  fires ; 

Beyond  wh^re  Satum^s  languid  car  rc^tirc^ 
Or  Siriua  keen  outvies  the  aolar  ray, 
To  worJds  from  every  droafi  tem^nt^  r(^6nod| 
Realms  of  the  pore,  ethi?real  mind^ 
Warm  vnih  tbu  radbnc*  of  uneban^insr  d*y  ? 
WhCTH  cb«nib-formfl  and  esjwnffj*  of  ligbt. 
With  holy  song  and  heavenly  ritn, 
From  rainbow  clourk  their  fttmina  immort*il  pourj 
An  earthly  gnest,  m  converse  high. 
Explore  Uwi  wonderfl  of  the  aky, 
From  orb  to  orb  with  guidea  cfsIeatTal  aouf, 
And  take,  through  heaven's  wide  rouiid,  tbl^  tini- 
ireraid  tour; 


And  find  that  manaion  of  the  bkvt. 
Where*  rising  e^aselffls  fi-otn  thi»  bllial  uta^r, 
Heaven's  favourite  son*,  from  eortbiy  thftin*  re- 
leased^ 
In  happier  Eden  pass  the  eternal  age* 

The  newborn  »>ul  bt-hotda  the  angeHc  fikr« 
Of  holy  miHK^  that  throng  the  bUa^ifui  plain, 

Or  meefM  hit  consort*fl  Itjvpd  embrace, 
Or  elaape  tbe  son«  no  b>»tt,  «»>  moum'd  'm  vuin» 
There,  charm'd  with  each  endearing  wile> 
Maternal  fondneis  greets  h«r  infanrri  amde ; 
Long-»ever'd  frienda,  In  transport  doubly  deaTp 
Vtiite  and  join  the  interminable  train — 

And,  hark  1  a  well-known  voice  I  liear 
1 0py  my  «dnted  6iend  I  I  mt^l  my  Howii*  againf 

XL 

Hail,  tftcretl  ^bade  I  for  not  to  dunt  eonmgn^d, 
Lost  in  the  grave,  thine  aident  spirit  lies, 

Not  fidrd  thut  warm  benevolence  of  mind 
To  claim  the  birthright  of  its  native  skicw* 
What  radiant  glory  and  celestial  gmeOf 
Immortal  meed  of  pietj*  and  praise ! 
Come  to  my  viiiions,  friendly  «bude, 
'Gainst  all  asHiultH  my  wayward  weftknesa  irm. 

Rum  my  low  thoughti^,  my  nobler  wiwbi;*  aid, 
When  pumorm  rage,  or  vain  allurements  charm  ; 

The  pomp  of  learning  and  the  boast  of  art. 
The  glow,  that  fires  in  genius*  bound U^  range. 
The  pride,  that  wings  t!ie  keen,  satiric  dart. 
And  haibt  the  triumph  of  revenge- 
Teach  me*  like  thee,  to  feel  and  know 
Our  humble  station  in  tbJ»  vale  of  wo, 
Twilight  of  Ufe,  illumed  wiUi  feeble  lay. 
The  ififant  dawtiin^  of  eternal  day  \ 
With  heart  expansive,  through  thi«  scene  impiOTe 
The  Bociat  aoul  of  harmony  and  love  ; 
To  heavenly  hop«a  alone  aspire  and  pri^ 
Tb«  virtue,   knowledge,  blisft,  and   glory  of  the 


•  Rev.  JoiKPit  ITo«K,  itactnr  of  a  chnrfh  In  Dmtnii , 
Hsmc  time  m  f*^Uow-l«tor  wUh  iJie  sulUnr  ti  Y«k  rVrtlFfe. 
He*ll«d*nl7T5.  Th(*  cotiel-iiion  of  ihfl  od*  w«  vsrted* 
by  Intartthff  ihit  tflbut«  oT^fttcliotk. 
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THE  COUNTRY  CLOWN.* 

Bred  in  distant  woods,, the  clown 
Brings  all  his  country  airs  to  town ; 
The  odd  address,  with  awkward  grace, 
That  bows  with  all-averted  face ; 
The  half-heard  compliments,  whose  note 
Is  swallow'd  in  the  trembling  throat; 
The  stifTenM  gait,  the  drawling  tone. 
By  which  his  native  place  la  known ; 
The  blush,  that  looks,  by  vast  degrees. 
Too  much  like  modesty  to  please ; 
The  i)roiid  displays  of  awkward  dress, 
That  all  the  country  fop  express : 
The  suit  right  gay,  though  much  belated. 
Whose  fashion  's  superannuated ; 
The  watch,  depending  far  in  state, 
Whose  iron  chain  might  form  a  grate 
The  silver  buckle,  dread  to  view, 
O'orshaJowing  all  the  clumsy  shoe; 
The  white-gloved  hand,  that  tries  to  peep 
From  ruffle,  full  five  inches  deep ; 
With  fifty  odd  affairs  beside. 
The  foppishness  of  country  pride. 

Poor  Dick  !  though  first  thy  airs  provoke 
The  obstreperous  laugh  and  scornful  joke. 
Doom'd  all  the  ridicule  to  stand. 
While  each  gay  dunce  shall  lend  a  hand ; 
Yet  let  not  scorn  dismay  thy  hope 
To  shine  a  witling  and  a  fop. 
Blest  impudence  the  prize  shall  gain, 
And  bid  thee  sigh  no  more  in  vain. 
Thy  varied  dress  shall  quickly  show 
At  once  the  spendthrift  and  the  beau. 
With  pert  address  and  noisy  tongue. 
That  scorns  the  fear  of  prating  wrong 
'Mongst  listening  coxcombs  shalt  thou  shine, 
And  every  voice  shall  echo  thine. 


THE  FOP.t 

How  blest  the  brainless  fop,  whose  praise 
Is  doom'd  to  grace  these  happy  days. 
When  well-bred  vice  can  genius  teach. 
And  fame  is  placed  in  folly's  reach ; 
Impertinence  all  tastes  can  hit, 
And  every  rascal  is  U  wit 
The  lowest  dunce,  without  despairing. 
May  learn  the  true  sublime  of  swearing ; 
Learn  the  nice  art  of  jests  obscene, 
While  ladies  wonder  what  they  mean ; 
The  heroism  of  brazen  lungs. 
The  rhetoric  of  eternal  tongues ; 
While  whim  usurps  the  name  of  spirit, 
And  impudence  takes  place  of  merit. 
And  every  money'd  clown  and  dunce 
Commences  gentleman  at  once. 

For  now,  by  easy  rules  of  trade, 
Mechanic  gentlemen  are  made  ! 
From  handicrafts  of  fashion  born ; 
Those  very  arts  so  much  their  scorn* 

*  Prom  the  **  Progress  of  Dulness." 

*  From  the  same. 


To  tailors  half  tfaemselTei  thej  owe. 
Who  make  the  clothes  thai  make  the  bera. 

Lo !  firom  the  wats,  where,  fope  to  bieMi 
Leam'd  artists  fix  the  forms  of  dreM, 
And  sit  in  consultation  grave 
On  folded  skirt,  or  straitened  sleeve. 
The  coxcomb  trips  with  sprightly  haste. 
In  all  the  flush  of  modem  taste ; 
Oft  turning,  if  the  day  be  fair. 
To  view  his  shadow's  graceful  air ; 
Well  pleased,  with  eager  eye  runs  o'er 
The  laced  suit  glittering  gay  before  ;* 
The  ruffle,  where  from  open'd  vest 
The  rubied  brooch  adorns  the  breast ; 
The  coat,  with  lengthening  waist  behind. 
Whose  short  skirts  dangle  in  the  wind  ; 
The  modish  hat,  whose  breadth  contains 
The  measure  of  its  owner's  brains ; 
The  stockings  gay,  with  various  hues ; 
The  little  toe-encircling  shoes ; 
The  cane,  on  whose  carved  top  is  shown 
A  head,  just  emblem  of  his  own ; 
While,  wrapp'd  in  self,  with  lofty  stride, 
His  little  heart  elate  vnth  pride. 
He  struts  in  all  the  joys  of  show 
That  tailors  give,  or  beaut  can  know. 

And  who  for  beauty  need  repine, 
That's  sold  at  every  barber's  sign ; 
Nor  lies  in  features  or  complexion. 
But  curls  disposed  in  meet  direction, 
With  strong  pomatum's  grateful  odour, 
And  quantum  sufficit  of  powder  t 
These  charms  can  shed  a  sprightly  grace 
O'er  the  dull  eye  and  clumsy  fiu;e ; 
While  the  trim  dancing-master's  art 
Shall  gestures,  trips,  and  bows  impart, 
Give  the  gay  piece  its  fiinal  touches, 
And  lend  those  airs,  would  lure  a  duchess. 

Thus  shines  the  form,  nor  aught  behind. 
The  gifts  that  deck  the  coxcomb's  mind; 
Then  hear  the  daring  muse  disclose 
The  sense  and  piety  of  beaux. 

To  grace  his  speech,  let  France  bestow 
A  set  of  compliments  for  show. 
Land  of  politeness !  that  affords 
The  treasure  of  new-fangled  words, 
And  endless  quantities  disburses 
Of  bows  and  compliments  and  corses ; 
The  soft  address,  with  airs  so  sweet, 
That  cringes  at  the  ladies'  feet ; 
The  pert,  vivacious,  play-house  style, 
That  wakes  the  gay  assembly's  smile ; 
Jests  that  his  brother  beaux  may  hit. 
And  pass  with  young  coquettes  for  wit, 
And  prized  by  fops  of  true  discerning. 
Outface  the  pedantry  of  learning. 
Yet  learning  too  shall  lend  its  aid 
To  fill  the  coxcomb's  spongy  head ; 
And  studious  oft  he  shall  peruse 
The  labours  of  the  modem  muse. 
From  endless  load^  of  novels  gain 
Soft,  simpering  tales  of  amorous  pain. 


•  This  passafs  alludes  to  the  mode  of  dress  tbes  In 


JOHN  TRUMBULL. 


4& 


Wttli  doatdfl  meaning  n«>Jt  and  handy, 

Tto»  !4utiiicriag  aid  of  weak  review^ 
Tittt  £iit^  tlifl  fetten  of  th«  muw, 
HaK  |;It«»  bim  aifv  €if  cnti^img' 
Oft  ficilu  iif  txMUp  lie  i^e  «T  Mt  ejM  OQ^ 

1%0  aMgmjiQM  thnJt  leaf  h  llii^  faskimi, 
I  oliMWivenwticmH 
r  lib  knowledge  iaiL»,  nfibrtl 
Tbi  nM  of  sum  J  «  «oiintim|Qr  w/>rdt 

0t^imm  I!  CXI  h«Hl  Icarii  hit  cr«4 
Bf  iA)0(Cit;«t  drmonMniiotn  «howng 
£fn»e  that  ntithin^  rail  be  knofvn ; 
TaM  iwyanMMVta,  uiiTor*<l  by  dDubt, 
On  Vo^tT^iaa'fl  tmxt,  or  go  wtlhcmt; 
\  BoitituTv  nil  in  modi'm  Ion, 
1  fooU  haTe  nailed  bcAu^  | 
Qk^  fliMiei  «  nice r  Art  tJi^pLcij 
T«  «epMi»d  lU  doctnne»  ftll  &wiij. 
Ml  it  10  modem  Vutea  and  fonhioni 
By  ^nn0«ia  iknte*  xnd  «meDdtilionit ; 
Tlie  niW  fftiA  ten  eomma^nd^  cont&tiip 
Wink  tym  ftmam  wvli  ctpLiun ; 

Pl«r««  lU  ftligtOll  WW  bat  fiuhioDi 
Bvttn^  ib«  Jewish  dupenutioit, 
A  etttmama^  law^  d«ep  hoodfd 
In  trpr*  Bj^  figura  long  explodfid  l 
tti  BUibbom  ivilen  di  unfit 
fat  thaM  linsc  times  of  fci«pel  light,. 

^         "  >  fint  were  done  awmj  i 
I  hotdi  iJus  do«T| 


Al4  tlkJunr,  tiM  wont  of  deadly  flendij 
€to  vlitiie,  u  iU  aqum,  attends. 

JilSkt  hit  poigiunt  wit  di^pbya 
The  ibtkjieai  of  the  former  dnji, 
WbMi  mm  the  pntliji  of  duty  «ougbtt 
AaI  owdM  what  rpTclation  tausjrht; 
En  haxiMtt  ittm^n  grew  «a  biighU 
1141  could  aae  ill  things  by  tl«  li^t. 
And  Mmmioii'd  Scripture  to  appear. 
And  Maud  before  iU  bar  «evefiev 
To  elMr  ill  pafe  from  charge  of  fiction, 
And  aiiipw  pleaa  of  controdjciion  ; 
Err  tairadet  were  held  in  scornp 
Or  BoLtjtnamoKif  or  licMe  were  bofn* 

And  rimr  the  fi>pt  with  great  energy, 
Lrrek  •%  prieatf raft  ana  the  derfy^ 
At  lidy  cant  and  godly  prayera, 
And  bigioU*  hypocrilk  aira ; 
Maiiii  r«  ca^h  Tctenm  jest  to  aid, 
iM\t  picly  the  p«r«on  •  trade ; 
Driea  out  *t  ia  ahame^  pa«t  ml)  abiding;- 
Tbe  worM  ihouU  mW  he  wi  priest-ridden ; 
A(>ptatid«  frw*  thought  that  leoT™  control* 
Aad  tmawma  nobleaeM  of  tout, 
TImi  Mil  ili  fiwaiinii  g^md  or  e^it, 
Aai  fcan  nnr  dcily  nor  deriL 
Am*  Btandin^  topien  nerer  fidt 
T»  pmmpc  oar  Uttle  wits  lo  raU, 


•  Awiia^a  Trlitr*m  Kltindy  wai  l1i*a  in  tfai  talflieit 
war,  «*4  bi  Ite  HRlib  t»r  H<  lr«Mil«rf  f«puUUon. 


With  mimic  droUciy  of  grimaceif 
And  pleased  impertineoce  of  fiu^e, 
'Gaii)flt  Tirtije  ann  their  f^sble  forces, 
And  aound  the  charge  In  peak  of  ciim^^ 

Bleat  be  hk  ashea  I  under  ground 
If  any  particles  be  found. 
Who,  frii'iidly  to  the  coxcomb  rare. 
First  taught  thfwe  arta  of  commonplace, 
Tboee  topics  fine,  on  wliieh  the  betia 
May  aU  hia  Uttlo  wita  bpstow, 
Secure  the  simple  laugh  to  raiae^ 
And  gnin  the  dunce V  palm  of  prake. 
For  i^hc^re  'a  the  theme  that  beaux  could  hit 
With  IcMt  f^itoiiitudc  of  wit. 
Did  not  rett^on  and  thf?  priest 
Supply  material R  for  the  jeat ; 
The  poor  in  purse»  with  loctjJg  vUit 
For  curreut  coinis  tlie  world  beguile  ; 
Tlie  poor  in  brain*  for  genuine  wit 
Poisa  olf  a  viler  counterfeit ; 
Whtlc  Tiuiou«  ihUft  their  doom  appeara, 
Thaae  lose  their  sotda,  and  those  Ihi^tr  eftiv ; 
The  want  of  fancy,  whim  BUpplies, 
And  Tiatiire  humour,  mod  citprice  i 
Loud  noi!»o  fiar  orgament  goes  oC 
For  mirth  polit*;,  the  riliald-*  Bcoff ; 
For  acDAo,  lewd  droUerieit  entertain  ui* 
And  wit  ia  tnimick'd  by  profkneness. 


CHARACTER  OF  McFlNGAL." 

Wu%^  Yankeea,  tkill'd  In  martial  rule, 
Fbat  put  the  Britif^h  tTOOpji  to  tchool ; 

luitructed  them  in  warlike  tmdc. 

And  new  manoeuvre*  of  parade ; 

The  true  war-dance  of  Yankce^reeU, 

And  manual  crcreistf  of  heel*  \ 

Made  them  give  up,  like  aaints  complete. 

The  arm  of  0cah,  and  trust  the  feet. 

And  work,  like  Chrititiana  undiascmbjinf, 

SolTalion  oat  by  fear  smd  trembling ; 

Taught  Perry  foshionahte  raeet. 

And  modern  modes  of  Ch(?vy-Chaecs  rf 

From  Boston,  in  tiia  best  array, 

Great  S^iuibk  McFisroAt  took  hi*  way* 

And,  ffioced  with  enaigui  of  renown, 

Stecr'd  homeward  to  hia  native  town- 

Bia  high  descent  out  heralda  trae« 
To  Oasion'a  famed  Fin  gallon  race  ; 
For  though  their  name  some  part  may  locki 
Old  FfffOAL  apelt  it  with  a  Mac  ; 
Which  great  MtPtfiBaowi  with  aubndawon, 
We  hffpe  will  add  the  neit  editi€«n. 

Hit  fatbera  flouriub'd  in  the  HighLmdi 
Of  Scotta*a  fos^-^benigbted  inland  ; 
WhiOTe4S  gairj'd  our  equirp  two  gifla  by  right, 
EcbelUon  and  the  Bejrond-Bight 

•  Prom  "  McFtftfol  " 

f  Loan  PimcT  cninmatKf«a  tttn  p^tif  ihftt  wat  HtU 
oppatea  br  Lh«  Anvrf  imn*  ^t  l^xtnittoii.  This  aUutloa 
to  the  family  renovn  of  Chevy^Cbice  ^nmv  from  the  t»«- 
clpUai«  iii«niipr  nf  bla  quititni  iha  field  of  baute,  iBdr«> 
loraiar  ta  Boaton. 
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Of  these  the  fint,  in  ancient  dayi. 
Had  gain*d  the  noblest  pahns  of  praise ; 
'Gainst  kings  stood  forth,  and  many  a  crown'd 
With  terror  of  its  might  confounded;       [head 
Till  rose  a  king  with  potent  charm 
His  foes  by  goodness  to  disarm ; 
Whom  every  Scot  and  Jacobite 
Straight  fell  in  Ioto  with — at  first  sight ; 
Whose  gracious  speech,  with  aid  of  pensions, 
HushM  down  all  murmurs  of  dissensions, 
And  with  the  sound  of  potent  metal, 
Brous^ht  all  their  blustering  swarms  to  settle ; 
Who  rain'd  his  ministerial  mannas. 
Till  loud  sedition  sung  hosannas ; 
The  good  lords-bishops  and  the  kirk 
Unitt^.d  in  the  public  work ; 
Rebellion  from  the  northern  regions, 
With  Bute  and  Mansfield  swore  allegiance. 
And  all  combined  to  raze,  as  nuisance. 
Of  church  and  state,  the  constitutions ; 
Pull  down  the  empire,  on  whos^  ruins 
They  meant  to  edify  their  new  ones ; 
Enslave  the  American  wildernesses. 
And  tear  the  provinces  in  pieces. 
For  these  our  squire,  among  the  valianfst, 
Employ'd  his  time,  and  tools,  and  talents; 
Ami  in  their  cause,  with  manly  zeal, 
Used  his  first  virtue — to  rebel ; 
And  found  this  new  rebellion  pleasing 
As  his  old  king-destroying  treason. 
Nor  less  avail'd  his  optic  sleight, 
And  Scottish  gift  of  second-sight. 
No  ancient  sibyl,  famed  in  rhyme. 
Saw  deeper  in  the  womb  of  time ; 
No  block  in  old  Dodona's  grove 
Could  ever  more  oracular  prove. 
Nor  only  saw  he  all  that  was, 
But  much  that  never  came  to  pass; 
Whereby  all  prophets  far  outwent  he. 
Though  former  days  produced  a  plenty : 
For  any  man  with  half  an  eye 
What  stands  before  him  may  espy ; 
But  optica  sharp  it  needs,  I  ween, 
To  se3  what  is  not  to  be  seen. 
As  in  the  days  of  ancient  fame. 
Prophets  and  poets  were  the  same, 
And  all  the  praise  that  poets  gain. 
Is  but  for  what  they  invent  and  feign : 
So  gain'd  our  squire  his  fame  by  seeing 
Such  things. as  never  would  have  being ; 
Whence  he  for  oracles  was  grown 
The  very  tripod  of  his  town. 
Gazettes  no  sooner  rose  a  lie  in. 
But  straight  he  fell  to  prophesying; 
Mode  dreadful  slaughter  in  his  course. 
Overthrew  provincials,  foot  and  horse ; 
Brout^ht  armies  o*er  by  sudden  preesings 
Of  Hanoverians,  Swiss,  and  Hessians  ;* 


*  Thia  prnphfcy,  like  some  of  the  prayers  of  Homer's 
heroes, was  but  hajlf  accomplished.  The  Hanoverians,  &c., 
indeed  came  over,  and  much  were  they  feasted  with 
blood  ;  but  the  hanging  bf  the  rebels  and  the  dividing 
their  estates  remain  unfulfllled.  Thia,  however,  cannot 
be  the  fault  of  the  hero,  but  rather  the  British  minister, 
who  Icfl  off  the  war  before  the  work  was  completed. 


Feasted  with  blood  his  Scottish  eba. 
And  hang'd  all  rebels  to  a  man ; 
Divided  their  estates  and  pelf. 
And  took  a  goodly*  share  YdamdL 
All  this,  with  spirit  energetic. 
He  did  by  second-^ght  prophetic 

Thus  stored  with  intellectual  riches, 
Skiird  was  our  squire  in  making  speeches, 
Where  strength  of  brains  united  centzea 
With  strength  of  lungs  surpassing  Btentor 
But  as  some  muskets  so  contrive  it. 
As  oft  to  miss  the  mark  they  drive  at. 
And,  though  well  aim*d  at  duck  or  plover, 
Bear  wide  and  kick  their  owners  over : 
So  fared  our  squire,  whose  reasoning  toil  . 
Would  oilen  on  himself  recoil. 
And  so  much  injured  more  his  side. 
The  stronger  arguments  he  applied ; 
As  old  war-elephants,  dismayed. 
Trod  down  the  troops  they  came  to  aid. 
And  hurt  their  own  side  more  in  battle 
Than  less  and  ordinary  cattle  : 
Yet  at  town  meetings  et'ry  chief 
Pinn'd  faith  on  great  McFikoal's  sleeve- 
And,  as  he  motioned,  all,  by  rote. 
Raised  sympathetic  hands  to  vote. 

The  town,  our  hero's  scene  of  action. 
Had  long  been  torn  by  feuds  of  faction ; 
And  as  each  party's  strength  prevails. 
It  tum'd  up  different  heads  or  tails ; 
With  constant  rattling,  in  a  trice 
Show'd  various  sides^  as  oft  as  dioec 
As  that  famed  weaver,  wife  to  Ulysses, 
By  night  each  day's  work  pick'd  in  pieces 
And  though  she  stoutly  did  bestir  her. 
Its  finishing  was  ne'er  the  nearer : 
So  did  this  town,  with  steadfast  zeal. 
Weave  cobwebs  for  the  public  weal ; 
Which  when  completed,  or  before, 
A  second  vote  in  pieces  tore. 
They  met,  made  speeches  full  long-winded, 
Resolved,  protested,  and  rescinded ;  # 
Addresses  sign'd,  then  chose  committees, 
To  stop  all  drinking  of  Bohea-teas ; 
With  winds  of  doctrine  veer'd  about. 
And  tum'd  all  Whig  committees  out 
Meanwhile^  our  hero,  as  their  head. 
In  pomp  the  Tory  faction  led. 
Still  following,  as  the  squire  should  please 
Successive  on,  like  files  of  geese. 


EXTREME  HUMANITY.* 

Thus  Gaoz's  arms  did  fortune  bless 

With  triumph,  safety,  and  success : 

But  mercy  is  without  dispute 

His  first  and  darling  attribute ; 

So  great,  it  far  outwent,  and  conquerM, 

His  militery  skill  at  Concord. 

There,  when  the  war  he  chose  to  wage, 

Shone  the  benevolence  of  Gios ; 

•  From  «  McPinfal.'» 
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Sent  iroofH  to  tbit  ilUmien*^  place 

Ob  CfTitjila  mere  of  i|i0clil1  gmkce, 

At)d  «n  tlip  work  to  choae  tltetD  fof 

Wi»  la  pntvnt  •  civ ii  war ; 

And  lor  titet  purports  he  proj^rtu^ 

Thfi  0m!tif  etettMAn  wmy  u»  elfect  it, 

T*  tftkci  y»ttr  powder,  ttOf««»  and  armsr 

Aad  ill  7«)ur  HMona  of  doyig  hanas : 

A*  pnwiiilt  iolk*  biJtc  Imivva  amj, 

L««  ^Wiltvii  rul  thamMtiNs  at  ]&f , 

Ami  f^  ChoQg^  IhiB  wwi  «]I  ttii  wrhrtiie, 

tW  w»r  j*m  ebli  will  cb«rgti  an  him  i 

Aai  llimsh  h«  qH  ixw  nwotm  vA  md  it, 

9lmk  cloie  lo  iiivu,  ukI  gWe  no  cmlll, 

Ttiiik  j«tt.  be  wi4i*d  |oii*tl  bi%««  and  beard 

y  ^t»ia  4p  w&ry  thin^  thai  tteaml  bmi, 

MQr^il  lo  fira  m  lixif^k  pm. 
tor  A*  d^  ttw  ywu  kmpni, 

fur  te^  yoQ  lbrn»  u  b«  micDclAd, 
Giwo  up  j<kiii  ttrma^  ir  mnci  butte  ^s^ed  } 
ttfw^llnt'4  im  war.  each  nuirtal  bievn^ 
WImv  mm  ode  iml  j  giv««  the  bktvm. 
And  tb0  Pth«r  bear  ^etn;  on  r^flp^^tiofl 
TW  m^  fP^li  odl  it  la  correction, 
lt«r«0iiii  the  fontcst  |iaT«  ^one  Mshcr, 
IfTOti  had  ntW  leloni'd  tb«  6f«; 
Utii  «tal  ^a  dl««  and  not  hufoiHt 
h^^m  cfKommefd  a  mni  ismf, 

Old  lot  eometod  jou  in  ntfirry : 

m  ItfaWi  oM  ami  wki^ 
^m  tt»  «<i<Milf«  to  f  kastiflc  ; 
Miknee  on  th(?rr  jw^ril 
or  itiinuterial  wWp  anil  feroK 
And,  Nnir«  liwy  we W  mn^  came  of  age, 
li»*«m*d  and  luford  them  hj  Ginr, 
Still  inorr,  tbMl  this  w»s  all  their  eriMd, 
?1»  afsy^  conduct  makes  appaipnt. 
Wbit  dMiigll  ai  LcTirttifton  you  can  soy 
1W  kSTd  a  Ccw  tb«7  did  iiot  fancj^ 
Ai&MKMd  tl*en,  with  manful  poppiAf, 
iMwrg'd  »  MMind«  the  ball  t^  opcn^ 
f  <  wliMt  th*y  «W  join-  tirfwl*rout 
Dflrftsinnl  irtif I  lo  boM  it  out ; 
ry  tbiry  jiot  khow  their  lovp  to  p»», 
Ajid  WMb  tbat  Ji&eofd  strai^t  might  etmae^ 
bcBi^gMnle^  ud  bx  proo&  uucommmi, 
Tbar  cinln*  weie  to  injure  no  man  t 
FiW  £i  siK  c*ny  reifuJw  run 
At  «Mii  ■»  aVr  you  fi.ret|  a  ^n  f 
fikm  At  iiat  ilioiyQu  *«nt  tli^m  greeting, 
Ai  BMOl  ftdr  ^gtiaL  £iiT  jctreatti^ ; 


And  £?«irfii],  If  tliey  ittJtyM  for  uport, 

You  might  by  a(y?ident  he.  hnrt, 

Oxmvfy  th^maelvim  with  Fpocd  awAy 

FuU  twenty  miJea  m  hulf  a  day  ; 

Kkcir  tUI  thdr  le^s  wexn  grown  m>  iraiy, 

Tbey  'd  scarce  snitiri-'  thdf  we|gbt  lo  carry  f 

WL^Tice  CrAOE  exuik,  fksxi  |vunl  bcaiMjT, 

The  great  nativity  of  I.oan  Pant!?, 

Whi>N?  brave  eiampk  led  tht-m  on, 

And  spuilcd  the  Uin%\m  to  run ; 

And  now  tnny  }>oait,  at  nayal  lpver«, 

A  Yitakffl  cbacu^  wi^rtb  forty  Clirrvya, 

Yet  you,  on  viJe  a*  tlii*y  wrro  kindi 

Pimniid,  like  tigvta,  ntllt  U-hind ; 

Pineil  nn  thera  at  yout  wiU,  ami  ubiit 

The  town,  am  ilioitE^li  you  M  starve  lh«'m  oiU  j 

And  with  poriiclp  f>r%'potslerou.^  bftJijcil, 

AiEset  ti  hold  Unn  there  bcsiegtd. 


THE  DnCAYP]D  COQrETTE,' 

Nkw  brautiaa  pu»it  bcr  fkt^m  il\e>  tta^x 
8be  trembl«a«t  tba  approach  of  agtt, 
And  lilafti  to  rhw  tbn  aller'd  &c« 
Tliat  wrinkJ^  at  bttr  lit  bm-  glaaa: 
Ho  Btrian,  in  the  monk'a  tradiLliin, 
Tm/6t  wh«»fi  h«  iitat  bia  «pp«rttidii. 
A I  l^nfftb  brr  ^aiwt  each  ciOTCOndi  raticrla 
rmin  K^!  14  of  i(!j«atB  ond  angilii 

Aiul  nil  %h*  abono  bribrti 

A  jrace  urni  ^tMiik'aa  imiw  tm  mom, 
Mipjied  by  dJ,  and  dnevM  to  me^^t 
Her  imtfw  at  h*r  rivatV  iWit, 
Bbp  fliei  a»enib|i<M,  thuna  the  b«ll, 
And  rrirn  mil,  vnnity,  on  rtM ; 
A^^tN  to  (ksom  the  tinH«l^hoW9 
or  ghtt^rtug  belJff  and  g^udy  lieaux ; 
Nor  longer  bopen  to  bide  by  dreai 
The  traek#  of  *flrfi  up*"  h^r  £ift*- 
Now  earete.4»  grown  of  ain  polite, 
Her  Rfionday  nightcap  meeliji  the  itis^bt  ^ 
Her  hair  uncornb*d  colJ^ta  to^  theft 
With  ornament*  of  many  a  fcittif^r ; 
Her  Ktnys  for  eaidnesH  thrown  by^ 
Her  rumplwl  hmulkerrhie'f  awr^, 
A  careleKif  fiii^uru  half  nndrww'J, 
{The  Tc^\ff\  wits  may  gnem  the  rr*l ;) 
All  point*  of  dmw  aod  neat  new  c%mM, 
A*  though  »beM  l»een  a  twclven^onlh  marri«d  * 
She  apend*  her  breath,  pa  yeart  prevail. 
At  thid  and  wjrked  world  to  rad^ 
To  atamler  all  her  bw  ifiipmmpiu. 
And  wonder  what  the  tiinea  will  coma  1^. 

«  F^tuB  itia  "  Frucfaai  of  IMMai/* 
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Timothy  Dwiort,  D.D.,  LL.D.,  was  bom  in 

Northampton,  Massachusetts,  on  the  fourteenth 
of  May,  1752.  His  father  was  a  merchant,  of 
excellent  character  and  liberal  education ;  and  his 
mother,  a  daughter  of  the  great  JoicATHAir  Eo- 
WARDH,  was  one  of  the  noblest  matrons  of  her 
time,  distinguished  not  less  for  her  maternal  soli- 
citude, ardent  temperament,  and  patriotism,  than 
for  the  intellectual  qualities  which  made  so  illus- 
trious the  name  of  the  New  England  metaphysi- 
cian. She  early  perceived  the  indications  of 
superior  genius  in  her  son;  and  we  are  told  by  his 
biographers  that  ui>der  her  direction  he  became 
familiar  with  the  rudiments  of  the  Latin  language 
before  he  was  six  years  old,  and  at  the  same  early 
period  laid  the  foundation  of  his  remarkable 
knowledge  of  history,  geography,  and  the  kindred 
departments  of  learning.  When  thirteen  years 
old  ho  entered  Yale  College.  His  previous  unre- 
mitted attention  to  study  had  impaired  his  health, 
and  he  made  little  prog^ress  during  the  first  two 
years  of  his  residence  at  New  Haven ;  but  his 
subsequent  intense  and  uninterrupted  application 
enabled  him  to  graduate  in  1769,  the  first  scholar 
in  the  institution.  Immediately  after  obtaining 
the  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts,  he  opened  a  gpram- 
mar-school  in  New  Haven,  in  which  he  continued 
two  years,  at  the  end  of  which  time  he  was  elected 
a  tutor  in  his  alma  mater,.  Yale  College  was 
established  in  the  year  1700  by  several  Congrega- 
tional clergymen,  and  had,  before  the  period  at 
which  I) WIGHT  returned  to  it,  become  generally 
unpopular,  in  consequence  of  the  alleged  illibcrality 
of  the  trustees  towards  other  denominations  of 
Christians.  At  this  time  two  of  the  tutors  had 
resigned,  leaving  in  office  Mr.  Joseph  Howe, 
a  man  of  erudition  and  liberal  sentiments,  and 
DwiGHT  and  JoHK  Tbuxbull  were  chosen  in 
their  places.  The  regeneration  of  the- seminary 
now  commenced ;  the  study  of  belles  lettres  was 
successfully  introduced ;  its  character  rapidly  rose, 
and  so  popular  did  D wight  become  with  the 
students,  tfiat  when,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five, 
he  resigned  his  office,  they  drew  up  and  almost 
unanimously  signed  a  petition  to  the  corporation 
that  he  might  be  elect^  to  the  presidency.  He, 
however,  interfered  and  pievented  the  formal  pre- 
sentation of  the  application. 

In  1771,  DwiGHT  commenced  writingthe  "  Con- 
quest of  Canaan,"  an  «  epic  poem  in  eleven  books,'' 
which  he  finished  in  1774,  before  he  was  twenty- 
three  years  of  age.  The  subject  probably  was  not 
the  most  fortunate  that  could  have  been  chosen, 
but  a  poet  with  passion  and  a  brilliant  imagination, 
by  attempting  to  paint  the  manners  of  the  time  and 
the  natural  characteristics  of  the  oriental  world, 
might  have  tr»«ted  it  more  socceisfally.  Dwioht 
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"  endeavoured  to  represent  such  manners  u  tie  ro- 
moved  from  the  peculiarities  of  any  age  or  conntiy, 
and  might  belong  to  the  amiable  and  virtuoiu  of 
any  period  ;  elevated  without  design,  refined  wiA- 
out  ceremony,  elegant  without  fiishion,  and  agreesp 
ble  because  they  are  ornamented  with  sinoeritr, 
dignity,  and  religion ;"  his  poem  therefore  has  no 
distinctive  features,  and  with  very  slight  changes 
would  answer  as  well  for  any  other  land  or  period 
as  for  Judea  at  the  time  of  its  conquest  by  Joshua* 
Its  versification  is  harmonious,  but  monotonoos, 
and  the  work  is  ftee  firom  all  the  extravagances  of 
expression  and  sentiment  which  so  frequently 
lessen  the  worth  of  poetry  by  youthful  and  inex- 
perienced writers.  Some  of  the  passages  whidi  I 
have  quoted  firom  the  "  Conquest  of  Canaan*'  are 
doubtless  equal  to  any  American  poetry  produced 
at  this  period. 

In  1777,  the  classes  in  Yale  College  were  sepa- 
rated on  account  of  the  war,  and,  in  the  month  of 
May,  DwiGHT  repaired  with  a  number  of  students 
to  Weathersfield,  in  Connecticut,  where  he  r^ 
mained  until  the  autumn,  when,  having  bpen 
licensed  to  preach  as  a  Congregational  minister, 
he  joined  the  army  as  a  chaplain.  In  this  ofilioe 
he  won  much  regard  by  his  professional  industry 
and  eloquence,  and  at  Uie  same  time  exerted  con- 
siderable influence  by  writing  patriotic  songs,  which 
became  popular  throughout  New  England.  The 
death  of  his  father,  in  1778,  induced  him  to  resign 
his  situation  in  the  army,  and  return  to  Northamp- 
ton, to  assist  his  mother  to  support  and  educate 
her  family.  He^emained  there  five  years,  labour- 
ing on  a  farm,  preaching,  and  superintending  a 
school,  and  was  in  that  period  twice  elected  a  . 
member  of  the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts.  D»* 
dining  ofiers  of  political  advancement,  he  was,  in 
1783,  ordained  a  minister  in  the  parish  of  Green- 
field, in  Connecticut,  where  he  remained  twdva 
years,  discharging  his  pastoral  duties  in  a  manner 
that  was  perfectly  satisfactory  to  bis  people,  and 
taking  charge  of  an  academy^  established  by  him- 
self, which  soon  become  the  most  popular  school 
of  Uie  kind  that  had  ever  existed  in  America. 

The  **  Conquest  of  Canaan,"  although  finished 
ten  years  before,  was  not  printed  until  the  spring 
of  1785.  It  was  foUowed  by  «  Greenfield  HUl," 
a  descriptive,  historical,  and  didactic  poem,  which 
was  published  in  1794.  This  work  is  divided 
into  seven  parts,  entitled  **  The  Prospect,"  **  The 
Flourishing  Village,"  «The  Burning  of  FairfieW," 
«  The  Destruction  of  the  Pequods,"  "  The  Clergy- 
man's Advice  to  the  Villagers,"  "  The  Faiiner'a 
Advice  to  the  Villagers,"  and  « The  Vision,  or 
Prospect  of  the  Future  Happiness  of  America.** 
It  contains  some  pleasing  pictures  of  rural  lifc, 
bat  added  little  to  the  author's  reputation  as  « 
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n^  w  Triumph  of  Infidelitj,'*  a  ntire,  occa- 
)j  Che  m|ifH«fmiM3B  of  ■  defence  of  UiuverBa]- 
I  hh  next  ftttiioipt  in  poetry.  It  wa^  printed 
todsl^.iiful  hidfiyiiiewoaldiiGtbawQ  beentea« 
mtharahip  baen  iIlII  •  secret. 
»  dmli  cif  Dr^  Sm-Ki,  in  1795»  DwtciirT 
idid  to  tlie  predideiirj  of  Yale  College, 
It  lid*  tune  xvtM  in.  il  dlBarilcnMl  condition, 
bciiig  from  pKiinisuy  f^mbart^isfinieni^  The 
lonflf  the  taew  pre^dent  aa  a  tcnrh^r  soon 
,  iffniifid  hmk  A  verf  krge  nunibc'r  of  e^tu- 
mm  profiiiMniihlp*  were  ^^aLlidhedt  the  )(. 
id  phtloBopliicd  ftppajvtue  ^ere  eite  nded^  tlio 
if  tfodj  ^  »j«temaf  goTcmmcntdiflngcdj 
^  npiUj  fooe  in  the  public  furour* 
ipn]dd«iit»  DwioMT  was  Ibc  Staled 
tt  fUK^mm  oS  d^eolofry^  und  teAcher  of  the 
§tit$  §m  ntmrlj  twentjokue  jeara,  dtuijig 
isv  tiM  TvptiiatioD  of  the  coUege  was  infcrrkir 
of  no  othitr  in  Am^ficm, 
^iriAvT  died  at  hia  ft*i«Iencein  New  Haven 
sfoviiiUi  of  January.  1817,  in  the  tiim-^ah 
bifl  «^,  Th4£  fbtlowing  <-3talogtie  of  hid 
I  paTi>bablv  compkM^  t  "  America,"  ■  pocun  In 
5  of  Pope'i  ^  Windsor  Fwr^st.**  1 772i  «  Tbe 
lEIiifUenpe  and  Foetry  of  the  Bilib,"  1773 ; 
iiqiM»t  of  Cantinn^"  a  (to^m^  1785 ;  "An 
iSctnHm,*'  1T£»1;  **Tlie  GenuinendM  ind 
|fl^  af  th*  New  TcjlamenC  1793;MGnieD. 
Mboaq,  1794;  "^  The  Tnuaapb  of  Tnfi- 
^HB^Uidtwo  »IliaciOunei  on  theNatuis 
P^f  Inidd  FtiikMphj,"  1797;  «The 


Duty  of  Americans  in  the  Preient  Crisaa,"  ll^B; 
**  Diaooutw!  OTi  llit  Charncterof  Waebin^n,'*  1 SOO; 
"  rHflcourg©  on  some  Evertts  in  the  laet  Century," 
1801 ;  "  Sermons,"  on  the  death  of  E.  G,  Msreh, 
1804 ;  on  DueUing,  1806;  at  the  Andoyer  Theolo- 
gicai  Seminoiyt  1 808 ;  on  the  ordinfllion  of  E*  Feti^ 
«fin»  1808  ;  on  the  de*th  of  Govern  of  TfumbuH, 
lsa9;  on  Charily »  1810;  at  Ilie  ordlnBtion  of  K, 
W.  Taylor,  l&rj;  on  two  days  of  public  fititing* 
1813;  and  before  the  American  Board  of  Foreign 
MiMiona,  1813 ;  »  Hcmarka  oti  a  Roirie^w  of  Inchi* 
qwn'HLelte«i^'  161 5;  "Obj^rviitiona  on  Language," 
and  an  « Essay  on  Liifbt,*'  1616;  and  «  Theology 
Explained  and  Defended,"  in  a  Bcrics  of  scrmonH, 
and  »^  Trawls  in  Nt w  England  and  New  York/* 
in  which  is  gircn  an  account  of  vanooa  Bpdng  and 
autumn  vacation  eiicuTiftons,  each  in  fbuf  volumcfly 
pubti»hed  ailcT  hh  death. 

The  merits  of  Dr.  DwiaDT  as  a  poet  are  emi- 
nently reapecUble,  Co^n  «tt,  whn  wrote  a  criti- 
cUm  of  hi<  ^Conque«l  of  Canaan'*  in  "The  An- 
alytical Ac^ewr  for  1T89»  eays:  *^Hk  numbers 
imitate  pretty  closely  those  of  Foi*E,  and  ibero- 
fbre  cannot  fad  to  be  tnudcal;  but  he  is  chie^y 
to  be  GOBuncndfld  for  the  animation  with  which 
he  writes,  and  whith  rather  incfca«e»  m»  he  pro- 
ceeds th«  n  «u  f!c rs  a  ny  abatemen  U .  * . .  A  Gtniln  of 
^ne  eutbufiiasin  runs  lb  rough  the  whole  seventh 
book,  and  no  man  who  has  a  aoui  jmprcAsible  by 
a  bright  ilmplay  of  the  grandest  KubjecU  thai  re^ 
velation  furniahet,  wtll  read  A  ^iih^ut  ^oma  emo^ 
tion." 
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AH  INDIAN  TEMPLE. 

E  too,  with  awful  ritea,  the  hooiy  priest, 
lot,  be«de  the  mos'^Town  altar  alood^ 
laWf  form  m  magic  rinctnre  drrsn^d,) 
keap'd  the  mingled  otTfring  to  hU  god* 
time  with  goklcn  hghl  calm  evening  glow^'d, 
ijAie  diJsL,  th«  flower  of  ailvcr  bloom 
fiicy  herb,  his  hand  ifl  order  itzewM ; 
I  rom  the  curling  flanH^  and  rich  fterftime 
ifcj  wtngi  apAew  or  settled  round  (he  lomb. 

e'er  the  dreu*  danced  the  m^dJi'idng  throng 
«  tlitf  Thyaa  roam*d  dread  Nysa  round, 
truck  to  foficft  notes  the  ecjitatic  song, 
i  Anv  hrncath  them  heaven J  the  wary  ground, 
a  kfW,  liugcxing  groan  of  dying  soundi 
voodland  nunbted;    murmured  deep  euh 


I  leftTc^ ;  the  ether  aigVd  profoanJ ; 
■Jk  W  purple  lopp'd  the  aiWer  darae^ 
usf-«okmr'd  forma  on  evening  hreciea  came: 

twt%hl  fonn%  allircd  in  dtanginqf  abeen 
unje^,  liiph-tiiiclurfti  in  tlic  wcstrm  nty^ 
^,  tbay  p«epM  ihe  fiecry  fokU  betwi^^nf 
I  ^itiurahOifig  in  the  breach  of  May  ; 


Soft-hovering  rouild  the  fin?  in  mysttc  play, 
They  snufl"'d  the  ineen^e  waved  tn  clouds  afar, 
^ten  Client  Aootei!  toward  the  setting  day ; 
Eve  trdden^d  each  £nu  form,  caeh  misly  car. 
And  through  them  feintly  gkiun'd,  at  timcBr  the 
weistcm  itar. 

Then — no  tnnlition  sinff»— the  tnnn  beKind^ 
In  plumy  zonca  of  rainbow  beauty  dressM, 
Rode  the  Great  Spirit,  in  the  obedient  wind^ 
In  yellow  cioodi  «low-saiting  from  the  west 
With  dawning  Jmiiles  the  pod  hii»  votariea  hlesl, 
And  taught  whcr*;  deer  ^tired  to  ivy  deKl; 
What  chosen  chief  wkh  pfcujd  command  t'  invest; 
Wljerc  crept  the  approaching  foe^  with  purpose  fell* 
And  where  to  wind  the  soouti  and  war's  dark  storm 
dUpeh 

There,  on  tier  lover's  tomb  in  aleneo  laid^    [hivvD, 

While  still  and  lOTTOwing  show^r'd  the  moon's  polo 
At  limes  Mpectanl,  slept  the  wtdow'd  maid, 
Her  aoal  far  wandering  on  the  sjlph-wlng'd  dream, 
Wallc^i  from  evening  skic*  on  i^unny  stream. 
Her  darling  youth  with  fii^ver  pinions  shone ; 
With  voice  of  muaic,  tuned  to  sweetest  theme, 
He  tdd  of  shel!4'righl  bowcra  Wyond  the  sun, 
Wh^ru  years  of  endleaa  joy  o*er  Inuiau  bven  nuk 
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ENGLAND  AND   AMERICA.* 

Soon  fleets  the  gunbrigfat  form,  by  man  adored! — 
Soon  fell  the  head  of  gold  to  Time  a  prey, 
The  arms,  the  trunk,  his  cankering  tooth  devoured, 
And  whirlwinds  blew  the  iron  dust  away. 
Where  dwelt  imperial  Timur,  far  astray 
Some  lonely-musing  pilgrim  now  inquires ; 
And,  rack'd  by  stonns  and  hastening  to  decay, 
Mohaniracd^s  mosque  foresees  its  final  fires. 
And  Romu^s  more  lordly  temple  day  by  day  expires. 

As  o'er  proud  Asian  realms  the  traveller  winds, 
His  manly  spirit,  hushM  by  terror,  falls 
When  some  forgotten  town's  lost  site  he  finds ; 
Where  ruin  wild  his  pondcrini^  eye  appals, 
Where  silence  swims  along  the  nioulder'd  walls, 
And  broods  upon  departed  Grandeur's  tomb, 
Throus;h  the  lone,  hollow  aisles,  sad  Echo  calls 
At  each  blow  step;  deep  sighs  the  breathing  gloom, 
.  And  weeping  fields  around  bewail  their  emoress* 
doom. 

Where  o'er  a  hundred  realms  the  throne  uprose 
'I'he  screech-owl  nests,  the  panther  builds  his  home ; 
Sleep  the  dull  newts,  tlie  lazy  adders  doze 
Whore  pomp  and  luxury  danced  the  golden  room; 
I^ow  lies  in  dust  the  sky-resemblod  dome, 
Tall  gra*«s  around  the  broken  column  waves. 
And  brambles  climb  and  lonely  thistles  bloom ; 
The  moulder'd  arch  the  weedy  streamlet  laves, 
And  low  resound,  beneath,  unnumbered  sunken 
graves. 

In  thee,  O  Albion  !  queen  of  nations,  live  [known ; 
Wliatcver  splendours  earth's  wide  realms  have 
In  thee  proud  Persia  sees  h^r  pomp  revive, 
And  Greece  her  arts,  and  Rome  her  lordly  throne ; 
By  every  wind  thy  Tynan  fleets  arc  blown ; 
Supreme, on  Fame's  dread  roll,  thy  heroes  stand; 
All  ocean's  realms  thy  naval  %ceptrc  own ; 
Of  bards,  of  sages,  how  august  thy  band ! 
And  one  rich  Eden  blooms  around  thy  garden'dland. 

But,  O  how  vast  thy  crimes!  Through  Heaven's 

great  year. 
When  few  centurial  suns  have  traced  their  way ; 
When  Southern  Europe,  worn  by  feuds  severe, 
Weak,  doting,  fallen,  has  bow'd  to  Russian  sway, 
And  setting  Glory  beam'd  her  farewell  ray, 
To  wastes,  perchance,  thy  brillian^fields  shall  turn ; 
In  dust  thy  temples,  towers,-  and  towns  decay; 
'i'he  forest  howl  where  London  turrets  bum. 
And  all  thy  garlands  deck  thy  sad  funereal  urn. 

Some  land,  scarce  glimmering  in  the  light  of  fame, 
Sccjjter'd  with  arts  and  arms,  (if  I  divine,) 
Sonie  unknown  wild,  some  shore  without  a  name, 
In  all  thy  pomp  shall  then  majestic  shine. 
As  silver-headcxl  Time's  slow  years  decline, 
Not  ruins  only  meet  the  inquiring  eye ; 
Where  round  yon  mouldering  oak  vain  brambles 
The  fdial  stem,  already  towering  high,       [twine, 
Ere  long  shaU  stretch  his  arms,  and  nod  in  yonder 
sky. 

*  The  extract  above  and  the  one  which  precedes  it  are 
frnni  the  canto  on  the  destruction  of  the  Piqued  Indians, 
fQ  **  Greenfield  Hill." 


Where  late  resoonded  the  wild  woodUmd  roar 
Now  heaves  the  palace,  now  the  temple  nmlet; 
Where  fiiown'd  the  rude  rock  and  the  detcrt  ahore 
Now  Pleasure  sports,  and  Business  want  bfiguilei^ 
And  Commerce  wings  her  flight  to  thousand  itiet ; 
Culture  walks  forth,  gay  laugh  the  loaded  fields 
And  jocund  Labour  plays  his  harmless  wiles; 
Glad  Science  brightens,  Art  her  mansion  buildi, 
And  Peace  upUfls  her  wand,  and  Hbavxit  his  Uea> 
ing  yields. 


THE    SOCIAL    VISIT.* 

Ys  Muses !  dames  of  dignified  renown. 
Revered  ahkc  in  country  and  in  town. 
Your  bard  the  mysteries  of  a  visit  show ; 
(For  sure  your  ladyships  those  mysteries  know:} 
What  is  it,  then,  obliging  sisters !  say, 
The  debt  of  social  visiting  to  pay  ] 

'Tis  not  to  t(?il  before  the  idol  pier; 
To  shine  the  first  in  fashion's  lunar  sphere ; 
By  sad  engagements  forced  abroad  to  roam, 
And  dread  to  find  the  expecting  fair  at  home ! 
To  stop  at  thirty  doors  in  half  a  day. 
Drop  the  gilt  card,  and  proudly  roll  away ; 
To  alight,  and  yield  the  hand  with  nice  parade ; 
Up  stairs  to  rustle  in  the  stiflf  brocade ; 
Swim  through  the  drawing-room  with  studied  air, 
Catch  the  pirik'd  beau,  and  shade  the  rival  &ir; 
To  sit,  to  curb,  to  toss  with  bridled  mien. 
Mince  the  scant  speech,  and  lose  a  glance  between; 
Unfurl  the  fan,  display  the  snowy  arm. 
And  ope,  with  each  new  motion, some  new  charm: 
Or  sit  in  silent  solitude,  to  spy 
Each  little, failing  with  malignant  eye; 
Or  chatter  with  incessancy  of  tongue. 
Careless  if  kind  or  cruel,  right  or  wrong ; 
To  trill  of  us  and.  ours,  of  mine  and  me. 
Our  house,  our  coach,  our  friends,  our  family. 
While  all  the  excluded  circle  sit  in  pain, 
And  glance  their  cool  contempt  or  keen  disdain : 
To  inhale  from  proud  Nanking  a  sip  of  tea. 
And  wave  a  courtesy  trim  and  flirt  away : 
Or  waste  at  cards  peace,  temper,  health,  and  lifis. 
Begin  with  sullenness,  and  end  in  strife; 
Lose  the  rich  feast  by  friendly  converse  given. 
And  backward  turn  from  happiness  and  heaven. 

It  is  in  decent  habit,  plain  and  neat,' 
To  spend  a  few  choice  hours  in  converse  sweet. 
Careless  of  forms,  to  act  the  unstudied  part. 
To  mix  in  friendship,  and  to  blend  the  heart ; 
To  chooee  those  happy  themes  which  all  must  ferl. 
The  moral  duties  and  the  household  weal. 
The  tale  of  sympathy,  the  kind  design. 
Where  rich  aflcctions  soften  and  refine , 
To  amu^,  to  be  amused,  to  bless,  be  bless'd. 
And  tunc  to  harmony  the  common  breast^ 
To  cheer  with  mild  good-humour's  sprightly  ray, 
And  smooth  life's  passage  o'er  its  thorny  way ; 
To  circle  round  the  hospitable  board, 
And  taste  each  good  our  generous  climes  aflSm) , 
To  court  a  quick  return  with  accents  kind. 
And  leave,  at  parting,  some  regret  behind. 

•  Prom*  Greenfield HUl." 
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•r«E  COUNTRY  PASTOR.' 


ll  kiww  h«  Inxl  )iU  Uiqipiiiw*.  at  mcuf 
luppy  he,  who,  £tv«  ftam  broila 
vain  aiui  tiUBtilng  p&m^ 

t»  ^^rtwrd  o(f  clientj,  ai  hi*  gate, 
fttid  i[iju4lkr  (>ritie  hw  tongues 
itii  gtiiU  l^whiit  thou^  no  brigbl 
iioqta^'tJi  lufe  ftmhUion  on 
iTC  priilc,  vt  chair  of  *tat«  T 
t  litiiiigti  no  ^tfk^n  dr«Miifl  euttco  bU  mind 
»m«if,  wllh  tlw  Mwjjc,  ifi  Jilt  *nJ  miro  1 
I  ihdKlgll  no  «|i|i.'niiJ  vilU,  EdeiiM  round 
.  fuiikii*  uf  miduttitmt^iit,  vriLlkM  pf  ilate, 
iA  1^  ftsiiidrur  uf  nupci^iiOiu  wciilth, 
I  4i»  i^iAiOK^ii^r  to  tlity  hi*  «l«fd« 
^Ibn  ImrMd  fiiot^ltoy,  '*  Who  dwdU  h^ie  1'* 
I  ftoogh  VA  nvftmiiiy  lyrotind  h^  puinptuoti^ 


,  bmnming  in  the  vbine 
'  Cfom  ilii  flowcii 
,  till  their  tim*  wri***  to  «uijgj 
I  miiid  i  hU  virtue!  round  the  fear 
,  »Ad  hk  tWtilUt  with  mkrottfope 
udp  Intuw  till  thef  fted  from  «ighl  1 — 
heoi  llw  difV  l«a>|)tntLoni  tho 
Aii«  i»  A«* ;  icnaptAtiontf,  few  ma 
pbO^oas  hf  wfa»iff  ffwe«|>mg  torrtmt  hurUd 
tk  tiim  ^GfW  ■U'w^|i  i^f  guilti  urtceiuiins  fuil 
f|£«bii^  tMiMiifiiU  of  ^e  hiifhteit  msndi 
Ilinc'ftiuJtm^  a»lom;  mindji,t(iwbovgras[» 
PHI  mtmm  mmt  frr^  1y  offer' J  ;  to  man^i  eye* 
^  iMfifdl  cttniliittiif M  for  angeU'  joy*. 
«1«i|,lhit  wealth,  ^d  power,  and  pride  fo/bid», 
kU  him  to  Iwc^nie  tb«  toot  of  fmud, 
*ttm^  QiMCfTH,  mia;  «hTes  hu  soul 
■  ftU  llie  fic«dJc99  l^ioum,  ^pif^^t  and  c&re«p 
t  afsncv  and  ambiiion  agon  be ; 
a  rfboiB  ^td  nf  rres  of  wealth*  thmt^  p«l«i#d,  feol 
,  but  Lt«  own ;  and  ccmel*»»  lead 
I  ni«ann4^4sr<i^  sa  pxxn  *11un«. 
E  olt  ccKnprUM  ti>  meet  the  groM  alt^^k 
I  Hdieuk  and  Lowering  pride, 
k  hia;  good,;nsal,  pure. 
^  guilt  umnin^lod.    Harelj  fore ed  from  honie, 
Hj^  y*  board  hta  wife  and  chiUlren  Koille ; 
uannioil  <w*cl««t,  n^Onr^  b^rv  can  give, 

I  hod  aadaamiFnt,  oJTice  of  deligfat, 

II  Iowa  toA  duty  blendnij^.  Bm^h  Ibc  Joy 
brnrim  oft  ha*  known,  TIU,  too,  the  taak 
K^  the  infant  plant*  tJiat  Inii)  around; 
lye  dw  littt«<  mind«  U>  trutli'«  pure  light ; 
wkm  ibaoi  bf  th«  Wid»  imd  lead  them  on 
>■!  tfrai^it*  narrow  rood  where  virtue  walk*; 
{wd  thrm  fmrn  a  vain,  doc«irin^  world, 

m '.  kiMW  to  bwt  bis  ^pfAn^t*,  ftf  nM»ii 
r^  «AP»i«fli  kv.  nkc  Tnottwfl. 

3  iprfvntaa  nLoihin  mt  t\  bniiM  fi^fiiti 


And  point  their  course  to  realms  of  prunib^ed  UEc, 
Hill  loo  ihe  etLeem  of  those  who  weekly  hoar 
]{i«  wordfi  of  tnilb  divine ;  iinnumber'd  act* 
Of  1^  love  att^riting  to  hk  eye 
Tbrtr  (thai  tetidemiMfc     WTierP^er  he  wa!k«, 
The  friendly  wdiNim^  and  inviting  amile 
Wnit  on  hi*  step*,  and  brmilhe  a  kindred  joj> 

Oft  too  in  fri^nflliest  lowocintlon  joio'd, 
Ho  qrteis  his  l^rKthfcnt  with  a  flowin*  heart, 
Flowing  with  virtue;  all  rejuieed  lo  mceu 
And  alt  feluctijit  parting;  every  nkn, 
BeneTolent,  aiding  with  purp!i*e  kind; 
While,  seajonM  with  unblcinUh^d  chtTf^rfuloeap, 
Par  diets  til  from  l!ie  tainted  mirth  of  virr-^ 
Their  heaiis  diJtcloe£  <?iich  eontcmplftlioii  «weet 
Of  diinir*  divine ;  and  blend  in  frii^ttd^iip  pufe, 
Friendship  suhlimed  by  pifty  and  lo*fi. 

All  ¥irtuo*ft  fri^nda  ai«  hi*:  the  goodr  thft  juat, 
The  pjoui,  to  his  houw  their  vltitH  p^^y^ 
And  conveni*  hi^h  hold  of  Ihe  Ime^  the  Mr, 
The  wonderful,  the  moral,  tho  thvine : 
Of  sainta  and  prophets,  pattern*  bright  of  tmtb, 
Lent  to  a  world  of  sin,  to  teach  tn unkind 
How  virtue  in  that  world  can  livn  and  ^dihie; 
Of  leamini^'fl  varied  realm? ;  of  NaUireV  wofka ; 
And  that  blessed  book  which  gilds  manV  darkaofn* 

way 
With  iisfhl  from  heaven ;  of  hlfti«*d  Me«iflJrathroiif 
And  kingdom ;  propheeicf  divine  fublUM, 
And  prophodfit  nfcore  glorioua  yet  lo  corno 
In  renovated  dajo;  of  I  hat  bright  world. 
And  all  the  happy  Ijuina  which  that  bright  woHd 
Inhaliit.  whither  virtue^a  aona  are  gone: 
Whilo  God  tho  wholo  intpirea,  adarn«,  eToHa ; 
The  source,  the  end,  ihe  aubstanee^  and  the  aouL 

This  too  the  talk,  tlic  ble**'d,  the  uwful  task, 
To  tn  vigour  order,  jujjtiee,  law,  tind  nilf  ; 
Peace  to  extend,  and  bid  coittcntion  cc:i>ho  ; 
To  ti-ach  the  wonl*  of  life ;  to  lead  mankind 
Back  from  the  wild  of  j?mU  and  brink  of  wo 
To  Tirtue*s  house  and  fomily  ;  failh,  liopo, 
And  joy  to  implre ;  to  warm  the  soul 
With  love  to  God  and  man ;  to  cbcer  the  aid^ 
To  fix  the  doubting,  rouse  the  looiaruid  heart ; 
The  wanderinjc  lo  restore ;  to  Bprcitd  with  down 
The  thorny  bed  of  death  ;  console  the  fKjtir, 
Departing  mind,  and  aid  i!*  lingering  n  mg. 

To  him  her  choi(*c«t  pages  Truth  expands, 
Unceaaing,  where  the  soul-en  trancing  scenea 
Po«ck  fiction  U>a*ra  are  real  nil : 
Where  beauty,  novi?Ity,  and  grundcor  w^ar 
Superior  charm*,  and  moral  worLU  unfolu 
Sublimitica  transporting  and  divine. 

Not  all  the  atenea  Philosophy  ean  bo,i*t, 
Though  them  with  noMi*T  trutba  he  eea>w'T**«H  bleftiti^ 
Compare  with  these  They ,  a«  tbpy  found  1  he  mind. 
Still  leave  it ;  more  inforraM,  but  no!  mnn^  wiae, 
Tbe^  wiser,  nolder,  better,  make  Ihe  man, 

Thu«  every  happy  mean  of  aid  id  gc»od 
His  life,  hU  studk«>  and  profetwon  viidd. 
With  motivea  hourly  new,  edcb  rolling  J  jy 
AUuxea,  through  wiwlom**  pstb  and  truth".*  fiiirfiald, 
Hia  feet  to  y  under  aki^^     Befof%^  hiui  beav«n 
Shmea  bright,  the  scope  subiime  of  aJl  hi*  pravera 
The  meed  of  every  sorrow,  pain,  and  toU 
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THE  COUNTRY  SCHOOLMASTER.* 

Whsrs  yonder  homble  spire  nlutee  the  eye. 
Its  vane  Blow-turning  in  the  liquid  eky, 
Where,  in  light  gambolB,  healthy  striplinge  iport, 
Ambitious  learning  builds  her  outer  court ; 
A  g^mve  preceptor,  there,  her  usher  stands, 
And  rules  without  a  rod  her  little  bands. 
Borne  half-grown  sprigs  of  learning  graced  his  brow : 
liittle  he  knew,  though  much  he  wished  to  know ; 
Biu'hantcd  hung  o'er  Virgil's  honey'd  lay, 
And  smiled  to  see  desipient  Horace  play ; 
(ih'anM  scraps  of  Greek ;  and,  curious,  traced  afar, 
Through  Pope's  clear  glass  the  bright  Meonian  star. 
Vet  oft  his  students  at  his  wisdom  stared. 
For  many  a  student  to  his  side  repair'd ; 
:<urprirted,  they  heard  him  Di  lworth's  knots  untie. 
An  1  tell  what  lands  beyond  the  Atlantic  lie. 

Many  his  faults  ;  his  virtues  small  and  few ; 
8ome  little  good  he  did,  or  strove  to  do ; 
[<a1>arious  still,  he  taught  the  early  mind, 
And  urged  to  manners  meek  and  thoughts  rcftnod; 
Truth  ho  impressed,  and  every  virtue  praised ; 
While  infant  eyes  in  wondering  silence  gazed ; 
The  worth  of  time  would  day  by  day  unfold, 
And  tell  them  every  hour  was  made  of  gold. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  ALt 

Now  near  the  burning  domes  the  squadrons  stood, 
Their  breasts  impatient  for  the  scenes  of  blood : 
On  every  face  a  death-like  glimmer  sate. 
The  unbiess'd  harbinger  of  instant  fate,      [spires. 
High  through  the  gloom,  in  pale  and  dr^idful 
Rose  the  long  terrors  of  the  dark-red  fires ; 
i       Torches,  and  torrent  sparks,  by  whirlwinds  driven, 
I       StreaniM  through  the  smoke,  and  fired  the  clouded 
i  hi*avcn ; 

i       Afl  oft  tali  turrets  sunk,  with  rushing  sound, 
I       Broad  flames  burst  forth,  and  sweep  the  ethereal 
round ; 
The  bright  expansion  lightcn'd  all  the  scene. 
And  doe|)cr  shadows  lengthen'd  o'er  the  green. 
Loud  through  the  walls,  that  cast  a  golden  gleanv 
Crown'd  with  tall  pyramids  of  bending  flame. 
As  thunders  rumble  down  the  darkening  vales, 
Roird  tlie  deep,  solemn  voice  of  rushing  gales : 
The  bands,  ailmiring,  saw  the  wondrous  sight. 
And  cx{>cctation  trembled  for  the  fight 

At  once  the  sounding  clarion  breathed  alarms ; 
Wide  from  the  forest  burst  the  flash  of  arms ; 
Thick  gli'am'd  the  helms ;  and  o'er  astonish'd  fields, 
Like  thouHand  meteors  rose  the  flame-bright  shields. 
In  gloomy  pomp,  to  furious  combat  roU'd    [gold ; 
Ranks  nheath'd  in  mail,  and  chiefs  in  glimmering 
In  floating  lustre  bounds  the  dim-seen  steed. 
And  cars  unfinishM,  swift  to  cars  succeed : 
From  all  the  host  ascends  a  daik-red  glare. 
Here  in  full  blaze,  in  distant  twinklings  there ;. 

•  FrAm  **  areeafield  HUI." 

f  Tliin  »  nd  the  Uir«e  (bllowbiff  eztraets  art  flrom  **  The 
Oonqont  nfCansaB." 


Slow  waves  the  dreadful  light,  as  roand  the  i 
Night's  solemn  blasts  with  deep  confonon  rov: 
So  rush'd  the  footsteps  of  the  embattled  trmiiiy 
And  send  an  awful  murmur  o'er  the  plain. 

Tall  in  the  opposing  van,  bold  Irav  stood. 
And  bid  the  clarion  sound  the  voice  of  blood. 
Loud  blew  the  trumpet  on  the  sweeping  gales, 
Rock'd  the  deep  groves,  and  echoed  round  the  vales : 
A  ceaseless  murmur  all  the  concave  fills. 
Waves  through  the  quivering  camp,  and  trcmhlci 

o'er  the  hills. 
High  in  the  gloomy  blaze  the  standards  flew ; 
The  impatient  youth  his  bumiith'd  falchion  drew; 
Ten  thousand  swords  his  eager  bands  display'd. 
And  crimson  terrors  danced  on  every  blade. 
With  equal  rage,  the  bold,  Hazorian  train 
Pour'd  a  wide  deluge  o'er  the  shadowy  plain ; 
Loud  roKC  the  songs  of  war.  loud  clang'd  the  shields. 
Dread  shouts  of  vengeance  shook  the  shaddering 

fields; 
With  mingled  din,  shrill,  martial  music  rings, 
And  swift  to  combat  each  fierce  hero  springs. 
So  broad,  and  dark,  a  midnight  storm  ascends. 
Bursts  on  the  main,  and  trembling  nature  rends ; 
The  red  foam  bums,  the  watery  mountains  rise. 
One  deep,  unmeasured  thunder  heaves  the  skies ; 
The  bark  drives  lonely ;  shivering  aAd  foriom. 
The  poor,  sad  sailors  wish  the  lingering  mom : 
Not  with  less  fury  rush'd  the  vengeful  train ; 
Not  with  less  tumult  roar'd  the  embattled  plain. 
Now  in  the  oak's  black  shade  they  fought  conceal'd ; 
And  now  they  shouted  throt%h  the  open  field ; 
The  long,  pale  splendours  of  the  curling  flame 
Cast  o'er  their  polish'd  arms  a  Uvid  gleam  ; 
An  umbor'd  lustre  floated  round  their  way, 
And  lighted  falchions  to  the  fierce  affray. 
Now  the  swift  chariots  'gainst  the  stubborn  oak 
Dash'd ;  and  the  earth  renschoes  to  the  shock. 
From  shade  to  shade  the  forms  tremendous  stream. 
And  their  arms  flash  a  momentary  flamo. 
Mid  hollow  tombs  as  flocts  an  airy  train. 
Lost  in  the  skies,  or  faduig  o'er  tlie  p}ain ; 
So  visionary  shapes,  around  the  fight, 
Shoot  through  the  gloom,  and  vanish  from  the  sight ; 
Through  twiUght  paths  the  maddening  coonen 

bound, 
The  shrill  swords  crack,the  clashing  shields  resoondi 
There,  lost  in  grandeur,  might  the  eye  behoM 
The  dark-red  glimmerings  of  the  steel  and  gold ; 
The  chief;  the  steed ;  the  nimbly-rushing  gar; 
And  all  the  horrors  of  the  gloomy  war. 
Here  the  thick  clouds,  with  purple  lustre  bri^t, 
Spread  o'er  the  long,  long  host,  and  gradual  muX 

in  night ; 
Here  half  the  world  was  wrapp'd  in  rolling  fires. 
And  dreadful  valleys  sunk  between  the  spires. 
Swift  ran  bUick  forms  across  the  livid  flame. 
And  oaks  waved  slowly  in  the  trcmltling  beam: 
Loud  rose  the  mingled  noise ;  with  hollow  sonnd. 
Deep  rolling  whirlwinds  roar,  and  thundering 

flames  resound. 
As  drives  a  blast  along  the  midnight  heath, 
Rush'd  raging  Irad  on  the  scenes  ci"  death ; 
High  o'er  his  shoulder  gleam'd  Lbbimndish'dhlede, 
Ai^  scatter'd  ruin  round  the  twilight  shade. 
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lO  oo  a  giant  hero's  fweepmg.car 
)  poiir'd  tlie  tempest  of  reaistiess  war; 
■  tirinkliiig  lance  the  heathen  raised  on  high, 
id  hnrlM  it,  fruitless,  through  the  gloomy  sky  ; 
om  the  bold  yooth  the  maddening  coursers  wheel, 
idiM  by  the  ▼engeance  of  his  slaughtering  steel ; 
vixt  two  tall  oaks  the  helpless  chief  they  drew ; 
le  shrill  car  dash'd  ;  the  crack'd  wheels  rattling 

flew ; 
iish*d  in  his  arms,  to  rise  he  strove  in  vain, 
id  lay  unpitied  on  the  dreary  plain. 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  SELIMA. 

Caxst  thou  forget,  when,  call*d  from  southern 

bowers, 
Te  tuned  the  groves,  and  spring  awaked  the 

flowers, 
tw,  loosed  from  slumbers  by  the  morning  ray, 
rr  balmy  plains  we  bent  our  frequent  way  1 
I  thy  fond  arm,  with  pleasing  gaze,  I  hung, 
d  heard  sweet  music  murmur  o*cr  thy  tongue; 
nd  lock'd  in  hand,  with  gentle  ardour  pressed, 
ar*d  soft  emotions  through  the  heaving  breast ; 
magic  transport  heart  with  heart  entwined, 
d  in  sweet  languor  lost  the  melting  mind. 
T  was  then  thy  voice,  attuned  to  wisdom's  lay, 
Dw'd  fairer  worlds,  and  traced  the  immortal  way ; 
virtoe^s  pleasing  paths  my  footsteps  tried, 
r  sweet  companion  and  my  skilful  guide ; 
JMMigh  varied  knowledge  taught  my  mind  to  soar, 
irch  hidden  truths,  and  new-found  walks  explore : 
hile  still  the  tale,  by  nature  learn'd  to  rove, 
d,  unperceivcd,  to  scenes  of  happy  love. 
lU  weak  and  lost,  the  faltering  converse  fell, 
id  eyes  duscloswd  what  eyes  alone  could  tell ; 
rapturous  tumult  batle  the  passions  roll, 
I'l  ppiike  the  livinpf  lanj^uaerc  of  the  rouI. 
ith  wliat  fond  ho[)0.  through  many  a  blissful  hour, 
e  save  the  soul  to  fancy's  pleasinc^  power ; 
*-t  in  the  raajpc  of  that  sweet  employ 
'  buiul  ;ray  scenes,  and  fashion  future  joy  ! 
e  saw  mild  poa^c  o'er  fair  Canaan  rise, 
id  jihower  her  pleasures  from  benignant  skies. 
I  airy  hills  our  happy  mansion  rose, 
ilt  but  for  joy.  nor  room  rescr\'ed  for  woes. 
!ind  the  calm  solitude,  wilii  ceaseless  song, 
ft  rolfd  domestic  ecstasy  along : 
•f»>t  as  the  sleep  of  inno<*ence,  the  day, 

rafitures  numhorM,  liuhliy  danct'd  away  : 
»  love,  to  bli>s.  the  hlend»'d  soul  was  given, 
id  earh.  too  happy,  ask'd  no  brighter  heaven. 
•t  then,  even  then,  my  trembling  thoughts  would 

rove, 
»i1  steal  an  hour  from  Is  An,  and  from  love, 
irouzh  dread  futurity  all  anxious  roam. 
1.1  cast  a  mournful  glance  on  ills  to  come.  .  .  . 
And  must  the  hours  in  ceaseless  anguish  roll! 
1st  no  soft  sunshine  cheer  my  clouded  soul  1 
an?  rharra  around  me  brightest  scenes,  in  vain, 
id  youth's  angelic  visions  wake  to  pain  1 
rorne  onc<^  more;  with  fond  endearments  come! 
u#i  the  cold  prison  of  the  sullen  tomb ; 


Through  fiivourite  walks  thy  chosen  maid  attend. 
Where  well  known  shades  for  thee  their  branches 

bend; 
Shed  the  sweet  poison  from  thy  speaking^  eye. 
And  look  those  raptures  lifeless  words  deny ! 
Still  be  the  tale,  rehearsed,  that  ne'er  could  tire. 
But,  told  each  eve,  fresh  pleasure  could  inspire ; 
Still  hoped  those  scenes  which  love  and  fancy  drew, 
But,  drawn  a  thousand  times,  were  ever  new ! 

Again  all  bright  shall  glow  the  morning  beam. 
Again  soft  suns  dissolve  the  frozen  stream. 
Spring  call  young  breezes  from  the  southern  skies, 
And,  clothed  in  splendour,  flowery  millions  rise- 
In  vain  to  thee!    No  mom's  indulgent  niy 
Warms  the  cold  mansion  of  thy  slumbering  clay 
No  mild,  ethereal  gale,  with  tepid  wing. 
Shall  fan  thy,  locks,  or  waft  approaching  spring : 
Unfelt,  unknown,  shall  breathe  the  rich  perfume. 
And  unheard  music  wave  around  thy  tomb. 

A  cold,  dumb,  dead  repose  invests  thee  round ; 
Still  as  a  void,  ere  Nature  form'd  a  sound. 
O'er  thy  dark  region,  pierced  by  no  kind  ray. 
Slow  roll  the  long,  oblivious  hours  away. 
In  these  wide  walks,  this  solitary  round. 
Where  the  pale  moonbeam  lights  the  glimmering 

ground,  • 

At  each  sad  turn,  I  view  thy  spirit  come. 
And  glide,  half-seen,  behind  a  neighbouring  tomb; 
With  visionary  hand,  forbid  my  stay. 
Look  o'er  the  grave,  and  beckon  me  away. 


PREDICTION  TO   JOSHUA   RELATIVE 
TO   AMERICA. 

Far  o'er  yon  azure  main  thy  view  extend. 
Where  seas  and  skies  in  blue  confusion  blend : 
Lo,  there  a  mighty  realm,  by  Heaven  design'd 
The  last  retreat  for  poor,  oppress'd  mankind  ; 
Form'd  with  that  pomp  which  marks  the  hand 

divine,  * 

And  clothes  yon  vault  where  worlds  unnumber'd 

shine. 
Here  spacious  plains  in  solemn  grandeur  spread, 
Here  cloudy  forests  cast  eternal  shade ; 
Rich  valleys  wind,  the  sky-tall  mountains  brave, 
And  inland  seas  for  commerce  spread  the  wave. 
With  nobler  floods  the  sea-like  rivers  roll. 
And  fairer  lustre  purples  round  the  pole. 
Here,  warm'd  by  happy  suns,  gay  mines  unfold 
The  useful  iron  and  the  lasting  gold ; 
Pure,  changing  gems  in  silence  leani  to  glow, 
And  mock  the  splendours  of  the  covenant  bow. 
On  countless  hills,  by  savage  footsteps  tnxl. 
That  smile  to  see  the  future  harACst  nod. 
In  glad  succession  plants  unnumber'd  bloom, 
And  flowers  unnumber'd  breathe  a  rich  ^crtume. 
Hence  life  once  more  a  length  of  days  shall  claim. 
And  health,  reviving,  light  her  puqile  flame. 
Far  from  all  realms  this  world  imperial  lies. 
Seas  roll  lietween,  and  threat'ning  tempests  rise. 
Alike  removed  beyond  ambition's  pale. 
And  the  bold  pinions  of  the  venturous  sail ; 
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Till  circling  years  the  destined  period  bring, 
And  a  new  Mosss  lift  the  daring  wing. 
Through  trackless  seas  an  unknown  flight  explores, 
And  hails  a  new  Canaan's  promised  shores. 
On  yon  far  strand  behold  that  little  train 
Ascending  venturous  o*er  the  unmeasured  main ; 
No  dangers  fright,  no  ills  the  course  delay ; 
*Tis  virtue  prompts,  and  God  directs  the  way. 
Speed — speed,  ye  sons  of  truth !  let  Heaven  befriend. 
Lot  an^eU  waft  you,  and  let  peace  attend. 
O  !  smile,  thou  sky  serene  ;  ye  storms,  retire ; 
And  airs  of  Eden  every  sail  inspire. 
Swift  o'er  the  main  behold  the  canvass  fly. 
And  faile  and  fade  beneath  the  farthest  sky ; 
Sec  verdant  fields  the  changing  waste  unfold ; 
Sec  sudden  harvests  dress  the  plains  in  gold ; 
In  lofty  walls  the  moving  rocks  ascend. 
And  dancinq^  woods  to  spires  and  temples  bend.  .  . 
Here  empire's  last  and  brightest  throne  shall  rise. 
And  Peace,  and  Right,  and  Freedom  greet  the 

skies; 
To  mom's  far  realms  her  trading  ships  shall  sail'. 
Or  lift  their  canvass  to  the  evening  gale: 
In  wisdom's  walks  her  sons  ambitious  soar, 
I'read  starry  fields,  and  untried  scenes  explore. 
And',  hark!  what  strange,  what  solemn  breaking 

strain 
Swells,  wildly  murmuring,  o'er  the  far,  far  main ! 
Down  Time's  long,  lessening  vale  the  notes  decay. 
And,  lost  in  distant  ages,  roll  away. 


EVENING  AFTER  A  BATTLE. 

Abovk  tall  western  hills,  the  light  of  day 
Shot  far  the  splendours  of  his  golden  ray ; 
Dris^ht  from  the  storm,  with  tenfold  grace  he  smiled. 
The  tumult  softcn'd,  and  the  world  grew  mild. 
With  pomp  transcendent,  robed  in  heavenly  dyes, 
Arch'd  the  clear  rainbow  round  the  orient  skies ; 
Its  changeless  form,  its  hues  of  beam  divine- 
Fair  ty|)e  of  fl%th  and  beauty— endless  shine 
Around  the  expanse,  with  thousand  splendours  rare; 
Gay  clouds  sail  wanton  through  the  kindling  air; 
From  shade  to  shade  un numbered  tinctures  blend, 
Unnurnlwr'd' forms  of  wondrous  light  extend; 
In  pride  stupendo\is,  glittering  walls  aspire. 
Graced  with  bright  domes,  and  crown'd  with  towers 

of  fire; 
On  clifls  cliflfs  bum ;  o'er  mountains  mountains  roll: 
A  burst  of  glory  spreads  from  pole  to  pole : 
Rapt  with  the  splendour,  every  songster  sings. 
Tops  the  high  bough,  and  claps  his  glistening  wings; 
With  new-bom  green  reviving  nature  blooms,  ■ 
And  sweeter  fragrance  freshening  air  perfumes. 

Far  south  the  storm  withdrew  its  troubled  reign, 
rfescending  twilight  dimm'd  the  dusky  plain ; 
Black  night  arose ,  her  curtains  hid  the  ground : 
Less  roar*d,  and  less,  the  thunder's  solemn  sound ; 
The  bended  lightning  shot  a  brighter  stream, 
Or  wrapp'd  all  heaven  in  one  wide,  mantling  flame ; 
By  turns,  o'er  plains,  and  woods,  and  moulitains 

spread 
Fsint,  yellow  glimmerings,  and  a  deeper  shade. 


From  parting  clouds,  the  moon  outrbieakingahonfl^ 
And  sate,  sole  empress,  on  her  silver  throne ; 
In  clear,  full  beauty,  round  all  nature  smiled. 
And  claimed,  o'er  heaven  and  earth,  dominion  mild; 
With  humbler  glory,  stars  her  court  attend. 
And  bless'd;  and  union'd,  silent  lustre  blend. 


COLUMBIA. 

Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise. 
The  queen  of  the  world  and  the  child  of  the  dues; 
Thy  genius  commands  thee ;  with  rapture  behoM, 
While  ages  on  ages  thy  splendours  unfold. 
Thy  reign  is  the  last  and  the  noblest  of  time ; 
Most  fruitful  thy  soil,  most  inviting  thy  clime ; 
Let  the  crimes  of  the  east  ne'er  encrimson  thy  name ; 
Be  freedom  and  science,  and  virtue  thy  fame. 

To  conquest  and  slaughter  let  Europe  aspire ; 
Whclqp  nations  in  blood  and  wrap  cities  in  fire; 
Thy  heroes  the  rights  of  mankind  shall  defend, 
And  triumph  pursue  them,  and  glory  attend. 
A  world  is  thy  realm ;  for  a  world  be  thy  laws, 
Enlarged  as  thine  empire,  and  just  as  thy  cause; 
On  Freedom's  broad  basis  that  empire  shall  rise. 
Extend  with  the  main,  and  dissolve  with  the  skies. 

Fair  Science  her  gates  to  thy  sons  shall  unbar. 
And  the  east  see  thy  morn  hide  the  beams  of  her 

star; 
New  bards  and  new  sages,  unrivall'd,  shall  soar 
To  fame,  unextinguish'd  when  time  is  no  more; 
To  thee,  the  last  refuge  of  virtue  design'd. 
Shall  fly  from  all  nations  the  best  of  mankind ; 
Here,  grateful,  to  Heaven  with  transport  shall  bring 
Their  incense,  more  firagrant  than  odours  of  spring. 

Nor  less  shall  thy  fair  ones  to  glory  ascend. 
And  genius  and  beauty  in  harmony  blend ; 
The  graces  of  form  shall  awake  pure  desire. 
And  the  charms  of  the  soul  ever  cherish  the  fire; 
Their  sweetness  unminglcd,  their  manners  refined. 
And  virtue's  bright  image  enstamp*4  on  the  mind, 
With  peace  and*8oft  rapture  shall  teach  life  to  glow. 
And  light  up  a  smile  in  the  aspect  of  wo. 

Thy  fleets  to  all  regions  thy  power  shall  display, 
The  nations  admire,  and  the  ocean  obey ; 
Each  shore  to  thy  glory  its  tribute  unfold, 
And  the  east  and  the  south  yield  their  spices  and 

gold. 
As  the  day-spring  unbounded,  thy  splendour  dudl 

flow. 
And  earth's  little  kingdoms  before  thee  shall  bow. 
While  the  ensigns  of  union,  in  triumph  unfuri'd. 
Hush  the  tumult  of  war,  and  give  peace  to  the  world. 

Thus,  as  down  a  lone  valley,  with  cedars  o'erspread, 
From  war's  dread  confusion  I  pensively  stray'd— • 
The  gloom  from  the  face  of  fair  heaven  retired. 
The  winds  ceased  to  murmur,  the  thunders  expired , 
Perfumes,  as  of  Eden,  flow'd  sweetly  along. 
And  a  voice,  as  of  angels,  enchantingly  song :    . 
«  Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise, 
The  queen  of  the  world,  and  the  child  of  the  skiesu** 


DAVID    HUMPHREYS. 


fBonilTSS.    DM  1818.] 


Datid  HrxPHRETR,  LL.D^  was  the  son  of  a 
Congrrgational  clergyman,  at  Derby,  in  Con- 
aecticut,  where  he  was  born  in  1753.  He  was 
E«lacated  at  Yale  College,  with  D wight,  Tbum- 
iLLL,  and  Barlow,  and  soon  after  being  gradu- 
rtfd,  in  1771,  joined  the  revolutionary  army, 
lader  Greneral  Parsoxs,  with  the  rank  of  cap- 
ain.  He  was  for  several  years  attached  to  the 
taff  of  General  Pctjtam,  and  in  1780  was  ap- 
lointed  aid-de-camp  to  General  Washiicgto^t, 
rith  the  rank  of  colonel.  He  continued  in  the 
oilitary  family  of  the  commander-in-chief  until 
lie  close  of  the  war,  enjoying  his  friendship  and 
onfidence,  and  aflerwanl  accompanied  him  to 
lount  Vernon,  where  he  remained  until  1784, 
rhen  he  went  abroad  with  Fraxklint,  Adams, 
nd  Jeppersox,  who  were  appointed  commis- 
ioners  to  negotiate  treaties  of  commerce  with 
nrign  powers,  as  their  secretary  of  legation.* 
loon  after  his  return  to  the  United  States,  in 
786,  he  was  elected  by  the  citizens  of  his  native 
iwn  a  member  of  the  Legislature  of  Connecticut, 
nd  by  that  body  was  appointed  to  command  a 
rg;iment  to  be  raised  by  order  of  the  national 
oveinment.  On  receiving  his  commission.  Co- 
rnel HcMPBRETS  established  his  head-quarters 
nd  recruiting  rendezvous  at  Hartford ;  and  there 
i^newed  his  intimacy  with  his  old  friends  Trum- 
VLL  aii'l  BiflLow,  with  whom,  and  Doctor 
jR'nrEL  Hopkins,  he  cnf^ged  in  writing  the 
Ariarrhiad."  a  p<ilitical  satire,  in  imitation  of  the 
Kjlliad."  a  work  attributed  to  Shehidax  and 
ih'rs.  which  he  had  seen  in  London.  He  rc- 
iin<^d  hi-i  rommi'^sion  until  the  suppression  of 
he  in>urre('ti.jn  in  1787,  and  in  the  following 
car  arroj.itd  an  invitation  to  visit  Mount  Vernon, 
iht're  ho  rontinued  to  resiile  until  he  was  ap- 
»i»int;d  minister  to  Portugal,  in  1790.  He  re- 
li.iri'd  in  Lisbon  seven  years,  at  the  end  of 
k iiiili  p/riiKl  lie  was  transferred  to  the  court  of 
Tidrid,  ami  in  1802.  when  Mr.  Pincknf.t  was 
lid  ^  minister  to  Spain,  returned  to  the  United 
5tit.-:<.  From  180U  to  1812,  he  devoted  his 
ttenii,)n  to  a^rricultural  and  manufacturint?  pur- 
uit'*;  and  on  the  hrcakins;  out  of  the  seeond  war 


•  In  a  I'lrer  to  |>»»rfor  Franki.ix,  written  soon  aAer 
S#  ar>p»>intiiirnt  of  IlrM^nnrvs  to  this  office,  General 
ViiHiNCTitM,  nivd:  '•  llisi  7.eiil  in  the  ratise  of  h\» 
oniitry.  hi*  fi«o<t  pen^e,  pnnhrnrp,  and  nttachnienl  to 
n».  h^v.'  rendered  him  d»'.ir  to  ine  ;  and  I  persuade  my- 
elf  yoo  will  find  no  confidence  w  hich  you  may  think 
»»r.per  t«»  retKwe  in  him,  n)i>»|»I.ired.  He  i>os<eiise9  an 
icrll«nt  heart,  rood  natural  and  acquired  ahilitieo,  and 
terlinr  Intesriljr,  a«  well  a«  nohriety,  and  nn  ohiieini; 
livpfwitlofi.  K  fnll  ronvlction  of  hid  pofneiifinK  all  ihet»n 
|a«»4i|aalliie«  iiMk«t  me  len  ncnipiilouii  of  recommend- 
nf  Mm  lo  jtmr  patronage  and  friendchip.*'— Sparks's 
li/k^  ITmMkiugtvn,  vol.  iz.  p.  46. 


iK^ith  Great  Britain,  was  appointed  commander  of 
the  militia  of  Connecticut,  with  the  rank  of  bri- 
gadier-general. His  public  sefvices  terminated 
with  the  limitation  of  that  appointment  He 
died  at  New  Haven,  on  the  twenty-first  day  of 
February,  1818,  in  the  sixty-fifUi  year  of  his  agp. 
The  principal  poems  of  Colonel  Humphrkts 
are  an  "Address  to  the  Armies  of  the  United 
States,"  written  in  1772,  while  he  was  in  the 
army ;  "  A  Poem  on  the  Happiness  of  America," 
written  during  his  residence  in  London  and  Paris, 
as  secretary  of  legation ;  "  The  Widow  of  Mala- 
bar, or  The  Tyranny  of  Custom,  a  Tragedy,  imi- 
tated from  the  French  of  M.  Le  Mierre,"  writ- 
ten at  Mount  Vernon;  and  a  "Poem  on  Agri- 
culture," written  while  he  was  minister  at  the 
court  of  Lisbon.  The  "Address  to  the  ^rmies 
of  the  United  States"  passed  through  many  edi- 
tions in  this  country  and  in  Europe,  and  was 
translated  into  the  French  language  by  the  Mar- 
quis de  Chastellux,  and  favourably  noticed  in 
the  Parisian  gazettes.  *  The  "  Poem  on  the  Hap- 
piness of  America"  was  reprinted  nine  times  in 
three  years;  and  the  "Widow  of  Malabar*'  is 
said,  in  the  dedication  of  it  to  the  author  of 
"McFingal,"  to  have  met  with  "extraordinary 
success"  on  the  staj^.  The  "  Miscellaneous  Works 
of  Colonel  Humphreys"  were  published  in  an 
octavo  volume,  in  New  York,  in  1790,  and  again 
in  1804.  The  Works  contain,  besides  the  author's 
poems,  an  interesting  Inography  of  his  early  friend 
and  commander.  General  Putnam,  and  several 
orations  and  otlier  prose  compositions.  Tliey 
are  devVatedtothe  Dukede  RoeiiEForcAULT.who 
had  been  his  intimate  friend  in  France.  In  the 
dedication  he  savs :  "In  presenting  for  your 
amusement  the  trifles  which  have  been  composed 
during  my  leisure  hours,  I  assume  nothing  be- 
yond the  negative  merit  of  not  liaving  ever  writ- 
ten any  thing  unfavourable  to  the  interest-^  of  re- 
ligion, humanity,  and  virtue."  He  seems  to  have 
aimed  only  at  an  elegant  mediocrity,  and  his 
pieces  arc  generally  simple  and  correct,  in  thought 
and  language.  He  was  one  of  the  "  four  hards 
with  Scripture  names,"  satirized  in  some  verses 
published  in  London,  commencing 


*  David  nnd  Jonathan,  Joel  and  Timotliy, 
Over  the  water,  set  up  ihe  hymn  of  ihc"- 


etc, 


and  is  generally  classed  among  the  "  j)or»ts  of  the 
Revolution."  The  popularity  he  enjoyed  while 
he  lived,  and  his  connection  with  Tkimiii  lt,, 
lUuLow,  and  Dwkjut,  justify  tlie  introductio  i 
of  a  sketch  of  his  history  and  writings  into  this 
volume.  The  following  extracts  exhibit  his  style. 
The  first  alludes  to  the  departure  of  tne  British 
fleet  from  New  York.  _ . 
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DAVID  HUMPHREYS. 


ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 

E'E!r  now,  from  half  the  threaten'd  horrora  freed, 
See  from  our  shores  the  lessening  sails  recede ; 
See  the  proud  flags  that,  to  the  wind  unfurled, 
Waved  in  proud  triumph  round  a  vanquish'd  world, 
Inglorious  fly  ;  and  see  their  haggard  crew. 
Despair,  shame,  rage,  and  iufainy  pursue. 

Hail,  heaven-born  peace !  thy  grateful  blessings  pour 
On  this  glad  land,  and  round  the  peopled  shore ; 
Thine  are  the  joys  that  gild  the  happy  scene, 
Propitious  days,  and  happy  nights  serene  ; 
With  thee  gay  Pleasure  frolics  o'er  the  plain, 
And  smiling  Plenty  leads  the  prosperous  train. 

Then,  O  blest  land !  with  genius  unconflned, 
With  polish'd  manners,  and  the  illumined  mind. 
Thy  future  race  on  daring  wing  shall  soar, 
Each  science  trace,  and  all  the  arts  explore. 
Till  bright  religion,  beckoning  to  the  skies, 
Shall  bid  thy  sons  to  endless  glory  rise. 


WESTERN  EMIGRATION. 

With  all  that 's  ours,  together  let  us  rise. 
Seek  brighter  plains,  and  piore  indulgent  skies ; 
Where  fair  Ohio  rolls  his  amber  tide. 
And  nature  blossoms  in  her  virgin  pride; 
Where  all  that  Beauty's  hand  can  form  to  please 
Shall  crown  the  toils  of  war  with  rural  ease. 

The  shady  coverts  and  the  sunny  hills. 
The  gentle  lapse  of  ever-murmuring  rills. 
The  soft  repose  amid  the  noontide  bowers, 
The  evening  walk  among  the  blushing  flowers. 
The  fragrant  groves,  that  yield  a  sweet  perfume, 
And  vernal  glories  in  perpetual  bloom 
Await  you  there ;  and  heaven  shall  bless  the  toil ; 
Your  own  the  produce,  and  your  own  the  soil. 

There,  free  from  envy,  cankering  care  and  strife, 
Flow  the  calm  pleasures  of  domestic  life ; 
There  mutual  friendship  soothes  each  placid  breast : 
Blest  in  themselves,  and  in  each  other  blest 
From  house  to  house  the  social  glee  extends. 
For  friends  in  war  in  peace  are  doubly  friends. 

There  cities  rise,  and  spiry  towns  increase, 
With  gilded  domes  and  every  art  of  peace. 
There  Cultivation  shall  extend  his  power. 
Rear  the  green  blade,  and  nurse  the  tender  flower; 
Make  the  fair  villa  in  full  splendours  smile, 
And  robe  with  verdure  all  the  genial  soiL 
There  shall  rich  Commerce  court  the  favouring  gales, 
And  wondering  wilds  admire  the  passing  sails. 
Where  the  bold  ships  the  stormy  Huron  brave. 
Where  wild  Ontario  rolls  the  whitening  wave. 
Where  fair  Ohio  his  purs  current  pours. 
And  Mississippi  laves  the  extended  shores. 
And  thou  Supreme !  whose  hand  sustains  this  ball, 
Before  whose  nod  the  nations  rise  and  fall, 
Propitious  smile,  and  shed  diviner  charms 
On  this  blest  land,  the  queen  of  arts  and  arms ; 
Make  the  great  empire  rise  on  wisdom's  plan. 
The  seat  of  bliss,  and  last  retreat  of  man. 


AMERICAN  WINTER. 

Tuns  doubling  clouds  the  wintry  skies  deform, 
And,  wrapt  in  vapour,  comes  the  joaring  storm; 
With  snows  surcharged,  from  tops  of  mountaim 

sails. 
Loads  leafless  trees,  and  fills  the  whitenM  vales.    ■ 
Then  Desolation  strips  the  faded  plains, 
Then  tyrant  Death  o'er  vegetation  reigns; 
The  birds  of  heaven  to  other  climes  repair, 
And  deepening  glooms  invade  the  turbid  air.  • 
Nor  then,  unjoyous,  winter's  rigours  come. 
But  find  them  happy  and  content  with  home; 
Their  granaries  fill'd — the  task  of  culture  post 
Warm  at  th^ir  fire,  they  hear  the  howling  blast, 
While  pattering  rain  and  snow,  or  driving  sleet, 
Rave  idly  loud,  and  at  their  window  beat : 
Safe  from  its  rage,  regardless  of  its  roar. 
In  vain  the  tempest  rattles  at  the  door. 
'Tis  then  the  time  from  hoarding  cribs  to  fised 
The  ox  laborious,  and  the  noble  steed ; 
'Tis  then  the  time  to  tend  the  bleating  fold. 
To  strew  with  litter,  and  to  fence  from  cold. 
The.  cattle  fed,  the  fuel  piled  within. 
At  setting  day  the  blissful  hours  b^n ; 
'Tis  then,  sole  owner  of  his  little  cot. 
The  farmer  feels  his  independent  lot ; 
Hears,  with  the  crackling  blaze  that  lights  the  wal^ 
The  voice  of  gladness  and  of  nature  call; 
Beholds  his  children  play,  their  mother  smile. 
And  tastes  with  them  the  fruit  of  summer's  tofl. 
From  stormy  heavens  the  mantling  clouds  unroird» 
The  sky  is  bright,  the  air  serenely  cold. 
The  keen  north-west,  that  heaps  the  drifted  niow% 
For  months  entire  o'er  frozen  regions  blows ; 
Man  braves  his  blast ;  his  gelid  breath  inhales. 
And  feels  more  vigorous  as  the  frost  prevails. 


REVOLUTIONARY  SOLDIERS. 

O,  WHAT  avails  to  trace  the  fate  of  war 
Through  fields  of  blood,  and  paint  each  gloriooi 

scar! 
Why  should  the  strain  your  former  woes  recall^ 
The  tears  that  .wept  a  friend's  or  brother's  &U, 
When  by  your  side,  first  in  the  adventurous  sdrifep 
He  dauntless  rush'd,  too  prodigal  of  life ! 
Enough  of  merit  has  each  honoured  name. 
To  shine  nntamish'd  on  the  rolls  of  frime. 
To  stand  the  example  of  each  distant  age, 
And  add  new  lustre  to  the  historic  page ; 
For  soon  their  deeds  illustrious  shall  be  shown 
In  breathing  bronze  or  animated  stone. 
Or  where  the  canvass,  starting  into  lifis. 
Revives  the  glories  of  the  crimson  strife. 
And  soon  some  bard  shall  tempt  the  untried  themeti 
Sing  how  we  dared,  in  fortune's  worst  extremes ; 
What  cruel  wrongs  the  indignant  patriot  boie^ 
What  various  ills  your  feeling  bosoms  tore. 
What  boding  terrors  gloom'd  the  threatening  hour. 
When  British  legions,  arm'd  with  death-like  pewer, 
Bade  desolation  mark  their  crimson'd  way. 
And  lured  the  savage  to  his  destined  i»rey. 


JOEL   BARLOW. 


[1loniI756«.    DM  1811.] 


K  aathor  of  the  **  Columbiad*'  was  bom  in 
llage  of  Reading,  in  Connecticut,  in  1755. 
as  the  youngest  in  a  family  of  ten,  and  his 

died  while  he  was  yet  a  child,  leaving  to 
iroperty  sufficient  only  to  defray  the  costs  of 
location.  On  the  completion  of  bis  prepara- 
■tiidies  he  was  placed  by  his  guardians  at 
Qouth  College,  but  was  soon  induced  to  re- 
to  New  Haven,  where  he  was  graduated,  in 
Among  his  friends  here  were  Dwioht, 
a  college  tutor.  Colonel  Humphhets,  a  re- 
onary  bard  of  some  reputation,  and  Trvm- 
.  the  author  of  "McFingal."  Barlow 
d  an  original  poem,  on  taking  his  bachelor's 
e,  which  is  preserved  in  the  "  American 
IS,"  printed  at  Litchfield  in  1793.  It  was 
rat  attempt  of  so  ambitious  a  character,  and 
■■es  little  merit.  During  the  vacations  of  the 
pe  he  had  on  several  occasions  joined  the 
,  in  which  four  of  his  brothers  were  serving ; 
te  participated  in  the  conflict  at  White  Plains, 
i  Dumber  of  minor  engagements,  in  which  he 
d  to  have  displayed  much  intrepidity, 
r  a  short  time  aher  completing  his  academic 
e,  Baklow  devoted  his  attention  chiefly  to 
iw ;  but  being  urged  by  his  friends  to  qualify 
i\£  for  the  office  of  chaplain,  he  undertook  the 

of  theology,  and  in  six  weeks  became  a 
!ed  minister.  He  joined  the  army  immediately, 
remained  with  it  until  the  establishment  of 
',  cultivating  the  while  hi.*?  taste  for  pootn',  by 
^.c:  patriotic  ponj^s  and  hallatls,  and  composinj^. 
rt.  his  "  Vision  of  Coiuinbus/*  afterward  ex- 
isl  into  tke '»rolunil)iad."  When  the  army 
]i*l»anded,  in  17H3,  he  removed  to  Hartford, 
"jsume  his  le^jal  ntiidios ;  and  to  add  to  his 
me  established  *•  Th»»  Mercun.',"  a  weekly 
te,  to  which  his  writings  eave  reputation  and 
mmediatc  circulation.  He  had  previou.sly 
ie^i  at  New  Haven  a  dan-^hter  of  the  Honour- 
Abraram  Balhwin,  and  hnd  lost  his  early 
m  and  friend,  the  Honourable  Tins  Hosmkr, 
horn  he  wrote  an  elejrant  elc^-.  In  1785  he 
admitted  to  the  bar.  and  in  the  same  year,  in 
)liance  with  the  ro^uest  of  an  asnociation  of 
»Teirational  mini'*ter>,  he  prej'arod  and  publish- 
i  enlarjreil  and  improved  edition  of  Watts's 
on  of  the  p!>u!ms,*  to  which  were  appended  a 


collection  of  hymns,  several  of  which  weie  written 
by  himself. 

*<  The  Vision  of  Columbus"  was  published  in 
1787.  It  was  dedicated  to  Louis  XVI.,  with 
strong  expressions  of  admiration  and  gratitude, 
and  in  the  poem  were  corresponding  passages  of 
applause;  but  Barlow's  feelings  toward  the 
amiable  and  unfortunate  monarch  appear  to  have 
changed  in  after  time,  for  in  the  "  Columbiad"  he  is 
coldly  alluded  to,  and  the  adulatory  lines  are  sup- 
pressed. The  "Vision  of  Columbus"  was  re- 
printed in  London  and  Paris,  and  was  generally 
noticed  favourably  in  the  reviews.  After  its  pub- 
lication the  author  relinquished  his  newspaper  and 
established  a  bookstore,  principally  to  sell  the 
poem  and  his  editipn  of  the  Psalms,  and  as  soon 
as  this  end  was  attained,  resumed  the  practice  of 
the  law.  In  this  he  was,  however,  unfortunate,  for 
his  forensic  abilities  were  not  of  the  most  popular 
description,  and  his  mind  was  too  much  devoted 
to  political  and  literary  subjects  to  admit  of  the 
application  to  study  and  attention  to  business 
necessary  to  secure  success.  He  was  engaged 
with  Colonel  Hum phrsts,  Johit  Trumbull,  and 
Dr.  Lexuil  Hopkihs,  a  man  of  some  wit,  of  the 
coarser  kind,  in  the  "  Anarchiad,"  a  satirical  poem 
published  at  Hartford,  which  had  considerable 
political  influence,  and  in  some  other  works  of 
a  similar  description ;  but,  obtaining  slight  pe- 
cuniary advantage  from  his  literary  labours,  ho 
was  induced  to  accept  a  foreign  agency  from 
the  "  Sciota  Land  Company,"  and  sailed  for  Eu- 
rope, with  his  family,  in  1788.  In  France  he 
sold  some  of  the  lands  held  by  this  association,  but 
deriving  little  or  no  personal  benefit  from  the  trans- 
actions, and  lH?coming  aware  of  the  fraudulent 
character  of  the  company,  he  relinquished  his 
agency  and  determined  to  rely  on  his  pen  for  support. 

who  aided  in  ihe  preparaiion  of  llie  Connpctinii  edition 
of  Watts,  s»'nl.*s  the  question  in  fivour  of  IUrlow 
The  followinp  is  il;e  versic)n  to  which  we  hnvo  allmied: 

THE    HABVLONMAN    CAITIVITV. 


Her  lr,-n'l. 
Th«  tun.ful  t.irf.  th.it 


Ir-  p  ■Ir^J'Oij.Jrnce  »fr4jr'J  ; 
;  »i  ;  rtuifiiibruic  m',— 
ll.Mm^  iniii<lcd  witli  tlie  Jeal. 


■<t\ce  w  rh  jny  wf  «'run<. 

■J  *;.  1  :nirli  iiMipifCil  liw  Uj, 


AuJ  <ro««ii.<  <  i»f  prol'in'l  Ml*  tciiou*  dajr. 

Our  ,.r.....l  r.,,,.rr^.  , 


)f  th?  p*a!ni«  oniitt**.!  hy    Watth  nnd    included  in   . 
dilU'n.  only  the  fnrtit>  «i2!tih  ami  one  hiin<ir<'d  and  1 
-«*-Vf riTh  wer.-  pnra;i!ir.'K.(i  l»y   Harlow.     Hi-s  ver-  i 
:»f  lh»»  litl.T  add.d  much  lu  hi"  repnlaljon,  and  has 
con^i'l-Ted   the  tin***!  lr:\ni«l  ition  of  the  wt»rds  of   | 
D  ifi.t  ha«  b.«»'M  writti-n,  lh«»ugh  thf y  htve  r»T»'iv«'d 
iriral  dre*i  from  iK»m*»  «■(  the  Itesl  port*  of  England    i 
Atu»'n«.a.     R»-(ently  lh.>   origin  of  ihiR   paraphrase   j 
Wrn  a  nuhjfct  of  ro:iir<tV'-riiy,  Init  a  inenioranduin 
J  ainung  the  papers  of  the  late  Judge  Trumbull, 


Wbile 
Bo'  hnvr. 


a  •'•IK  "f  7.i"li  cHiiT 


inknoim, 


l.«  ».cr.-»J  »i.tN«*iii'  raite  ? 

.  M.-rrl  Ui<  'lui  uf  (iraiw  ! 

.»*  tt.v  l..».'tv  iiMiie, 

■tl^o<  my  k.n.lrcl  ra-f. 

■■I(P  thi»  <i:l'>  frm.i.c  '. 
I  irri.h  »nl  III)  *<>icf  »lu<l  cca 
il  whi  S«-»i^  wbfii  7.IO0  Mill, 
■  f  ir^  wi'h  arr  ir  aol  di«uu)f ; 

▲ikl  r«u«  tier  cbiUrcu  to  ctcrwd  day. 


If  rVf  .1 

If  n.^ 

L.ll.rr 


I  fw.t 

.hit:  <hr  1^ 
JVrtjk.- 


.S7 
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JOEL  BARLOW. 


In  1791,  Barlow  published  in  London  «  Advice 
to  the  Privileged  Orders/'  a  work  directed  against 
the  distinguishing  features  of  kingly  and  aristo- 
cratic governments ;  and  in  the  early  part  of  the 
succeeding  year,  « The  Conspiracy  of  Kings,"  a 
poem  of  about  four  hundred  lines,  educed  by  the 
^rst  coalition  of  the  continental  sovereigns  against 
republican  France.  In  the  autunm  of  1792,  he 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  French  National  Conven- 
tion, recommending  the  abolition  of  the  union  be- 
tween the  church  and  the  state,  and  other  reforms ; 
and  was  soon  after  chosen  by  the  "  London  Con- 
stitutional Society,"  of  whkh  he  was  a  member, 
to  present  in  person  an  address  to  that  body. 
On  his  arrival  in  Paris  he  was  complimented  with 
the  rights  of  citizenship,  an  "honour"  which  had 
been  prcWoualy  conferred  on  Washiwotojt  and 
Hamilton.  From  this  time  he  made  France  his 
home.  In  the  summer  of  1793,  a  deputation,  of 
which  his  friend  GnEnoRiE,who  before  the  Revo- 
lution had  been  Bishop  of  Blois,  was  a  member, 
was  sent  into  Savoy,  to  organize  it  as  a  department 
of  the  republic.  Ho  accompanied  it  to  Chambcrry, 
the  capital,  where,  at  the  request  of  its  president, 
he  wrote  an  address  to  the  inhabitants  of  Piedmont, 
inciting  them  to  throw  off  allegiance  to  "  the  man 
of  Turin  who  called  himself 'their  king."  Here 
too  he  wrote  "  Hasty  Pudding,"  the  most  popular 
of  his  poems. 

On  his  return  to  Paris,  Barlow's  time  was 
principally  devoted  to  commercial  pursuits,  by 
which,  in  a  few  years,  he  obtained  a  considerable 
fortune.  The  atrocities  which  marked  the  pro- 
gress of  the  Revolution  prevented  his  active  parti- 
cipation in  political  controversies,  though  he  con- 
tinued under  all  circumstances  an  ardent  republican. 
Toward  tlie  close  of  1795,  he  Wsited  the  North  of 
Europe,  on  some  private  business,  and  on  his  re- 
turn to  Paris  was  appointed  by  Washiwgtojt 
consul  to  Algiers,  with  power  to  negotiate  a  com- 
mercial treaty  with  the  dey,  and  to  ransom  all  the 
Americans  held  in  slavery  on  the  coast  of  Barbary. 
He  accepted  and  fulfilled  the  mission  to  the  satis- 
faction of  the  American  Government,  concluding 
treaties  with  Algiers,  Tunis,  and  Tripoli,  and 
liberating  more  than  one  hundred  Americans,  who 
were  in  prisons  or  in  slavery  to  the  Mohammedans. 
He  then  returned  to  Paris,  where  he  purchased 
the  splendid  hotel  of  the  Count  Clermont  de 
Ton 5 ERE,  and  lived  several  years  in  a  fashionable 
and  costly  manner,  purauing  still  his  fortunate 
mercantile  speculations,  revising  his  «  g^reat  epic," 
and  writing  occasionally  for  the  political  gazettes. 

Finally,  after  an  absence  of  nearly  seventeen 
years,  the  poet,  statesman,  and  philosopher  re- 
turned to  his  native  country.  He  was  received 
with  kindness  by  many  old  friends,  who  had  cor- 
responded with  him  while  abroad  or  been  remem- 
bered in  all  his  wanderings ;  and  after  spending  a 
few  months  in  travel,  marking,  with  patriotic  pride, 
the  rapid  pro^nt'ss  which  the  nation  had  made  in 
greatness,  he  fixed  his  home  on  the  banks  of  the 
Potomac,  near  the  city  of  Washington,  where  he 
built  the  splendid  mansion,  known  afterward  as 
«  Kalorama,"  and  expressed  an  intention  to  spend  I 


there  the  remainder  of  his  life.  In  1806,  he  pub- 
lished a  prospectus  of  a  National  Institution,  8t 
Washington,  to  combine  a  university  with  a  naval 
and  mihtary  school,  academy  of  fine  arts,  and 
learned  society.  A  bill  to  carry  his  plan  into 
effect  was  introduced  into  Congress,  but  never  be- 
came a  law. 

In  the  summer  of  1808,  appeared  the  «  Colnm- 
biad,"  in  a  splendid  quarto  volume,  surpassing  in  the 
beauty  of  its  typography  and  embellishments  any 
work  before  tliat  time  printed  in  America.  From 
his  earliest  yeara  Barlow  had  been  ambitious  to 
raise  the  epic  song  of  his  nation.  The  **  Watm 
of  Columbus,"'  in  which  the  most  brilliant  eventf 
in  American  history  had  been  described,  occupied 
his  leisure  houra  when  in  college,  and  afterward, 
when,  as  a  chaplain,  he  followed  the  standaid 
of  the  liberating  army.  That  work  was  ciecuted 
too  hastily  and  imperfectly,  and  for  twenty  yean 
after  its  appearance,  through  every  variety  of  Ibr^ 
tune,  its  enlargement  and  improvement  engaged 
his  attention. 

The  events  of  the  Revolution  were  so  recent  and 
so  imiversally  known,  as  to  be  inflexible  to  the 
hand  of  fiction ;  and  the  poem  could  not  therefore 
be  modelled  afler  the  regular  epic  form,  which 
would  otherwise  have  been  chosen.  It  is  a 
series  of  visions,  presented  by  Hespsr,  the  gcmue 
of  the  western  continent,  to  Columbus,  while  in 
the  prison  at  Yalladolid,  where  he  is  introduced  to 
the  reader  uttering  a  monologue  on  his  ill-requited 
services  to  Spain.  These  visions  embrace  a  vast 
variety  of  scenes,  circumstances,  and  characters. 
Europe  in  the  middle  ages,  with  her  political  and 
religious  reformera ;  Mexico  and  the  South  Ameri- 
can nations,  and  their  imagined  history ;  the  pro- 
gress of  discovery ;  the  settlement  of  the  statrs 
now  composing  the  federation;  the  war  of  the. 
Revolution,  and  establishment  of  republicanism; 
and  the  chief  actora  in  the  great  drainas  which  he 
attempts  to  present. 

The  poem,  having  no  unity  of  fable,  no  regular 
succession  of  incidents,  no  strong  exhibition  of 
varied  character,  lacks  the  most  powerful  charms 
of  a  narrative ;  and  has,  besides,  many  dull  and 
spiritless  passages,  that  would  make  unpopular  a 
work  of  much  more  faultless  general  design.  The 
versification  is  generally  harmonious,  but  mechani- 
cal and  passionless,  the  lang^iage  sometimes  in- 
correct, and  the  similes  of^n  inappropriate  and 
inelegant  Yet  there  are  in  it  many  bursts  of  elo- 
quence and  patriotism,  which  should  preserve  it 
from  obUvion.  The  descriptions  of  nature  and  of 
personal  character  are  frequently  condensed  and 
forceful ;  and  passages  of  invective,  indignant  and 
full  of  energy.  In  his  narrative  of  the  expedition 
against  Quebec,  under  Arnold,  the  poet  exclaims: 

Ah,  pliant  troop!  deprived  of  half  the  praise 
Tliat  deed!  like  youri  In  other  timei  repays, 
Bince  your  prime  chief  (the  fkvoorite  erat  of  Pame> 
Hath  aunic  so  deep  hia  hatefkil,  hideoua  name. 
That  every  honest  niuae  with  horror  flinfra 
It  forth  unaounded  fh>m  her  sacred  atrinfs , 
Elae  what  high  tones  of  raptnre  muat  have  told 
The  firat  great  actlona  of  a  chief  ao  bold ! 
These  lines  are  characteristic  of  his  manner. 
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e  "  Coliimbiad"  was  reprinted  in  Paris  and 
m.  and  noticed  in  the  leading  critical  gazettes, 
^enerallj  with  little  praise.  The  London 
ithly  Magazine*'  attempted  in  an  elaborate 
t  to  prove  its  title  to  a  place  in  the  first  class 
icsy  and  expressed  a  belief  that  it  was  sor- 
1  onlj  by  the  "lUiad,"  the  «^neid"  and 
idise  LosL"  In  America,  however,  it  was  re- 
i  by  the  judicious  as  a  failure,  and  reviewed 
*ven  more  wit  and  severity  than  in  England. 

I,  the  poet  did  not  in  his  own  country  receive 
aise  which  he  really  merited ;  and  faults  were 
ed  to  his  work  wMch  it  did  not  possess.  Its 
lents  were  said  to  be  hostile  to  Christianity,* 
le  author  was  declared  an  infidel ;  but  there 

line  in  the  «*  Columbiad'*  unfavourable  to 
(ligion  of  New  England,  the  Puritan  &ith 
I  is  the  basis  of  the  national  greatness ;  and 

is  no  good  reason  for  believing  that  Bar- 
at  the  time  of  his  death  doubted  the  creed 
iich  in  his  early  manhood  he  had  been  a 
ter. 

er  the  publication  of  the  «  Columbiad,"  Bar- 
made  a  collection  of  documents,  with  an  in- 
n  to  write  a  history  of  the  United  States ;  but, 

II,  he  was  unexpectedly  appointed  minister 
lotentiary  to  the  French  government,  and 
liately  ndled  for  Europe.  His  attempts  to 
late  a  treaty  of  commerce  and  indemnifica- 
or  spoliations  were  unsuccessful  at  Paris ; 


and  in  the  autumn  of  1812  he  was  invited  by  the 
Duke  of  Bassano  to  a  conference  with  Napolxoit 
at  Wilna,  in  Poland.  He  started  from  Paris,  and 
travelled  without  intermission  until  he  reached 
Zaniowitch,  an  obscure  village  near  Cracow, 
where  he  died,firom  an  inflammation  of  the  lungs, 
induced  by  fatigue  and  exposure  in  an  inhospitable 
country,  in  an  inclement  season,  on  the  twenty- 
second  day  of  December,  in  the  fifty-fourth  year 
of  his  age.  In  Paris,  honours  were  paid  to  his 
memory  as  an  important  public  functionary  and  a 
man  of  letters ;  his  eulogy  was  written  by  Dupont 
i)s  Nemocbs,  and  an  accoimt  of  his  life  and 
writings  was  drawn  up  and  published,  accom- 
panied by  a  canto  of  the  "  Columbiad,"  translated 
into  French  heroic  verse.  In  America,  too,  his  death 
was  generally  lamented,  though  without  any  pub- 
lic exhibition  of  mourning. 

Barlow  was  much  respected  in  private  life  for 
his  many  excellent  social  qualities.  His  manners 
were  usually  grave  and  dignified,  though  when 
with  his  intimate  friends  he  was  easy  and  familiar. 
He  was  an  honest  and  patient  investigator,  and 
would  doubtless  have  been  much  more  successful 
as  a  metaphysical  or  historical  writer  than  as  a 
poet  As  an  author  he  belonged  to  the  first  class 
of  his  time  in  America ;  and  for  his  ardent  pa- 
triotism, his  public  services,  and  the  purity  of  his 
life,  he  deserves  a  distinguished  rank  among  the 
men  of  our  golden  age. 


THE  HASTY  PUDDING. 


TAVTO  I. 

Alps  audacious,  tli rough  the  heavens  that  rise, 
ximp  the  day  and  hide  nie  from  the  skies; 
allio  flajrs,  th:it,  o'er  llieir  liciorhts  unfurl'd, 
dtith  to  kincrs  and  freedom  to  the  world, 
:  not  you.     A  pofter  tlieme  I  choose, 
crin  theme,  unconscious  of  the  muse, 
ruitful,  rich,  well  suitrd  to  inspirb 
pure>t  frenzy  of  poetic  fire. 
-f>i«ie  it  not,  ye  bards  to  terror  stecl'd, 
hur!  your  tlmnders  round  the  ej»ic  field  ; 
-e  who  stra'n  your  inithii^^ht  throats  to  sing 
that  the  vineyard  and  the  stillhouse  bring; 
1  «onie  di>tant  fair  your  notes  eniplov, 
jjx^ak  of  raptures  that  you  ne'er  enjoy. 


'■,n  T.ow  C'-norilly  bdit  vi  d  ifrit  Bahi-ow,  vvliile  in 
•.  s'^j'ireil  ih»»  Christian  rrli^ion.  The  Reverend 
t«  Roubles,  a  ven*T»M»'  cl»rc\nian  of  Rochester, 
I  hiKt'ttn,  in  a  letter  written  in  1^10.  reniarku  that 
i.«»w'*  lit'i^tirnl  (»|iiiiii<n<i  were  nr)!  8iiii[H*cled  pre- 
l  «  ih**  puWicaiKin  of  hi'*  *  Vision  of  rolutnbus,'  In 
'  iiri<}  fiinhfr,  ih:il  '•  wlif'n  at  a  IrUer  period  he  loH 
t<tr'rr.  nnd  t»«M  arne  an  open  and  bitter  reviler  of 
ur.uy,  hi«  p<alni-book  wan  laid  aside  ;  but  for  ihal 
only,  »•  competent  Jmlees  Mill  maintained  that  no 
-n  of  Watts  poss»>*e»  as  much  poetic  merit  ac 
Wii."  I  have  t-ef-n  two  letters  written  by  Bari^ow 
thf"  last  year  of  his  life,  in  which  he  declares  him- 
a  sincere  belif;ver  of  Christianity,  divcaleU  of  its 


I  sing  the  sweets  I  know,  the  charms  I  feel, 
My  morning  incense,  and  my  evening  meal, — 
The  sweets  of  Hasty  Pudding.     Come,  dear  bowl, 
Glide  o'er  my  palate,  and  inspire  my  soul. 
The  milk  beside  thee,  smokint;  from  the  kine. 
Its  substance  minified,  married  in  with  thine, 
Shall  cool  and  temper  thy  superior  heat, 
And  save  the  pains  of  blowing  while  I  eat. 

O!   could  the  smooth,  the  emblematic  song 
Flow  like  thy  penial  juices  o'er  my  tongue. 
Could  those  mild  morsels  in  my  numlxrs  chime, 
And,  as  they  roll  in  substance,  roll  in  rhyme, 
No  more  thy  awkward,  unpoetic  name 
Should  shun  the  muse  or  prejudice  thy  fame; 
But,  risinjj  grateful  to  the  accustom'd  ear. 
All  bards  should  catch  it,  and  all  realms  revere! 

Assist  me  first  with  pious  toil  to  trace 
Through  wrecks  of  time  thy  lineage  and  thy  race  ; 


corruptions."  Tn  a  letter  to  M.  fiREooRiK,  pnbli^hed  In 
the  second  volume  of  nKXXiE's  "  Port  Folio,"  paees  471 
to  479,  he  says,  "the  sort  of  Puritans,  in  whi<h  1  was 
born  and  educated,  and  to  vhick  I  s'ill  ndhcrty  for  the 
same  reason  that  you  adhere  toth*-  Cath«)lir<,  a  ronrirtion 
that  thfy  are  rightC'  eXc.  The  idea  that  BarIow  di-helieved 
in  his  later  years  the  religion  of  his  youth,  was  prubably 
first  derived  from  an  engravinff  in  the  "  Vi?<ion  of  (^ilum 
bus,"  in  which  the  cross,  by  which  he  intended  to  repre 
sent  monkish  superstition,  is  placed  among  the  '*  symboU 
of  prejudice."  He  never  "lost  his  iharncter"  as<i  man  of 
honourablesantimentsand  blameless  life;  and  1  could  pre- 
sent numerous  other  evidences  that  he  did  not  abandon 
hie  religion,  were  not  the  above  api»arently  conclusive. 
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Declare  what  loTely  squaw,  in  days  of  yore, 
(Ere  ^eat  Columbus  sought  thy  native  shore,) 
First  gave  thee  to  the  world ;  her  works  of  fiune 
Have  lived  indeed,  but  lived  without  a  name. 
Some  tawny  Ceres,  goddess  of  her  days. 
First  learned  with  stones  to  crack  the  well-dried 

maize, 
Through  the  rough  sieve  to  shake  the  golden 

shower. 
In  boiling  water  stir  the  yellow  flour: 
The  yellow  flour,  bcstrcw'd  and  8tirr*d  with  haste, 
Swells  in  the  flood  and  thickens  to  a  paste, 
Then  pufls  and  wallops,  rises  to  the  brim. 
Drinks  the  dry  knobs  that  on  the  surface  swim ; 
The  knobs  at  last  the  busy  ladle  breaks. 
And  the  whole  mass  its  true  consistence  takes. 

Could  but  her  sacred  name,  unknown  so  long, 
Rise,  like  her  labours,  to  the  son  of  song. 
To  her,  to  them  I  *d  consecrate  my  lays. 
And  blow  her  puddinsr  with  the  breath  of  praise. 
Not  through  the  rich  Peruvian  realms  alone 
The  fame  of  Sofs  sweet  daughter  should  be  known. 
But  o'er  the  world's  wide  clime  should  live  secure. 
Far  as  his  rays  extend,  as  long  as  they  endure. 

Dear  Hasty  Pudding,  what  unpromised  joy 
Expands  my  heart,  to  meet  thee  in  Savoy ! 
Doom*d  o*er  the  world  through  devious  paths  to 

roam. 
Each  clime  my  country,  and  each  house  my  home. 
My  soul  is  soothed,  my  cares  have  found  an  end: 
I  greet  my  long-lost,  un forgotten  friend. 

For  thee  through  Paris,  that  corrupted  town. 
How  long  in  vain  I  wander'd  up  and  down. 
Where  shameless  Bacchus,  with  his  drenching 

hoard. 
Cold  from  his  cave  usurps  the  morning  board. 
London  is  lost  in  smoke  and  steep'd  in  tea; 
No  Yankee  there  can  lisp  the  name  of  thee ; 
The  uncouth  word,  a  libel  on  the  town. 
Would  call  a  proclamation  from  the  crown. 
For  climes  oblique,  that  fear  the  sun*s  full  rays, 
Chiird  in  their  fogs,  exclude  the  generdus  maize: 
A  grain  whose  rich,  luxuriant  growth  requires 
Short,  gentle  showers,  and  bright,  ethereal  fires. 

But  here,  though  distant  from  our  native  shore. 
With  mutual  glee,  we  meet  and  laugh  once  more. 
The  same !  I  know  thee  by  that  yellow  face. 
That  strong  complexion  of  true  Indian  race. 
Which  time  can  never  change,  nor  soil  impair. 
Nor  Alpine  snows,  nor  Turkey's  morbid  air ; 
For  endless  years,  through  every  mild  domain. 
Where  grows  the  maize,  there  thou  art  sure  to 

reign. 
But  man,  more  fickle,  the  bold  license  claims,  - 
In  different  realms  to  give  thee  different  names. 
Thee  die  soft  nations  round  the  warm  Levant 
Politnta  call ;  the  French,  of  course,  Polante. 
E'en  in  thy  native  regions,  how  I  blush 
To  hear  the  Pennsylvanians  call  thee  Mush  ! 
On  Hudson's  banks,  while  men  of  Belgic  spawn 
Insult  and  eat* thee  by  the  name  Suppawn, 
All  spurious  appellations,  void  of  truth; 
I've  better  known  thee  from  my  earliest  youth: 
Thy  name  is  Hatty  Pudding/  thus  our  sires  ' 
Were  wont  to  greet  thee  fuming  from  the  fires;  . 


And  while  they  arguisd  in  thy  jnit  defence 
With  logic  clear,  they  thus  explained  tlie  i 
«In  haste  the  boiling  caldron,  o'er  the  1 
Receives  and  cooks  the  ready  powdered  i 
In  haste  'tis  served,  and  then  in  equal  haaief 
With  cooling  milk,  we  make  the  sweet  reptit 
No  carving  to  be  done,  no  knife  to  grate 
The  tender  ear  and  wound  the  stony  plate ; 
But  the  smooth  spoon,  just  fitted  to  the  lip, 
And  taught  with  art  the  yielding:  mass  to  dip, 
By  frequent  journeys  to  the  bowl  well  stored. 
Performs  the  hasty  honours  of  the  board." 
Such  is' thy  name,  significant  and  clear, 
A  name,  a  sound  to  every  Yankee  dear. 
But  most  to  me,  whose  heart  and  palate  chaste 
Preserve  my  pure,  hereditary  taste. 

There  are  who  strive  to  stamp  with  disrepute 
The  luscious  food,  because  it  feeds  the  brate ; 
In  tropes  of  high-strain'd  wit,  while  gaudy  prigi 
Compare  thy  nursling  man  to  pamper'd  pigs; 
With  sovereign  scorn  I  treat  the  vulgar  jest. 
Nor  fear  to  share  thy  bounties  with  the  beast 
What  though  the  generous  cow  gives  ma  to 

quaff 
The  milk  nutritious ;  am  I  then  a  calf? 
Or  can  the  genius  of  the  noisy  swine. 
Though  nursed  on  pudding,  Uience  lay  claim  to 

mine? 
Sure  the  sweet  song  I  fashion  to  thy  praise. 
Runs  more  melodious  than  the  notes  they  nise. 

My  song,  resounding  in  its  grateful  glee, 
No  merit  claims:  I  praise  myself  in  thee. 
My  father  loved  thee  through  his  length  of  day* 
For  thee  his  fields  were  shaded  o'er  with  maiie; 
From  thee  what  health,  what  vigour  he  poowM**!, 
Ten  sturdy  freemen  from  his  loins  attest; 
Thy  constellation  ruled  my  natal  mom. 
And  all  my  bones  were  made  of  Indian  com. 
Delicious  grain !  whatever  form  it  take. 
To  roast  or  boil,  to  smother  or  to  bake. 
In  every  dish  'tis  welcome  still  to  me. 
But  most,  my  Hasty  Puddings  most  in  thee. 

Let  the  green  succotash  with  thee  contend; 
Let  beans  and  corn  their  sweetest  juices  Uend; 
Let  butter  drench  them  in  its  yellow  tide. 
And  a  long  slice  of  bacon  grace  their  side; 
Not  all  the  plate,  how  famed  soe'er  it  be. 
Can  please  my  palate  like  a  bowl  of  thee. 
Some  talk  of  Hoe-CaJce,  fair  Virginia's  pride ! 
Rich  Johnny-Cake  this  mouth  hath  often  tried; 
Both  please  me  well,  their  virtues  much  the  Mont, 
Alike  their  fabric,  as  allied  their  fame, 
Except  in  dear  New. England,  where  the  last 
Receives  a  dash  of  pumpkin  in  the  paste. 
To  give  it  sweetness  and  improve  the  taste. 
But  place  them  all  before  me,  smoking  hot. 
The  big,  round  dumpling,  rolling  from  the  pot; 
The  pudding  of  the  bag,  whose  quivering  breasli 
With  suet  lined,  leads  on  the  Yankee  feast; 
The  Charlotte  brown,  within  whose  cmsty  Kdee 
A  belly  soft  the  pulpy  apple  hides; 
The  yellow  bread,  whose  face  like  amber  ffsmm. 
And  all  of  Indian  that  the  bakepan  knows« — 
You  tempt  me  not;  my  fiivourite  greets  my  eyes^ 
To  that  loved  bowl  my  spoon  by  instinct  ffiee. 
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To  BIZ  Hm  food  bj  yndofOM  raks  of  art» 
To  kai  tho  stomadi  and  to  «nk  tho  heart. 
To  onka  mankind  to  ■odal  Tiitue  loiir, 
Ciui  o'er  each  diah,  and  be  what  they  deronr ; 
For  tfaia  tho  kitchen  rnnae  first  framed  her  book. 
Commanding  sweat  to  atream  horn  every  cook; 
ChiUren  no  more  their  antic  g;ambolfl  tried. 
And  friends  to  physic  wondered  why  they  died. 

Not  ao  the  Yai^Loe:  his  abundant  feast, 
With  simpiea  frmush'd  and  with  plainness  diess'd, 
A  numerous  offipring  gathers  round  the  board. 
And  cheeiB  alike  the  senrant  and  the  lord;  [taste. 
Whose  weU-booght  hunger  prompts  the  joyous 
And  health  attends  them  from  the  short  repast 

While  the  frill  pail  rewards  the  milkmaid's  toU, 
The  mother  sees  the  morning  caidron  boil; 
To  stir  the  pudding  next  demands  their  care; 
To  spread  the  table  and  the  bowls  prepare: 
To  feed  the  children  as  their  portions  cool. 
And  comb  their  heads,  and  send  them  off  toschooL 

Yet  may  the  simplest  dish  some  rules  impart, 
For  nature  scorns  not  all  the  aids  of  art. 
E*en  Haaty  Puddings  purest  of  all  food, 
May  still  be  bad,  indifferent,  or  good. 
As  sage  experience  the  short  process  guides. 
Or  want  of  skill,  or  want  of  care  presides. 
Whoe*er  would  form  it  on  the  surest  plan. 
To  rear  the  child  and  kmg  sustain  the  man ; 
To  shield  the  monds  while  it  mends  the  size, 
And  ail  the  powen  of  erery  food  supplies^ — 
Attend  the  lesson  that  the  muse  shall  bring; 
duspend  your  spoons,  and  listen  while  I  sing. 

But  since,  O  man !  thy  life  and  health  demand 
Not  food  alone,  but  labour  from  thy  hand, 
Fiivt,  in  the  field,  beneath  the  8un*8  strong  rays, 
Ask  of  thy  mother  earth  the  needful  maize; 
She  loves  the  race  that  courts  her  yielding  soil, 
AaJ  sivcs  her  bounties  to  the  sons  of  toil. 
VVh(n  now  the  ox,  obctlient  to  thy  call, 
Ri'pavi  the  loan  that  fill'd  the  winter  stall, 
Pursue  his  traces  o'er  the  furrowM  plain. 
And  plant  in  measured  hills  the  golden  grain. 
But  when  the  tender  germ  be^ns  to  shoot. 
Ami  the  RTiH»n  spire  declares  the  sprouting  root. 
Then  ;:uard  your  nursling  from  each  greedy  foe. 
The  insidious  worm,  the  all-devouring  crow. 
A  liule  x^hes  sprinkled  round  the  spire, 
Kx>n  steepM  in  rain,  will  bid  the  worm  retire; 
The  fcathcr'd  robber,  with  his  hungry  maw 
Swift  flics  the  field  before  your  man  of  straw, 
A  fri;5hlful  ima<^,  such  as  schoolboys  bring, 
Whrn  met  to  bum  the  pope  or  hang  the  king. 

Tlirire  in  the  season,  through  each  verdant  row, 
Wif  \i\  inc  strong  ploujjhsharc  and  the  faithful  hoe; 
Tho  faithful  hoc,  a  double  task  that  takes. 
To  till  the  summer  com  and  roast  the  winter  cakes. 
Slow  springs  the  blade,  while  checked  by  chilling 
rains. 
Ere  yet  the  sun  the  seat  of  Cancer  gains ; 
But  when  his  fiercest  fires  emblaze  the  land. 
Then  start  the  juices,  then  the  roots  expand ; 
Then,  like  a  column  of  Corinthian  mould. 
The  stalk  struU  upward  and  the  leaves  unfold ; 


The  busy  biandiea  all  the  ridges  fill. 
Entwine  their  arms^  and  kiss  fiKMn  hill  to  hilL 
Here  oeaae  to  vex  them;  all  your  cares  are  done: 
Leave  the  last  laboun  to  the  parent  sun; 
Beneath  his  genial  smiles,  the  well-dress'd  field. 
When  autunm  calls,  a  plenteous  crop  slull  yield. 

Now  the  strong  foliage  bears  the  standards  Mgfa, 
And  shoots  the  tall  top-gallants  to  the  sky ; 
The  suckling  ean  the  silken  fringes  bend. 
And,  pregnant  grown,  their  swelling  coats  distend ; 
The  loaded  stalk,  while  still  the  burden  grows, 
O'erhangs  the  space  that  runs  between  the  rows; 
High  as  a  hop-field  waves  the  silent  grove, 
A  safe  retreat  for  little  thefts  of  love, 
When  the  pledged  roasting-ears  invite  the  maid 
To  meet  her  swain  beneath  the  new-form'd  shades 
His  generous  hand  unloads  the  cumbrous  hill. 
And  the  green  spoils  her  ready  basket  fill; 
Small  compensation  for  the  twofold  bliss, 
The  promised  wedding,  and  the  present  kiss. 

Slight  depredations  these;  but  now  the  moon 
Calls  firom  his  hollow  trees  the  sly  raccoon; 
And  while  by  night  he  bears  his  prize  away. 
The  bolder  squirrel  Ubours  through  the  day. 
Both  thieves  alike,  but  provident  of  time, 
A  virtue  rare,  that  almost  hides  their  crime. 
Then  let  them  steal  the  little  stores  they  can. 
And  fill  their  granaries  firom  the  toils  of  man ; 
We've  one  advantage  where  they  take  no  part— 
With  all 'their  wiles,  they  ne*er  have  found  the  art 
To  boil  the  Haaty  Pudding  f  here  we  shine 
Superior  fiur  to  tenants  of  the  pine; 
This  envied  boon  to  man  shall  still  belong, 
Unshared  by  them  in  substance  or  in  song. 

At  last  the  closing  season  browns  the  plain. 
And  ripe  October  gathers  in  the  grain ; 
Deep-loaded  carts  the  spacious  comhouse  fill ; 
The  sack  distended  marches  to  the  mill ; 
The  labouring  mill  beneath  the  burden  groans. 
And  showers  the  future  pudding  from  the  stones; 
Till  the  glad  housewife  greets  the  powdcr'd  gold, 
And  the  new  crop  exterminates  the  old. 

CAHTO  III. 

The  days  grow  short;  but  though  the  falling  sun 
To  the  glad  swain  proclaims  his  day's  work  done. 
Night's  pleasing  shades  his  various  tasks  prolong, 
And  yield  new  subjects  to  my  various  song. 
For  now,  the  com-housc  fill'd,  the  harvest  home. 
The  invited  neighbours  to  the  husking  come ; 
A  frolic  scene,  where  work,  and  mirth,  and  play, 
Unite  their  charms  to  chase  the  hours  away. 

Where  the  hu8:c  heap  lies  cxjnter'd  in  the  hall. 
The  lamp  suspended  from  the  cheerful  wall. 
Brown,  corn-fed  nymphs,  and  strong,  hard-handed 
Alternate  ranged,  extend  in  circling  rows,     [beaus. 
Assume  their  seats,  the  solid  mass  attack ; 
The  dry  husks  mstle,  and  the  comcobs  crack ; 
The  song,  the  laugh,  alternate  notes  resound. 
And  the  sweet  cider  trips  in  silence  round. 

The  laws  of  husking  every  wight  can  tell. 
And  sure  no  laws  he  ever  keeps  so  well : 
For  each  red  ear  a  general  kiss  he  gains. 
With  each  smut  ear  he  smuts  the  luckless  swains; 


63 


JOEL  BARLOW. 


But  vfhen  to  some  sweet  maid  a  prize  is  cast. 
Red  as  her  lips  and  taper  as  her  waist, 
She  walks  the  roimd  and  culls  one  favour'd  beau, 
Who  leaps  the  luscious  tribute  to  bestow. 
Various  the  sport,  as  are  the  wits  and  brains 
Of  well-pleased  lasses  and  contending  swains ; 
Till  the  vast  mound  of  com  is  swept  away, 
And  he  that  gets  the  last  ear  wins  the  day. 

Meanwhile,  the  housewife  urges  all  her  care, 
The  wcll-carn'd  feast  to  hasten  and  prepare. 
IMie  si  fled  meal  already  waits  her  hand, 
Tiic  milk  is  stroin'd,  the  bowls  in  order  stand. 
Trie  fire  flames  high ;  and  as  a  pool  (that  takes 
The  headlong  stream  that  o'er  the  milldam  breaks) 
Foam-s  roars,  and  rages  with  incessant  toils, 
So  the  vcx'd  caldron  rages,  roars,  and  boils. 

First  with  clean  salt  she  seasons  well  the  food. 
Then  strews  the  flour,  and  thickens  all  the  flood. 
Long  o*cr  the  simmering  fire  she  lets  it  stand; 
To  stir  it  well  demands  a  stronger  hand ; 
The  husband  takes  his  turn :  and  round  and  round 
The  ladle  flies;  at  last  the  toil  is  crown*d; 
When  to  the  board  the  thronging  huskers  pour, 
And  take  their  seats  as  at  the  com  before. 

I  Ic'sve  them  to  their  feast     There  still  belong 
More  copious  matters  to  my  faithful  song. 
For  rules  there  are,  though  neVr  unfolded  yet, 
Nice  niles  nnd  wise,  how  pudding  should  be  ate. 

Some  with  molasses  line  the  lusck>us  treat. 
And  mix>  like  bards,  the  ust^ful  with  the  sweet 
A  wholesome  dish,  and  well  deserving  praise; 
A  great  resource  in  those  bleak  wintry  days, 
When  the  chillM  earth  lies  buried  deep  in  snow, 
And  ra'jjing  Boreas  dries  the  shivering  cow. 

Bless*d  cow !  thy  praise  shall  still  my  notes  em- 
ploy, 
Great  source  of  health,  the  only  source  of  joy; 
Motli(*r  of  Egypt's  go<l — ^but  sure,  for  me. 
Wore  I  to  leave  my  God,  I'd  worship  thee. 
How  oft  thy  toats  these  precious  hands  have  press'd ! 
How  oft  thy  bounties  proved  my  only  feast! 
How  oft  I  'vo  fed  thee  with  my  favourite  grain ! 
And  roarM,  like  tliee,  to  find  thy  children  slain ! 

Yes,  swains  who  know  her  various  worth  to  prize, 
Ah !  house  her  well  from  winter's  angry  skies. 
Potatoes,  pumpkins  should  her  sadness  cheer. 
Corn  from  your  crib,  and  mashes  from  your  beer; 
When  spring  retums,  she  '11  well  acquit  the  loan. 
And  nurse  at  once  your  infants  and  her  own. 

Milk  then  with  pudding  I  would  always  choose; 
To  this  in  future  I  confine  my  muse. 
Till  she  in  haste  some  further  hints  unfold. 
Well  for  the  young,  nor  useless  to  the  old. 
First  in  your  bowl  the  milk  abundant  take, 
Then  drop  with  care  along  tlie  silver  lake 
Your  flakes  of  pudding;  these  at  first  will  hide 
Their  little  bulk  beneath  the  swelling  tide ; 
But  when  their  growing  mass  no  more  can  sink, 
When  the  sofl  island  looms  above  the  brink. 
Then  check  your  hand ;  you've  got  the  portion  due : 
So  taught  our  sires,  and  what  they  taught  is  true. 

There  is  a  choice  in  spoons.  Though  small  appear 
The  nice;  distinction,  yet  to  mo  'tis  clear. 
The  deep-bowl'd  Gallic  spoon,  contrived  to  scoop 
In  ample  draughts  the  thin,  diluted  aoup, 


Performs  not  well  in  those  sulistantial  things, 
Whose  mass  adhesive  to  the  metal  clings; 
Where  the  strong  labial  muscles  must  emhracs 
The  gentle  curve,  and  sweep  the  hollow  space. 
With  ease  to  enter  and  discharge  the  <>ci{^t, 
A  bowl  less  concave,  but  still  more  dilate. 
Becomes  tlie  pudding  best     The  shape,  the  mt, 
A  secret  rests,  unknown  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Experienced  feeders  can  alone  impart 
A  rule  so  much  al>ove  the  lore  of  art 
These  tuneful  lips,  that  thousand  s]xx>ns  have  tried. 
With  just  precision  could  the  point  decide. 
Though  not  in  song;  the  mui>e  but  po^yly  shines 
In  cones»  and  cubes,  and  geometric  lin^; 
Yet  the  tme  form,  a.?  near  as  she  can  tell, 
Is  that  small  section  of  a  goose-egg  shell. 
Which  in  two  equal  jwrtions  shall  divide 
The  distance  from  the  centre  to  the  side. 
Fear  not  to  slaver;  'tis  no  deadly  sin: 
Like  the  free  Frenchman,  from  your  joyous  chin 
Suspend  the  ready  napkin ;  or,  like  me. 
Poise  with  one  hand  your  1k)wI  u]>on  your  knee 
Just  in  the  zenith  your  wise  head  project; 
Your  full  spoon,  rising  in  a  line  direct. 
Bold  as  a  bucket,  heeds  no  drops  that  fall, — 
The  wide-mouth'd  bowl  will  surely  catch  them  all! 


BURNING  OF  THE  NEW  ENGLAND 
VILLAGES.* 

Tnaovon  solid  curls  of  smoke,  the  bursting  fires 
Climb  in  tall  pyramids  al>ove  the  spires. 
Concentring  all  the  winds ;  whose  forces,  driven 
With  equal  rage  from  every  point  of  heaven. 
Whirl  into  conflictj  round  the  pcantling  pour 
The  twisting  flames,  and  through  the  rafters  roar 
Suck  up  the  cinders,  Fcnd  thcni  hailing  far, 
To  wam  the  nations  of  the  raging  war; 
Bend  high  the  blazing  vortex,  swcll'd  and  curl'd. 
Careering,  brightening  o'er  the  lustrcd  world : 
Seas  catch  the  splendour,  kintllirg  skies  resound, 
And   falling   structures   shake    the    smouldering 

ground. 
Crowds  of  wild  fugitives,  with  frantic  tread, 
Flit  through  the  fiamcs  that  pierce  the  midnight 

shade. 
Back  on  the  burning  domes  revert  their  eyea. 
Where  some  lost  friend,  «ome  pcrish'd  infiint  lies. 
Their  maim'd,  their  sick,  their  age-enfeebled  sires 
Have  sunk  sad  victims  to  the  sateless  fires ; 
They  greet  with  one  last  look  their  tottering  waUs, 
See  the  blaze  thicken,  as  the  ruin  falls. 
Then  o'er  the  country  train  their  dumb  despair. 
And  far  behind  them  leave  the  dancing  glare  ; 
Their  own  crosh'd  roofs  still  lend  a  trembling  light, 
Point  their  long  shadows  and  direct  their  flight. 
Till,  wandering  wide,  they  seek  some  cottage  door. 
.Ask  the  vile  pittance  due  the  vagrant  poor ; 
Or,  faint  and  faltering  on  the  dexious  road. 
They  sink  at  last  and  yield  their  mortal  loud. 


*  This  and  tbo  follow  Ing  extracts  aro  (W>m  the  **  Cnlaii 
blad." 
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TO  FREEDOM. 

ftrx.  of  tlie  moral  world !  effulgent  soaroe 
Of  man's  best  wisdom  and  his  steadiest  force, 
SouUwarching  Freedom  !  here  aAsume  thj  stand, 
And  radiate  hence  to  every  distant  land ; 
Point  out  and  prove  how  all  the  scenes  of  strife, 
The  shock  of  states,  the  impassioned  broils  of  life, 
Spring  from  unequal  sway ;  and  how  they  fly 
Before  the  splendour  of  thy  peaceful  eye ; 
UoLAd  at  last  the  genuine  social  plan. 
The  mind*s  full  scope,  the  dignity  of  man. 
Bold  nature  bursting  through  her  long  di^^se. 
And  nations  daring  to  be  just  and  wise. 
Yes !  righteous  Freedom,  heaven  and  earth  and  sea 
Yield  or  withhold  their  various  gifts  for  thee ; 
Protected  Industry  beneath  thy  reign 
hauli  all  the  virtues  in  her  filial  train ; 
Courai^eous  Probity,  with  brow  serene, 
And  Temperance  calm  presents  her  placid  mien ; 
Contentment,  Moderation,  Labour,  Art, 
Mould  the  new  man  and  humanize  his  heart ; 
To  public  plenty  private  ease  dihAes, 
Domestic  peace  to  harmony  of  states. 
Protected  Industry,  careering  far. 
Detects  the  cause  and  cures  the  rage  of  war, 
And  sweeps,  with  forceful  arm,  to  their  last  graves. 
Kings  from  the  earth  and  pirates  from  the  waves. 


MORGAN  AND  TELL.    . 

Moao  A?r  in  front  of  his  bold  riflers  towers, 
His  host  of  keen-eyed  marksmen,  skilKd  to  pour 
Th«ir  sUijs  nnorrin<j  from  the  twisted  bore. 
N«»  ««w.»r.l.  no  bayonet  they  learn  to  wield, 
Th-y  z  til  the  fl;ink,  they  skirt  the  battlin;?  field. 
('i;'!  '••:l  the  ili^tant  foe  in  full  horse  speed, 
<    •ii'-h  t!i»*  I  Tiq:  tiilie,  and  eye  the  silver  bead, 
Turn  1"*  h  '  tams,  dismiss  the  whizzinc^  lead, 
A'i  11'  "  tlir*  de:ith-ball  in  hi*«  heedless  head. 
S^  t  »  r  !  1*1"  huntsman  Tell.  His  quiverinij  dart, 
Pr.  *-".l  }»y  thf  l»ended  bowstrincj,  fears  to  part, 
Dn-  i  i  iS.-  trotii'^ndous  ta^k,  to  praze  but  shun 
Ta^  t»  il.r  I'vnples  of  his  infant  son; 
As  I'l '  !  )\t  .1  youth  (the  tyrant's  victim  led) 
B-M"^  ih-  |.«)i<ofl  apple  totterina:  on  his  hcatl. 
Th**  *jl!rn  fither.  w^ith  reverted  eye, 
\,fw  iniri^  the  «atnip,  now  the  hricht-hair*d  boy  ; 
Hi*  iTiMnd  !«hafl  impatient  lies,  athirst 
T.>  rri'^rid  the  expected  error  of  the  first, 
To  jnt^rr.-  the  monster,  mid  the  insulted  crowd, 
An  1  '«N'-p  thr  panels  of  nature  in  his  Mood. 
Dx^-p  d  •'i!»lin2f  toward  his  breast,  well  poised  and 

*!ow, 
I'a.vo  th**  strainM  horns  of  his  indic^ant  bow; 
III*  l-'fl  arm  strai^ht«ms  as  the  dexter  l)ends, 
An  J  his  n^n-^vl  knuckle  with  the  Rxipc  distends; 
Soft  «ili  le«  the  reed  hack  with  the  stifTdrawn  strand, 
Till  tiic  «te  "I  point  has  rcachM  his  steady  hand ; 
T^n  to  his  keen  fit'd  eye  the  shank  he  brings 
Twanyi  the  loud  cord,  the  fcathcr'd  arrow  ain^ 


Picks  off  the  pippin  from  the  smiling  boy. 
And  Uri's  rocks  resound  with  shouts  of  joy. 
Soon  by  an  equal  dart  thfi  tyrant  blceils ; 
The  cantons  league,  the  work  of  fate  proceedn ; 
Till  Austria*s  titled  hordes,  with  their  own  gore, 
Fat  the  fair  fields  they  lorded  long  before; 
On  Gothard*8  height  while  Freedom  first  unfuri'd 
Her  infimt  banner  o*er  the  modem  world. 


THE  ZONPS  OF  AMERICA. 

WasRs  Spring's  co^  steps  in  cold   Canadia 

stray, 
And  joyless  seasons  hold  unequal  sway, 
He  saw  the  pine  its  daring  mantle  rear, 
Break  the  rudo  blast,  and  mock  the  brumal  year. 
Shag  the  green  zone  that  bounds  the  boreal  skies, 
And  bid  all  southern  vegetation  rise. 
Wild  o*er  the  vast,  impenetrable  round 
The  untrod  bowers  of  shadowy  nature  froi*  n*d ; 
Millennial  cedars  wave  their  honours  wide, 
The  fir*s  tall  boughs,  the  oak's  umbrageous  pride. 
The  branching  beach,  the  aspen's  trembling  shade 
Veil  the  dim  heaven,  and  brown  the  dusky  glade. 
For  in  dense  crowds  these  sturdy  sons  of  earth. 
In  frosty  regions,  claim  a  stronger  birth ; 
Where  heavy  beams  the  sheltering  dome  requires, 
And  copious  trunks  to  feed  its  wintry  fires. 
But  wanner  suns,  that  southern  zones  emblaze, 
A  cool,  thin  umbrage  o'er  their  woodland  raise  ; 
Floridia's  shores  their  blooms  around  him  spread, 
And  Georgian  hills  erect  their  shady  head ; 
Whose  flowery  shrubs  regale  the  passing  air 
With  all  the  unta."ted  fragj^ncc  of  the  year. 
Beneath  tall  trees,  dispersed  in  loose  arn'v. 
The  rice-;?rown  lawns  their  huiiiMe  pirh  display  ; 
The  ini'iint  maize,  uuf^onsi^ious  of  its  worth. 
Points   the    green   snirc    and    bends    the    foliage 

forth; 
In  various  forms  unhidden  harvests  rise, 
Aud  blooming  llfr  repays  the  genial  skies. 
Where  Mexic  hills  the  hrerzy  f;ulf  deft-nd. 
Spontaneous  crovcs  with  richer  burdens  bend : 
Anana's  stalk  its  sha:^;:^-  honours  yields  ; 
Acassia's  flowers  perfume  a  lliousand  fields; 
Their  cluster'd  dates  the  ma-t-like  pahns  unfold  ; 
The  spreadinj;  orani^c  waves  a  load  of  ;^(»ld  ; 
Connubial  vines  o'ertop  the  larch  they  climh; 
The  lonjx-lived  olive  mocks  the  moth  of  time; 
Pomona's  pritle,  that  old  Grenada  clIiiuH, 
Here  smiles  and  reddens  in  di\iner  flames  ; 
Pimento,  citron  scent  t!ie  sky  serene ; 
White,  woolly  clusters  frinjre  the  cotton's  green; 
The  sturdy  fig,  the  frail,  deciduous  cane. 
And  foodful  cocoa  f:\:\  the  sultry  plain. 
Here,  in  one  view,  the  same  glad  bran'hes  bung 
The  fruits  of  autumn  and  the  flowers  of  spring; 
No  wintry  blasts  tlie  unchanging  year  defo'-m. 
Nor  l)easts  unshelter'd  fear  the  pinching  stonii , 
But  vernal  breezes  o'er  the  blossoms  rove. 
And  breathe  the  ripcn'd  juices  through  the  giovcw 
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RicRAKv  Alsof  was  a  native  of  Middletown, 
Connecticut,  where  he  resided  during  the  greater 
part  of  his  life.  He  commenced  writing  for  the 
gazettes  at  a  very  early  age,  but  was  first  known 
to  the  public  as  the  author  of  satires  on  public 
characters  and  events,  entitled  "The  Echo,"  "The 
Political  Greenhouse,"  etc,  printed  in  periodicals 
at  New  York  and  Hartford,  and  afterward  col- 
lected and  published  in  an  octavo  volume,  in 
1807.  In  these  works  he  was  aided  by  Theodore 
DwiouT,  and,  in  a  slight  degree,  by  Dr.  Hopkins, 
though  he  was  himself  their  principal  author. 
"The  Echo"  was  at  first  designed  to  exhibit  the 
wretched  stylo  of  the  newspaper  writers,  and  the 
earliest  nymbers  contain  extracts  from  contem- 
porary journals,  on  a  variety  of  subjects,  "done 
into  heroic  verse  and  printed  beside  the  originals." 
Alsop  and  his  associates  were  members  of  the 
Federal  party,  and  the  "Echo"  contained  many 
ludicrous  travesties  of  political  speeches  and 
essays  made  by  the  opponents  of  the  administra- 
tion of  John-  Adams.  The  work  had  much  wit 
and  sprightlincss,  and  was  very  popular  in  its 
time ;  but,  with  the  greater  part  of  the  characters 
and  circumstances  to  which  it  related,  it  is  now 
nearly  forgotten.  In  1800,  Alsop  published  a 
"Monody  on  the  Death  of  Washington,"  which 
was  much  admired;  and  in  the  following  year  a 
translation  of  the  second  canto  of  Beriti'b  "  Or- 
lando Inamorato,"  under  the  title  of  "  The  Faiiy 


of  the  Lake,"  and  another  of  <he  Poem  of  8i« 
Lius  Italicus  on  the  Second  Punic  War.  In 
1807,  he  translated  from  the  Italian  the  "  History 
of  Chili,"  by  the  Abbe  Moliv a,  to  which  he 
added  original  notes,  and  others  from  the  French 
and  Spanish  versions  of  the  same  histoiy.  At 
different  periods  he  translated  several  less  im- 
portant works  from  the  Greek,  Latin,  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  French  languages,  and  wrote  i 
number  of  poems  and  essays  for  the  periodicals 
His  last  publication  was  "The  Adventures  of 
John  Jewett,"  printed  in  1815.  He  died  on  the 
twentieth  of  August,  in  that  year,  at  Flatbush, 
Long  Island,  in  the  fifly-sixth  year  of  his  age. 
He  had,  for  a  considerable  period,  been  writing 
"The  Charms  of  Fancy,"  a  poem;  and  beaidea 
this,  he  left  manuscript  fragments  of  a  poem  on 
the  Conquest  of  Scandinavia  by  Odik;  "Aria- 
todemus,"  a  tragedy,  from  the  Italian  of  Mokti  ; 
the  poem  of  Qci^rTus  Calabbe  on  the  Trojn 
war,  from  the  Greek,  and  a  prose  translation  of  t 
posthumous  work  by  Flobias^.  As  a  poet  Auor 
was  often  elegant,  but  his  verse  was  generally 
without  energy.  Probably  no  other  American  of 
his  time  was  so  well  acquainted  with  the  litera* 
ture  of  England,  France,  and  Italy,  and  lew  were 
more  famiUar  with  the  natural  sciences.  He  it 
said  to  have  been  deficient  in  strength  and  deci- 
sion of  character,  but  he  was  amiable  and  ho- 
nourable, and  had  many  friends  and  few  enfmiafc 


««^«^w«^y^«# 


FROM 


'A  MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH 
OF  WASHINGTON." 


Bbforb  the  splendours  of  thy  high  renown, 
How  fade  the  glow-worm  lustres  of  a  crown ! 
How  sink,  dimimsh*d,  in  that  radiance  lost, 
The  glare  of  conquest  and  of  power  the  boast! 
Let  Greece  her  Alsxaitdbr's  deeds  proclaim. 
Or  Cssar's  triumphs  gild  the  Roman  name; 
Stript  of  the  dazzling  glare  around  them  cast, 
Shrinks  at  their  crimes  humanity  aghast; 
With  equal  claim  to  honour's  glorious  meed, 
See  Am  LA  his  course  of  havoc  lead; 
O'er  Asia's  realm,  in  one  v&st  ruin  hurl'd. 
See  furious  ZiiroEs'  bloody  flag  unfurl'd. 
On  base  far  different  firom  the  conqueror's  claim. 
Rests  the  unsullied  column  of  thy  fame ; 
His  on  the  graves  of  millions  proudly  based, 
With  blood  cemented  and  with  tears  defaced; 
Thine  on  a  nation's  welfare  fixed  sublime. 
By  freedom  strengthen'd,  and  revered  by  time: 
He,  as  the  comet  whoee  portentous  light 
Spreads  baleful  splendour  o'er  the  glooms  of  nightf 
With  dire  amazement  chills  the  startled  breast. 
While  storms  and  earthquakeadread  its  conne  attest; 
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And  nature  trembles,  lest  in  chaos  hurrd 
Should  sink  the  tottering  fragment  of  the  world; 
Thine,  like  the  sun,  whose  kind,  propitious  ray. 
Opes  the  glad  mom,  and  lights  the  fields  of  day, 
Dispels  the  wintry  storm,  the  chilling  rain. 
With  rich  abundance  clothes  the  fertile  plain. 
Gives  all  creation  to  rejoice  around. 
And  light  and  life  extends,  o'er  natnre'a  ntmoeA' 

bound. 
Though  shone  thy  life  a  model  bright  of  praise, 
Not  less  the  example  bright  thy  death  portrays. 
When,  plunged  in  deepest  wo  around  thy  bed. 
Each  eye  was  fix'd,  despairing  sunk  eadi  head. 
While  nature  struggled  with  extremest  pain. 
And  scarce  could  life's  last  lingering  powers  ralaiu  \ 
In  that  dread  moment,  awfully  serene, 
No  trace  of  suffering  marked  thy  placid  mieii. 
No  groan,  no  murmuring  plaint  escaped  thy  tongue; 
No  longing  shadows  o'er  thy  brow  were  hong ; 
But,  calm  in  Christian  hope,  undamp'd  with  fiMT, 
Thou  sawest  the  high  rewaid  of  virtue  near. 
On  that  bright  meed,  in  surest  trust  ropoaed. 
As  thy  firm  hand  thine  eyes  expiring  cloaed. 
Pleased,  to  the  will  of  Heaven  resign'd  thy  bratfli. 
And  aniiled,  at  natnie'a  straggles  closed  in  dcetlL 
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Jimir  HoirsTWooD  wu  a  natiye  of  Lei- 
»  Maanchusetts,  and  was  educated  at  Yale 
;e.  In  1785,  being  at  that  time  about 
J  yean  old,  he  removed  to  Schenectady, 
Tork,  where,  during  the  two  .succeeding 

he  was  the  principal  of  a  classical  schooL 
87  he  became  a  law  student  in  the  office  of 
a  W.  Yatks,  Esquire,  of  Albany,  and  on 
admitted  to  the  bar  removed  to  Salem,  in 
me  state,  where  he  remained  until  his  death, 
ptember,  1798.  He  was  one  of  the  electors 
neaideat  of  the  United  States  when   Mr. 


Adaxs  became  the  successor  of  General  Wasr- 
iireToir,  and  he  held  other  honourable  offices. 
He  was  a  man  of  much  professional  and  general 
learning,  rare  conversational  abilities,  and  scru- 
pulous integrity ;  and  would  probably  have  been 
distinguished  as  a  man  of  letters  and  a  jurist,  had 
he  lived  to  a  riper  age.  The  poems  embraced  in 
the  volume  of  his  writings  published  in  1801,  are 
generally  political,  and  are  distinguished  for- wit 
and  vigour.  The  longest  in  the  collection  was 
addressed  to  M.  Ad£t,  on  his  leaving  this  coun- 
try for  France. 


DRIMES  AND  PUNISHMENTS.^ 

erimes,  empoison'd  source  of  human  woes, 

loe  the  black  flood  of  shame  and  sorrow  flows, 

best  to  check  the  venom*s  deadly  force, 

em  its  torrent,  at'  direct  its  course, 

an  the  merits  of  vindictive  codes, 

mm  the  faults  humanity  explodes, 

■ — what  theme  more  worthy  to  engage 

Met's  song,  the  wisdom  of  the  sagel 

were  I  equal  to  the  great  design, 

t  thy  bold  genius,  Uest  Bbccakia  I  mine, 

should  my  work,  ennobled  as  my  aim, 
thine,  receive  the  meed  of  deathless  fame, 
r  !  deserving  of  a  purer  age, 

of  thy  country,  statesman,  patriot,  sage, 
ith  whose  guardian  care  our  laws  assume 
[dvT  form,  ami  lose  their  Gothic  gloom, 

u-ith  indiilgi^nt  eyes,  nor  yet  refuse 
humble  Irihute  of  an  artless  muse, 
eat  is  the  question  which  the  learn'd  contest, 
t  gnuie,  what  mode  of  punishment  is  best; 

0  famed  sects  the  disputants  decide, 

t"  ranged  on  Terror's,  those  on  Reason's  side ; 
-nt  as  empire  Terror's  temple  stood, 
with  black  clouds,  and  founded  deep  in  blood; 
de^poLs  here  their  trembling  honours  paid, 
giiilty  ofTerings  to  their  idol  made : 
monarch  led — a  servile  crowd  ensued, 
r  To\tc^  diitain'd  in  gore,  in  gore  imbrued; 
mangled  limbs  they  held  infernal  feast, 
K-H  the  god,  and  Draco's  self  the  priest. 
Reason's  fane,  in  later  ages  rcar'd, 

1  suribcainj  crowTi'd,  in  Attic  grace  appcar'd; 
Kt  proportion  fiuish'd  every  p»art, 

I  the  fine  touches  of  rnlighten'd  art 
inking  few,  selccteil  from  the  crowd, 
le  tiir  shrine  with  filial  rev'rencc  l>ow'd ; 
^ace  of  Milan  led  the  virtuous  choir, 
icm  sublime  he  strung  the  tuneful  lyre; 


bii  pnrm  wi»  found  among:  th«  Author's    mann- 
c,  after  bu  decease ;  and  wai,doobil<!«s,  unflnbhed. 


Of  laws,  of  crimes,  and  punishments  he  sung, 
And  on  his  glowing  lips  persuasion  hung: 
From  Reason's  source  each  inference  just  he  drew. 
Mobile  truths  fresh  poUsh'd  struck  the  mind  as  new . 
Full  in  the  front,  in  vestal  robes  arrayed. 
The  holy  form  of  Justice  stood  display'd  : 
Firm  was  her  eye,  not  vengeful,  though  severe. 
And  e'er  she  firown'd  she  check'd  the  starting  tear. 
A  sister  form,  of  more  benignant  face. 
Celestial  Mercy,  held  the  second  place; 
Her  himds  outspread,  in  suppliant  guise  she  stood, 
And  oft  with  eloquence  resistless  sued ; 
But  where  'twas  impious  e'en  to  deprecate. 
She  sigh'd  assent,  and  wept  the  wretch's  fate. 

In  savage  times,  fair  Freedom  yet  unknown. 
The  despot,  clad  in  vengeance,  fill'd  the  throne; 
His  gloomy  caprice  scrawl'd  the  ambiguous  code. 
And  dyed  each  pag^  in  charactprs  of  Moot!: 
The  laws  traii?grc.^s'd,  the  priiiT  in  jiiu-yinent  sat, 
And  Rage  derided  on  the  culprit' .<  fate: 
Nor  stopp'd  he  here,  hut,  skill'd  in  murderous  art. 
The  Bcepter'd  baite  usiirp'd  the  hangma:i'a  part ; 
With  his  own  hands  the  trembling  victim  hew'd, 
And  basely  wallow'd  in  a  subject's  blood. 
Pleased  with  the  fatal  game,  the  royal  mind 
On  modes  of  death  and  cruelty  n^fined  : 
Hence  the  dank  caverns  of  the  cheerlof^^s  mine. 
Where,  shut  from   liglit,  the    tinush'd  wretches 

pine; 
Tlie  face  divine,  in  seams  unsightly  sear'd. 
The  eyeballs  gouged,  the  wheel  witli  gore  Ix'smear'd, 
The  Russian  knout,  the  suffocating  flame, 
And  forms  of  torture  wanting  yet  a  name. 
Nor  was  this  rage  to  savage  times  confined; 
ft  reach'd  to  later  years  and  courts  refined. 
Blush,  polish'd  France,  nor  lot  the  muse  relate 
The  tragic  story  of  your  Da  mi  en's  fate; 
The  bed  of  steH,  where  long  the  n>sassin  lay. 
In  the  dark  vault,  secluded  from  the  diy: 
The  «|uivpring  flesh  which  burning  ]>incers  tore, 
Th*:  pitch,  pour'd  flaming  in  the  rcrrnt  sore; 
His  carcase,  warm  with  life,  couN-ulsed  with  pain. 
By  steeds  dismcmbcr*d,  dnigg'd  along  the  plain. 
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As  daring  quacks,  unskilled  in  medic  lore, 
Prescribed  the  nostrums  quacks  prescribed  before ; 
Careless  of  age  or  sex,  whato'er  befall, 
The  same  dull  recipe  must  serve  for  all : 
Our  senates  thus,  with  reverence  be  it  said, 
Have  been  too  long  by  blind  tradition  led: 
Our  civil  code,  from  feudal  dross  refined. 
Proclaims  the  liberal  and  cnlighten'd  mind ; 
But  till  of  laic  the  penal  statutes  stood 
In  Gothic  rudeness,  smear'd  with  civic  blood ; 
What  base  memorials  of  a  barbarous  age. 
What  monkish  whimsies  sulUed  every  page ! 
Tht^  cl<^rgy*s  benefit,  a  trifling  brand, 
Jest  of  the  law,  a  holy  sleight  of  hand : 
Beneath  ihi.s  saintly  cloak  what  crimes  abhorr'd. 
Of  sable  dye,  were  shclter*d  from  the  lord; 
While  the  poor  Ktar\-eling,  who  a  cent  purloinM,  . 
No  readinjj  saved,  no  juggling  trick  essoined; 
His  was  the  servile  la^h,  a  foul  disgrace, 
Throuf^h  time  transmitted  to  his  hapless  race; 
The  fort  and  dure,  tlie  traitor's  motley  doom, 
MJBfht  blot  the  story  of  imperial  Rome. 
Wliat  late  disgraced  our  laws  yet  stand  to  stain 
TJie  si)lendid  annals  of  a  George's  reign. 

Say,  legislators,  for  what  end  designed 
This  waste  of  lives,  this  havoc  of  mankind? 
S;iy,  by  what  right  (one  case  exempt  alone) 
Do  ye  prescribe,  that  blood  can  crimes  atone? 
If,  when  our  fortunes  frown,  and  dangers  press, 
To  act  the  Roman's  part  be  to  transgress; 
For  man  the  use  of  life  alone  commands, 
The  fee  residing  in  the  grantor's  hands. 
Coultl  man,  what  time  the  social  pact  he  seal'd, 
Cctle  to  the  state  a  right  he  never  held? 
For  all  the  powers  which  in  the  state  reside. 
Result  from  compact,  actual  or  Implied. 
Too  wi'U  the  savage  policy  we  trace 
To  times  remote,  Humanity's  disgrace; 
E\ii  while  I  a.k,  the  trite  response  recurs. 
Example  warns,  severity  deters. 
No  milder  means  can  keep  the  vile  in  awe. 
And  state  necessity  compels  the  law. 
But  let  Experience  speak,  she  claims  our  trust; 
Th'.?  d:ita  false,  the  inference  is  unjust 
1\U  at  a  distance,  men  but  slightly  fear; 
D  I'lsive  Fancy  never  tliinks  them  near: 
With  stronprer  force  tlian  fear  temptations  draw. 
And  Cunning  thinks  to  parry  with  the  law. 
*'  My  brother  swung,  poor  novice  in  Ms  art, 
H«;  lilindly  stumbled  on  a  hangman's  cart; 
But  wiser  I,  assuming  every  shape, 
As  PaoTECs  erst,  am  cerUun  to  escape." 
The  knave,  thus  jeering,  on  his  skill  relies. 
For  never  villain  deem'd  himself  unwise. 

When  earth  convulsive  heaved,  and,  yawning 
wide, 
Enc^ulfd  in  darkness  Lisbon's  spiry  pride. 
At  that  dread  hour  of  ruin  and  dismay, 
*TU  famed  the  harden'd  felon  prowl'd  for  prey; 
Nor  trembling  earth,  nor  thunders  could  restrain 
His  daring  feet,  which  trod  the  sinking  fane; 
Whence,  while  the  fabric  to  its  centre  shook. 
By  impious  stealth  the  hallow'd  vase  he  took. 

What  time  the  gaping  vulgar  throng  to  see 
Borne  wretch  expire  on  Tyburn's  fatal  tree; 


Fast  by  the  crowd  the  luckier  villain  clings, 
And  pilfers  while  the  hapless  culprit  swings. 
If  then  the  knave  can  view,  with  careless  eyos, 
The  bolt  of  vengeance  darting  from  the  skies. 
If  Death,  with  all  the  pomp  of  Justice  join'd, 
Scarce  strikes  a  panic  in  the  guilty  mind, 
What  can  we  hope,  though  every  penal  code. 
As  Dbaco's  once,  were  s^mp'd  in  civic  blood? 

The  blinded  wretch,  whose  mind  is  bent  on  OL 
Would  laugh  at  threats,  and  sport  with  halters  still , 
Temptations  gain  more  vigour  as  they  tlirong. 
Crime  fosters  crime,  and  wrong  engenders  wrong^; 
Fondly  he  hopes  tlie  thrcatch'd  fate  to  shun, 
Nor  sees  his  fatal  error  till  undone. 
Wise  is  the  law,  and  godlike  is  its  aim. 
Which  frowns  to  mend,  and  chastens  to  leclatm, 
Which  seeks  the  storms  of  passion  to  control. 
And  wake  the  latent  virtues  of  the  soul; 
For  all,  perhaps,  the  vilest  of  our  race, 
Bear  in  their  breasts  some  smothcr'd  sparks  of  grace; 
Nor  vain  the  hope,  nor  mad  the  attempt  to  raise 
Those  smothcr'd  sparks  to  Virtue's  purer  blaze. 
When,  on  the  cross  accursed,  the  robber  writhed. 
The  parting  prayer  of  penitence  he  breathed ; 
Chcer'd  by  the  Saviour's  smile,  to  grace  restor^ 
He  died  distinguish'd  with  his  suffering  Lord. 
As  seeds  long  sterile  in  a  poisonous  soU, 
If  nurs'd  by  culture  and  assiduous  toil. 
May  wake  to  life  and  vegteative  power. 
Protrude  the  germ  and  yield  a  fragrant  flower: 
E'en  thus  may  man,  rapacious  and  unjust. 
The  slave  of  sin,  the  prey  of  lawless  lust. 
In  the  drear  prison's  gloomy  round  confined. 
To  awful  solitude  and  toil  consign'd; 
Debarr'd  from  social  intercourse,  nor  less 
From  the  vain  world's  seductions  and  caress, 
With  late  and  trembling  steps  he  measures  back 
Life's  narrow  road,  a  long  abandon'd  track; 
By  Conscience  rousetl,  and  left  to  keen  Rcmone, 
The  mind  at  length  acquires  its  pristine  force : 
Then  pardoning  Mercy,  with  cherubic  smile, 
Duipels  the  gloom,  and  smooths  the  brow  of  Toil, 
Till  friendly  Death,  full  oft  implored  in  vain. 
Shall  burst  the  ponderous  bar  and  loose  the  chain; 
Fraught  with  fresh  life,  an  ofTering  meet  for  God, 
The  rescued  spirit  leaves  the  dread  abode. 

Nor  yet  can  laws,  though  Solon's  self  ahooM 
frame. 
Each  shade  of  guilt  discriminate  aiid  name; 
For  senates  well  their  sacred  trust  fulfil, 
Who  general  cures  provide  for  general  ilL 
Much  must  by  his  direction  be  supplietl, 
In  whom  the  laws  the  pardoning  power  confide; 
He  best  can  measure  every  varying  grade 
Of  guilt,  and  mark  the  bounds  of  light  and  shade: 
Weigh  each  essoin,  each  incident  review, 
And  yield  to  Mercy,  where  she  claims  her  doe: 
And  wise  it  were  so  to  extend  his  trust. 
With  power  to  mitigate — when  'twere  unjust 
Full  amnesty  to  give — for  though  so  dear 
The  name  of  Mercy  to  a  mortal's  ear, 
Yet  should  the  chief,  to  human  weakness  iteeTd  • 
Rarely  indeed  to  suits  for  pardon  yield ; 
For  neither  laws  nor  pardons  can  efiboe 
The  sense  of  guilt  and  memorv  of  disgncr 
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9^y,cmn  the  mm  whom  Justice  doom'd  to  shame, 
Widi  finoot  erect,  his  country^s  bonomv  claim? 
Can  he  with  cheek  nnblushuig  join  the  crowd. 
Claim  equal  rights,  and  hare  his  claim  allow'd? 
What  though  he  mourn,  a  penitent  sincere ; 
Though  erery  dawn  be  usher'd  with  a  tear ; 
The  world,  more  prone  to  censure  than  forigiTe, 
Quick  to  suspect,  and  tardy  to  believe, 
Mr  ill  still  the  hapless  penitent  despise. 
And  watch  hb  conduct. with  invidious  eyes: 
But  the  chief  end  of  justice  once  achieved, 
The  public  weal  secured,  a  soul  reprieved, 
Twere  vrise  in  laws,  'twere  generous  to  provide 
Some  place  where  blushing  penitence  might  hide; 
Tes,  'twere  humane,  'twero  godlike  to  protect 
Returning  virtue  from  *he  world's  neglect 
And  taunting  scorn,  which  pierce  with  keener  pains 
The  feeling  mind,  than  dungeons,  racks,  and  chains : 
Enlv^e  their  bounds;  admit  a  purer  air; 
Dismi^  the  servile  badge  and  scanty  fare; 
The  nint  of  labour  lessen  or  suspend. 
Admit  at  times  the  sympathizing  friend. 

Re{)entance  courts  the  shade ;  alone  she  roves 
By  niin'd  towers  and  night-embrowning  groves ; 
Or  mid«(t  dark  vaults,  by  Melancholy  led. 
She  holds  ideal  converse  with  the  dead : 
Lost  to  the  world  and  each  profaner  joy. 
Her  solace  tears,  and  prayer  her  best  employ. 


A  RADICAL  SONG  OF  1786. 

HrzzA,  my  Jo  Bunkers!  no  taxes  we'll  pay; 
Here's  a  pardon  for  Whcslcb,  Shats,  Pibso^s, 
andDir;* 

Put  ^rcn  boughs  in  your  hats,  and  renew  the  old 

cause; 
?^!  -^p  r\c  coMTia  in  each  county,  and  bully  the  laws: 
('  vi<iiT;itio!is  an«l  oaths  sir,  we  mind  not  a  rush; 
S.1  h  tn:li-i  mu-it  yioM  to  us  Imls  of  the  bush. 
.\r^  !  iw^  an«l  new  charters  our  hooks  shall  display, 
C 'oTiT>a*f.J  !)y  conventions  and  Counsellor  Grey. 

ST-.-  Boston  and  Salem  so  hauj^hty  have  prown, 
Wt'll  make  ihrm  to  know  we  can  let  them  alone. 
Of  flhs^ow  or  Polham  we'll  make  a  seaport, 
A '111  ih  -re  we'll  assrmhle  our  General  Court: 
Our  z  'vornor.  now.  hoys,  shall  turn  out  to  work, 
Anl  !i\«\  like  ourselves,  on  molasses  and  pork; 
In  A  1  iin-i  or  Greenwich  he'll  live  like  a  peer 
On  thrive  hundred  pounds,  paper  money,  a  year. 

G'an  1  jurors,  and  sheriffs,  and  lawyers  we'll  spurn, 
A-*  j  ]<!^es.  we'll  all  take  the  bench  in  our  turn, 
An  1  •Jit  the  whole  term,  without  pension  or  fee, 
Nor  C'  *!ii?ro  or  Skw^l  look  tp-aver  than  we. 
Our  wi:^  though  they  're  rusty,  are  decent  enough ; 
Our  a'yiH.iLS,  though  black,  arc  of  dural)le  stuff; 


•  Nnm«»t  of  ihe  Ind^m  of  the  innnrrertion  thnt  aro».c, 
m  \'^'k  im  <b«' utitc  of  Ma«i>ffchu!«pttii.  rhiefly  in  Jhe  roiin- 
ij*--  of  IIini7«hire,  B^rkiihlre,  and  WorcMier ;  which, 
■  ftfr  enrvulsint  ihe  wute  for  about  a  year,  was  Anally 
qi..>!^d  Kt  a  militnry  forre  under  the  command  <Sf  Geno- 
n\  Ij^colw  and  G«*neral  Shepheid.  The  leaderg  fled 
fro-n  III-  ptate,  and  were  afterwarda  pardoned.  See 
Mmot*«  Ilbiory  of  the  Inaurreclion  In  Maa«achuaetti. 


Array'd  in  such  gear,  the  laws  we  Ml  explain. 
That  poor  people  no  more  shall  have  cause  to  com- 
plain. 

To  Congress  and  impost  we  '11  plead  a  release ; 
The  French  we  can  beat  half-aJdozen  a  piece ; 
We  want  not  their  guineas,  their  arms,  or  alliance ; 
And  as  for  the  Dutchmen,  we  bid  thein  defiance. 
Then  huzza,  my  Jo  Bunkers !  no  taxes  we  'U  pay ; 
Here's  a  pardon  for  Wheslxb,  Suatk,  Parsons, 

•  and  Dat; 
Put  green  boughs  in  your  hats,  and  renew  Uio  old 

cause; 
Stop  the  courts  in  each  county,  and  bully  the  laws. 


REFLECTIONS  ON  SEEING   A  BULL 
SLAIN  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

Tax  sottish  clown  who  never  knew  a  charm 
Beyond  the  powers  of  his  nervous  arm, 
Proud  of  his  might,  with  self-importance  full, 
Or  climbs  the  spire,  or  fights  the  maddening  bull ; 
The  love  of  praise,  impatient  of  control, 
O'erflows  the  scanty  limits  of  his  soul ; 
In  uncouth  jargon,  turbulcntly  loud, 
He  bawls  his  triumphs-  to  the  wondering  crowd : 
«*This  well-strung  arm  dispensed  the  deadly  blow, 
Fell'd  the  proud  bull  and  sunk  his  glories  low :" 
Not  thoughts  more  towering  fill'd  Pelides'  breast. 
When  thus  to  Greece  his  haughty  vaunts  express'd : 
<i  I  sack'd  twelve  ample  cities  on  the  main, 
And  six  lay  smoking  on  the  Trojan  plain  ;"• 
Thus  full  and  fervid  throbb'd  the  pulse  of  pride. 
When  "  Veni,  rirfi,  viei"  C«sar  cried. 
Each  vain  alike,  and  differinj?  but  in  names; 
These  poets  flatter — those  the  mob  acd:ii:ns ; 
Impartial  Death  soon  8to})s  the  proud  career. 
And  bids  Lf.oexdiie  rot  with  DiMotniKii. 
The  God  whose  sovereic^n  care  o'er  all  extenls. 
Sees  whence  their  madness  springs,  and  where  it 

ends; 
From  his  blest  height,  with  just  contempt,  looks 

down 
On  thunderinj*  heroes  and  the  swa^cjcrin;;  clown: 
But  if  our  errincj  reason  may  presume 
The  future  to  divine,  more  mild  his  doom 
Whose  pride  was  wreck'd  on  vanquishM  brutes 

alone. 
Than  his  whose  conquests  made  whole  nations 

t^roan. 
Can  Ganges'  sacred  wave,  or  Lethe's  Hood. 
Wash  clear  the  garments  smearM  with  •  ivie  Mood  ? 
What  hand  from  heaven's  dread  regi^^ter  sh  ill  tear 
The  page  where,  stamp'd  in  blood,  the  eon(|ueror'8 

crimes  appear? 


IMPROMPTU  ON  AN  ORDF.R   TO  KILL 
THE  DOGS  IN  ALBANY. 

'Tis  done!  the  drea<lful  sentence  is  deere.<l ! 
The  town  is  mail,  and  all  the  dogs  mu-^l  Meed  ! 
Ah  roe !   what  boots  it  that  the  dogs  are  s!  lin, 
Since  the  whole  race  of  puppies  yet  re:n«:fi ' 


JOHN  QUINCY  ADAMS. 


(Bon,  lift.    DUd,lM8.1 


Whkn  Mr.  Adamb  took  a  degree  at  Hanrard 
College,  In  1787,  he  had  already  seen  much  of  the 
world,  in  foreign  schools,  or  travelling  in  the  suite 
of  his  father,  or  in  the  official  life  upon  which  he  had 
entered,  at  this  early  age,  as  secretary  to  the  Ameri- 
can legation  at  8u  Petersburg.  In  1790  he  was 
admitted  to  the  bar;  in  1791  he  wrote  a  reply  to 
Paine'8  "Rights  of  Man;"  in  1794hewa8  appoint- 
ed minister  to  the  Hague,  in  1796  minister  to  Lis- 
bon,in  1797  minister  to  Berlin;  in  1801  he  returned 
to  the  United  States,  in  1803  was  chosen  to  the 
senate,  in  1806  wss  made  professor  of  rhetoric  at 
Cambridge,  in  1809  went  to  Russia  as  minister, 
in  1814  was  a  member  of  the  peace  commission 
at  Ghent,  in  1815  became  envoy  at  the  court  of 
London,  in  1817  was  recalled  to  enter  the  office 
of  Secretary  of  State,  and  in  1824  was  elected 
PreHJdent.  After  the  close  of  his  administration, 
in  1829,  he  was  for  a  short  period  in  private  life, 
but  in  1831  he  reentered  Congress,  as  the  repre- 
sentative of  his  native  district,  and  by  successive 
elections  held  his  scat  there  until  he  died,  on  the 
twenty-third  of  February,  1848. 

The  merits  of  Mr.  Adams  as  a  poet  are  not  great, 
bat  he  wrote  much  in  verse,  and  frequently  with 
good  sense, humour,  and  scholarly  polish.  Among 
his  earlier  productions  are  translations  of  the  sev. 
enth  and  thirteenth  satires  of  J uvbnal,  written  for 
Dennik's  **Port  Folio,"  and  he  once  showed  me 
a  translation  of  WiELAND*8  "Oberon,"  which  he 
made  while  residing  officially  at  Berlin,  in  1798. 
It  would  have  been  printed  at  the  time,  had  not 
Wi ELAND  informed  a  friend  of  Mr.  Adams,  who 
exhibited  to  him  the  manuscript,  of  the  English 
version  of  his  poem  then  just  published  by  Mr. 
SoTiiEBT,  of  the  existence  of  which  Mr.  Adams 
had  not  been  aware. 

The  longest  of  Mr.  Adamses  original  poems  is 
"Dcrmot  Mac  Morrogh,  or  the  Conquest  of  Ire- 
land, an  Historical  Tale  of  the  Twelfth  Century, 
in  Four  Cantos,"  which  appeared  in  1832.  It  is 
a  story  of  various  profligacy  and  brutality,  in  which 
it  is  difficult  to  see  any  poetical  elements ;  but  Mr. 
Adams  deemed  the  subject  suitable  for  an  histori- 
cal tair,  and  to  give  it  **  an  interest  which  might 
invite  readers,"  it  appeared  « advisable  to  present 
it  in  the  garb  of  poetry."  He  says,  *<  it  is  intended 
also  as  a  moral  tale,  teaching  the  citizens  of  these 
United  States  the  virtues  of  conjugal  fidelity,  of 
genuine  piety,  and  of  devotion  to  their  country, 
by  pointing  the  finger  of  scorn  at  the  example  six 
hundred  years  since  exhibited,  of  a  country  sold 
to  a  foreign  invader  by  the  joint  agency  of  violated 
marriage  vows,  unprindplad  ambition,  and  reli- 
gious imposture."  It  was  suspected  by  shrewd 
critics  that  the  distingiiished  bard  was  thinking 
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of  some  events  nearer  home,  and  that  the  chxon- 
icie  of  Gibaldus  Cambbbmsib,  which  he  refers 
to  as  an  authority,  had  not  half  as  much  to  do 
with  the  stiggestion  of  his  theme  and  its  treat- 
ment as  certain  scandalous  chronicles  respecting 
his  own  successful  competitor  for  the  presidency, 
and  the  wife  of  one  of  his  leading  partisans.  TUs 
suspicion  was  not  lessened  by  the  disclaimer  in 
the  opening  stanzas  of  the  poem : 

"  I  siira  of  DxuiOT,  Erin's  early  pride; 

The  pious  patriot  of  the  Emerald  strand; 
The  first  deliverer,  for  a  stolen  bride. 

Who  sold  to  Albion's  king  his  native  land. 
Bat,  coantrymen  of  mine,  let  wo  betide 

The  man  who  tliinks  of  aoght  bnt  wbat*B  In  hand. 
What  I  shall  tell  yon,  happen'd,  yon  must  know, 
Bejfond  the  ttas,  six  hundr«i  ftan  ago. 

**  T  is  strange  how  often  readers  will  Indnlgs 
Tlwir  wits  a  mystic  meaning  to  discover; 

Secrets  ne'er  dreamt  of  by  tlie  bard  dimlge, 
And  where  he  shoots  a  dnck  will  find  a  plover. 

Satiric  shafts  from  every  line  promulge, — 
Detect  a  tyrant,  when  he  draws  a  lover:— 

Nay,  so  intent  his  hidden  thoughts  to  see, 

Cry,  if  he  paint  a  looundrel— <  Tliat  means  me.* . .  a 

*<  Against  all  this  I  enter  my  protest; 

DssMOT  Mao  Morrogo  shows  my  hero's  ftos; 
Nor  will  I,  or  in  earnest  or  in  jest. 

Permit  another  to  usurp  his  place; 
And  give  me  leave  to  say  that  I  know  best 

My  own  intentions  In  the  lines  I  trace; 
Let  no  man  therefore  draw  aside  the  sereea. 
And  say  't  is  any  other  that  I  mean." 

**  Dermot  Mac  Morrogh"  added  very  little  to 
Mr.  Adams's  literary  fame.  Reviewers  of  all 
parties  condemned  it  as  an  utter  failure  in  poetij, 
.philosophy,  and  wit.  It  is  probable  that  the  emi- 
nent position  bf  the  author  was  as  injurious  to 
him  with  the  critics,  as  it  was  advantageous  to 
his  booksellers  with  the  public. 

A  collection  of  his  shorter  efifusioas  appeared 
soon  after  his  death  under  the  title  of  «  Poems  of 
Religion  and  Society,"  and  the  editor  expresses  an 
opinion  that  many  of  them  **  are  inibrmed  with 
wisdom  and  various  learning,"  and  that  some  of  the 
illustrious  writer's  hymns  «<  are  among  the  finest 
devotional  lyrics  in  our  language.'*  Thb  praiss 
is  not  altogether  undeserved,  but  perbaps  it  may 
be  discovered  that  they  are  more  refnarkable  Ibr 
the  quality  of  piety  than  for  that  of  poetry. 

Of  tho  intellectual  activity  of  Mr.  Adams,  his 
erudition,  temper,  and  general  literary  character, 
I  have  given  some  account  in  <«The  Pcose  Writers 
of  America."  Though  one  of  oar>most  Tolamio- 
ous  authors,  and  possessed  of  abilities  by  which 
he  might  have  been  among  the  most  distinguishadi 
he  will  probably  be  longer  remembered  as  a  statat 
man  than  as  a  man  of  letters. 
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THE  WANTS  OF  MAN. 


I  Vat  little  hflra  below, 
Kor  vaate  that  Uttle  lone.— GoLMMm. 

«  Mav  wants  bat  little  here  below, 

Nor  waou  that  little  long." 
T  is  not  with  me  exactly  so. 

But 't  b  so  in  the  song. 
My  wants  are  many,  and  if  told 

Would  muster  many  a  score ; 
And  were  each  wish  a  mint  of  gold, 

I  still  ^onld  long  for  more. 

What  first  I  want  is  daily  bread. 

And  canras-backs  and  wine; 
And  all  the  realms  of  nature  spread 

Before  me  when  I  dine ; 
With  four  choice  cooks  from  France,  beside. 

To  dress  my  dinner  well ; 
Four  oounies  scarcely  can  provide 

My  appetite  to  quell. 

What  next  I  want,  at  heavy  cost. 

Is  elegant  attire : 
Black  ssUe  liirs  for  winter's  firoet. 

And  silks  for  summer's  fire. 
And  Cashmere  shawls,  and  Brussels  lace 

My  bosom's  front  to  deck. 
And  diamond  rings  my  hands  to  grace. 

And  rubies  for  my  neck. 

And  then  I  want  a  mansion  fair, 

A  dwelling-house,  in  style. 
Four  stories  high,  for  wholesome  air-^ 

A  massive  marble  pile ; 
M'ith  halls  for  banquetings  and  balls, 

All  furnished  rich  and  fine ; 
With  high  blood  studs  in  fifty  stalls. 

And  cellars  for  my  wine. 

I  want  a  garden  and  a  park, 

My  dwelling  to  surround — 
A  thousand  acre*i,  (bless  the  mark  !) 

With  walls  encompasnM  round — 
Where  fiocks  may  range  and  herds  may  low, 

And  kids  and  lambkins  play, 
And  flowen»  and  fruits  commingled  grow, 

.\11  Eden  to  display. 

1  want,  when  summer's  foliage  falls, 

And  autumn  8tri))s  the  trees, 
A  house  within  the  city's  walls, 

For  comfort  and  for  ease; 
But  here,  as  space  is  somewhat  scant. 

And  acres  somewhat  rare. 
My  house  in  town  I  only  want 

To  occupy — a  square. 

I  want  a  steward,  butler,  cooks; 

A  coachman,  fix>tman,  grooms; 
A  library  of  well-bound  books. 

And  picture-garnished  rooms, 
CoRRRoio's  Magdalen,  and  Night, 

The  Matron  of  the  Chair; 
GciLK)*8  fleet  Coursers,  in  their  flight, 

And  Claudes  at  least  a  pair. 


I  want  a  eabintt  profhae 

Of  medals,  coins,  and  gems ; 
A  printing-press,  fbr  private  use. 

Of  fifty  thousand  bms  ; 
And  plants,  and  minerals,  and  shells ; 

Worms,  insects,  fishes,  birds ; 
And  every  beast  on  earth  that  dwells. 

In  solitude  or  herds. 

I  want  a  board  of  burnished  plate. 

Of  silver  and  of  gold ; 
Tureens,  of  twenty  pounds  in  weight. 

And  sculpture's  richest  mould; 
Plateaus,  with  chandeliers  and  lamps. 

Plates,  dishes — all  the  same ; 
And  porcelain  vases,  with  the  stamps 

Of  Sevres  and  Angouleme. 

And  maples,  of  fiiir  glossy  stain. 

Must  form  my  chamber  doors. 
And  carpets  of  the  Wilton  grain 

Must  cover  all  my  floors ; 
My  walls,  with  tapestry  bedeck'd. 

Must  never  be  outdone ; 
And  damask  curtains  must  protect 

Their  colours  firom  the  sun. 

And  mirrors  of  the  largest  pane 

From  Venice  must  be  brought ; 
And  sandal-wood  and  bamboo-cane. 

For  chairs  and  tables  bought; 
On  all  the  mantel-pieces,  clocks    . 

Of  thrice-gilt  bronze  must  stand. 
And  screens  of  ebony  and  box 

Invite  the  stranger's  hand. 

I  want  (who  does  not  want?)  a  wife, 

Affectionate  and  fair, 
To  solace  all  the  woes  of  life, 

And  all  its  joys  to  share; 
Of  temper  sweet,  of  yielding  will. 

Of  firm,  yet  placid  mind, 
With  all  my  faults  to  love  me  still, 

With  sentiment  refined. 

And  as  Time's  car  incessant  runs, 

And  Fortune  fills  my  store, 
I  want  of  daughters  and  of  sons 

From  eight  to  half  a  score. 
I  want  (alas !  can  mortal  dare 

Such  bliss  on  earth  to  crave  ?) 
That  all  the  girls  be  chaste  and  fair — 

The  boys  all  wise  and  brave. 

And  when  my  bosom's  darling  sings, 

With  meloily  divine, 
A  pedal  harp  of  many  strings 

Must  with  her  voice  combine. 
A  piano,  exquisitely  wrought, 

Must  open  stand,  apart. 
That  all  my  daughters  may  be  taught 

To  win  the  stranger's  heart. 

My  wife  and  daughters  will  desire 
Refreshment  from  perfumes, 

Cosmetics  for  the  skin  require. 
And  artificial  blooms. 
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The  civet  fragrance  shMl  dispense, 
And  treasured  sweets  return ; 

Cologne  revive  the  flagging  sense. 
And  smoking  amber  burn. 

And  when  at  night  my  weary  head 

Begins  to  droop  and  dose, 
A  chamber  south,  to  hold  my  bod. 

For  nature's  soft  repose ; 
With  blankets,  counterpanes,  and  sheet, 

Mattrass^  and  sack  of  down, 
And  comfortables  for  my  feet. 

And  pillows  for  my  crown. 

I  want  a  warm  and  faithful  friend, 
/     To  cheer  the  adverse  hour, 
Who  ne'er  to  flatter  will  descend, 

Nor  bend  the  knee  to  power ; 
A  friend  to  chide  me  when  I  'm  wrong, 

My  inmost  soul  to  see ; 
And  that  my  friendship  prove  as  strong 

For  him,  as  his  for  me. 

I  want  a  kind  and  tender  heart, 

For  others  wants  to  feel ; 
A  soul  secure  from  Fortune's  dart. 

And  bosom  arm'd  with  steel ; 
To  bear  divine  chastisement's  rod. 

And,  mingling  in  my  plan. 
Submission  to  the  will  of  God, 

With  chanty  to  man. 

I  want  a  keen,  observing  eye, 

An  ever-listening  ear. 
The  truth  through  all  disguise  to  spy. 

And  wisdom's  voice  to  hear; 
A  tongue,  to  speak  at  virtue's  need. 

In  Heaven's  sublimest  strain ;    * 
And  Irps,  the  cause  of  man  to  plead, 

And  never  plead  in  vain. 

I  want  uninterrupted  health. 

Throughout  my  long  career. 
And  streams  of  never-failing  wealth. 

To  scatter  far  and  near — • 
The  destitute  to  clothe  and  feed. 

Free  bounty  to  bestow. 
Supply  the  helpless  orphan's  need. 

And  soothe  the  widow's  wo. 

I  want  the  genius  to  conceive. 

The  talents  to  unfold. 
Designs,  the  vicious  to  retrieve. 

The  virtuous  to  uphold ; 
Inventive  power,  combining  skill, 

A  persevering  soul. 
Of  human  hearts  to  mould  the  will, 

And  reach  from  pole  to  pole. 

I  want  the  seals  of  power  and  place. 

The  ensigns  of  command. 
Charged  by  the  people's  unbought  grace. 

To  rate  my  native  land; 
Nor  crown,  nor  sceptre  would  I  ask. 

But  from  my  country's  will. 
By  day,  by  night,  Iq  ply  tlw  task 

Her  cup  of  blias  to  filL 


I  want  the  voice  of  honest  praise 

To  follow  me  behind, 
And  to  be  thought,  in  future  days. 

The  friend  of  human  kind ; 
That  after  ages,  as  they  rise, 

Exulting  may  proclaim, 
In  choral  union  to  the  skies,  • 

Their  blessings  on  my  name. 

These  are  the  wants  of. mortal  man; 

I  cannot  need  them  long. 
For  life  itself  is  but  a  span, 

And  earthly  bliss  a  song. 
My  last  great  want,  absorbing  all. 

Is,  when  beneath  the  sod, 
And  summon'd  to  my  final  call,— 

The  mercy  of  my  God. 

And  oh !  while  circles  in  my  Tei&s 

Of  life  the  purple  stresm. 
And  yet  a  fragment  small  remains 

Of  nature's  transient  dream, 
My  soul,  in  humble  hope  unscared. 

Forget  not  thou  to  pray. 
That  this  tht  want  may  be  prepared 

To  meet  the  Judgment-Day. 


THE  PLAGUE  IN  THE  FOREST. 


Time  was,  when  round  the  lion's  den, 

A  peopled  city  raised  its  head ; 
'T  was  not  inhabited  by  men, 

But  by  four-footed  beasts  instead. 
The  lynx,  the  leopard,  and  the  bea^  ^ 
The  tiger  and  the  wolf,  were  there; 

The  hoof-defended  steed ; 
The  bull,  prepared  with  horns  to  gore^ 
The  cat  with  claws,  the  tusky  boar. 

And  all  the  canine  breed. 

In  social  compact  thus  combined. 

Together  dwelt  the  beasts  of  prey ; 
Their  murderous  weapons  all  resigned. 

And  vowed  each  other  not  to  alay. 
Among  them  Reynard  thrust  his  phii; 
Not  hoof,  nor  horn,  nor  tusk  was  his. 

For  warflire  all  unfit ; 
He  whispered  to  the  royal  dnnoe. 
And  gained  a  settlement  at  once ; 

His  weapon  was, — ^his  wit 

One -summer,  by  some  fatal  spell, 

(Phoebus  was  peevish  for  some  scoff,] 
The  plague  upon  that  city  foil, 

And  swept  the  beasts  by  thousands  c 
The  lion,  as  became  his  part. 
Loved  his  own  people  from  his  heart, 

And  taking  counsel  sage. 
His  peerage  summoned  to  advise 
And  offer  up  a  sacrifice. 

To  soothe  Apollo's  rage. 

Quoth  Lion,  «  We  are  sinners  all, 
And  even  it  most  be  confossed, 

If  among  aheep  I  chance  to  fall, 
I — ^I  am  gailty  as  tha  rest 
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To  roe  the  sight  of  lamb  b  cunt. 
It  kindles  in  my  throat  a  thirsty 

I  atruggte  to  refrain.-r- 
Poor  innocent !  hia  blood  ao  aweet ! 
Ui»  flesh  BO  delicate  to  eat ! 

I  find  resistance  vain. 

**  Now  to  be  candid,  I  must  own 

The' sheep  are  weak  and  I  am  strong, 
But  when  we  find  ourselves  alone, 

The  sheep  have  never  done  me  wrong. 
And,  since  I  purpose  to  reveal 
AH  my  offences,  nor  conceal 

One  trespass  fix>m  your  view ; 
My  appetite  is  made  so  keen. 
That  with  the  sheep  the  time  has  been 

I  took, — the  shepherd  too. 

••Then  let  us  all  our  sins  confess. 

And  whosoe'r  the  blackest  guilt, 
To  ease  my  people's  deep  distress, 

Let  his  atoning  blood  be  spilt 
My  own  confession  now  you  hear, 
Should  none  of  deeper  dye  appear. 

Your  sentence  freely  give ; 
And  if  on  me  should  fall  the  lot 
Make  me  the  victim  on  the  spot, 

And  let  my  people  live." 

Hie  council  with  applauses  rung. 

To  hear  the  Codrus  of  the  woodf 
Though  still  some  doubt  suspended  hung. 

If  he  would  make  his  promise  good, — 
Quoth  Reynard,  **  Since  the  world  was  made, 
Was  ever  love  like  this  displayed  1 

Let  us  like  subjects  true 
Swear,  as  before  your  feet  we  fall, 
S<»ner  than  you  should  die  for  all, 

We  all  will  die  for  you. 

"But  please  your  majesty,  I  Jeem, 

.Submissive  to  your  royal  grace, 
Vuu  holtl  in  far  too  high  esteem 

That  paltry,  poltroon,  sheepish  race; 
Fi>r  oft,  reflecting  in  the  shade, 
I  a».k  mv>elf  why  sheep  were  made 

By  all-creating  power  ? 
And  howsoe'er  I  tax  my  mind, 
This  the  sole  reason  I  can  find — 

For  lions  to  devour. 

♦•  And  as  for  eating  now  and  then, 

As  well  the  shepherd  as  the  sheep, — 
How  can  that  braggart  breed  of  men 

Expect  with  you  the  peace  to  keep? 
'T  iii  time  their  blustering  boast  to  stem, 
That  all  the  world  was  made  for  them — 

And  prove  creation's  plan; 
Teach  them  by  evidence  profuse 
That  man  was  made  for  lion's  use, 

Not  lions  made  for  man." 

And  now  the  noble  peers  begin. 

And,  cheered  with  such  examples  bright, 
DiAcloMng  each  his  secret  sin, 

S<jnie  midnight  murder  brought  to  light; 
Reynard  was  counsel  for  them  all, 
No  crime  the  assembly  could  appal, 


But  he  could  botch  with  paint : 
Hark,  aa  his  honeyed  accents  roll: 
Each  tiger  b  a  gentle  soul, 

Each  blood-hound  is  a  saint 

When  each  had  told  his  tale  in  turn. 

The  long-ieared  beast  of  burden  came, 
And  meekly  said,  **  My  bowels  yearn 

To  make  confession  of  my  shame; 
But  I  remember  on  a  time 
I  passed,  not  thinking  of  a  crime, 

A  haystack  on  my  way : 
His  lure  some  tempting  devil  spread, 
I  stretched  across  the  fence  my  head. 

And  cropped, — a  lock  of  hay." 

«  Oh,  monster !  villian !"  Reynard  cried — 

«  No  longer  seek  the  victim,  sire ; 
Nor  why  your  subjects  thus  have  died, 

To  eipiate  ApoUo^s  ire.*" 
The  council  with  one  voice  decre^ ; 
All  joined  to  execrate  the  deed, — 

•<  What,  steal  another's  grass!" 
The  blackest  crime  their  lives  could  show, 
Was  washed  as  white  as  virgin  anow ; 

The  victim  was,— The  Aas.       * 


TO  A  BEREAVED  MOTHER. 

Sum,  to  the  pianaions  of  the  blest 

When  infant  innocence  ascends. 
Some  angel,  brighter  than  the  rest. 

The  spotless  ipirit's  flight  attends. 
On  wings  of  ecstasy  they  rise. 

Beyond  where  worlds  material  roll ; 
Till  some  fair  sister  of  the  skies 

Receives  the  unpolluted  soul. 
That  inextinguishable  beam, 

With  dust  united  at  our  birth, 
Sheds  a  more  dim,  discolour'd  gleam 

The  more  it  lingers  upon  earth.  .  .  . 

But  when  the  Lord  of  mortal  breath 

Decrees  his  bounty  to  resume, 
And  points  the  silent  shall  of  death 

Which  speeds  an  infant  to  the  tomb — 
No  passion  fierce,  nor  low  desire. 

Has  quenched  the  radiance  of  the  fiame ; 
Back,  to  its  God,  the  living  fire 

Reverts,  unclouded  as  it  came. 
Fond  mourner !  be  that  solace  thine ! 

Let  Hope  her  healing  charm  impart, 
And  soothe,  with  melodies  divine, 

The  anguish  of  a  mother's  heart. 

Oh,  think!  the  darlings  of  thy  love, 

Divested  of  this  earthly  clod, 
Amid  unnumber'd  saints,  above. 

Bask  in  the  bosom  of  their  God.  .  .  . 
O'er  thee,  with  looks  of  love,  they  bend ; 

For  thee  the  Lord  of  life  implore; 
And  oil,  from  sainted  bliss  descend. 

Thy  wounded  quiet  to  restore. 
Then  dry,  henceforth,  the  bitter  tear; 

Their  part  and  thine  inverted  see : 
Thou  wert  their  guardian  angel  here. 

They  guardian  angels  now  to  thee. 


JOSEPH   HOPKiNSON. 


[Born.  irre.    DUd,18lS.] 


Joseph  Hopkinson,  LL.  D.,  son  of  Francis 
HoPKiNSON,  author  of  **  The  Battle  of  the  Kegs/* 
&C.,  was  born  in  Philadelphia  in  1770,  and  edu- 
cated for  the  bar  in  the  office  of  hia  father.  He 
wrote  verses  with  fluency,  but  had  little  claim  to 
bo  regarded  as  a  poet.  His  *•  Hail  Columbia !" 
is,  however,  one  of  our  very  few  national  songs, 
and  is  likc^  to  be  looked  for  in  all  collections  of 
American  poetry.  In  his  old  age  Judge  Hopkin- 
soN  wrote  me  a  letter,  in  which  the  history  of  this 
song  is  thus  given : 

..."  It  WM  written  In  the  sunlnicr  of  170^,  when  war 
with  France  was  thoufcht  to  be  Int'Tltahle.  Confcn>«i  was 
th<*n  In  nssion  in  rhiladelphia,  deliberating  upon.that  im« 
portant  Rubject,  and  arts  of  hontility  had  actually  taken 
place.  The  content  between  EnKUnd  and  Prance  was  rac- 
ing, and  the  people  of  the  United  States  were  divided  Into 
parties  for  th«»  one  ride  or  tlie  other,  some  thinking  that 
policy  and  duty  required  us  to  espouse  the  cause  of  repub* 
llcan  France,  as  she  was  called ;  while  others  were  for  con- 
necting ourselves  with  England,  under  the  belief  that  she 
was  the  great  preserratlTe  power  of  good  principles  and 
sate  government.  The  violation  of  our  rights  by  both  bel- 
ligerents was  furclng  us  from  the  Just  and  wise  policy  of 
President  Washinotox,  which  was  to  {lo  equal  Justice  to 
both,  to  take  part  with  neither,  but  to  preserve  a  strict  and 
honest  neutrality  between  them.  The  prospect  of  a  rup- 
ture with  France  was  exceedingly  offensive  to  the  portion 
of  the  people  who  espoused  her  eause;  and  the  violence 
of  the  spirit  of  party  has  never  risen  higher,  I  think  not 
so  high.  In  our  country,  as  it  did  at  that  time,  upon  that 


question.  Tha  theatre  was  thin  opsa  in  oar  city.  Ajoo^ 
man  belonging  to  it,  wlioes  talent  was  as  a  singar,  vas 
about  to  take  his  benefit.  I  had  known  him  whtn  liawis 
at  schooL  On  this  acquaintance,  he  oallsd  on  ma  ooa  8» 
turday  afternoon,  his  benefit  being  annonnead  Ibr  tba  ftl* 
lowing  Monday.  Uii  prospects  were  vaiy  disliaartaiiiag; 
but  he  said  that  if  he  ooold  gat  a  patiiotle  aong  adapted 
to  the  tnne  of  the  'Prasident's  Mareh,*  ba  did  no4  doatt 
of  a  full  house;  that  the  poets  of  the  thaatrloJ  eorps hs< 
been  trying  to  aooompllah  it,  bat  liad  not  sneeaadBd.  I 
told  him  I  would  try  what  I  could  do  for  him.  Ba  esma 
the  next  afternoon;  and  the  song,  soch  aa  it  Is,  waaia^j 
Ibr  him. 

*<The  ol^Jeet  of  the  anthor  was  to  get  up  an  Awttrktm 
tpirity  which  shonld  be  independent  oi;  and  above  the  lotir' 
ests,  passions,  and  policy  of  both  bdligarants;  and  ktokaad 
feel  excl  usively  fbr  our  own  honour  and  rfghta.  No  aliaslon 
is  made  to  France  or  England,  or  the  qnanal  between  tbsm ; 
or  to  the  question,  which  was  most  in  fkolt  in  their  ticat 
ment  of  us :  of  course  the  song  Ibond  Urour  with  both 
parties,  ibr  both  were  Americans;  at  least  netther  could 
disavow  the  sentiments  and  feelings  It  inenloatad.  Bmik 
is  the  history  of  this  song,  which  has  endored  infinitalj 
beyond  the  expectation  of  the  author,  aa  it  Is  beyond  kbj 
merit  it  can  boast  of;  except  tliat  of  being  truly  and  asd»> 
sively  patriotic  In  its  sentiments  and  spirit." 

At  the  time  of  his  death,  which  occurred  on  Um 
fifteenth  of  January,  1842,  the  author  wae  Pren- 
dent  of  the  Pennaylvania  Academy  of  the  Fine 
Arts,  one  of  the  Vice-Presideota  of  the  Americui 
Philosophical  Society,  and  a  Judge  of  the  District 
Court  of  the  United  Sutea. 


HAIL  COLUMBIA. 

Hail,  Columbia !  happy  land ! 
Hail,  ye  heroea,  heaven-born  band ! 

Who  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom'a  cause, 
W'ho  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom's  cause, 
And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone, 
Enjoy*d  the  peace  your  valour  won ! 
Let  independence  be  our  boast, 
Ever  mindful  what  it  cost; 
Ever  grateful  for  the  prize. 
Let  its  altar  reach  the  skies. 
Firm— united — let  us  be, 
Rallying  round  our  liberty ; 
Aa  a  band  of  brothers  join*d, 
Peace  and  safety  we  shall  find. 

Immortal  patriots !  riae  once  more ; 

Defend  your  rights,  defend  your  ahore; 
Ijet  no  rude  foe,  with  impioua  hand, 
I^t  DO  rude  foe,  with  impioua' hand, 

Invade  the  ahrine  where  aacred  lies 

Of  toil  and  blood  the  well-earned  prize. 
While  offering  peace  aincere  and  juat. 
In  Heaven  we  place  a  manly  tniat, 
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That  truth  and  justice,  will  prerail, 
And  every  acheme  of  bondage  ftiL 
Firm — united,  dec 

Sound,  Bound  the  trump  of  Fame ! 

Let  Wa8bixqton'8  great  name 
Ring  through  the  worid  with  loud  applaaae, 
Ring  through  the  world  with  loud  applaose: 

I^t  every  clime  to  Freedom  dear 

Liaten  with  a  joyful  car. 
With  equal  skill  and  godlike  power» 
He  governs  in  the  fearful  hour 
Of  horrid  war;  or  guidea  with  eaae^ 
The  happier  timea  of  honeat  peace. 
Firm — united,  dec 

Behold  the  chief  who  now  commaiida. 

Once  more  to  aerve  hia  country  atand*-* 
The  rock  on  which  the  atorm  will  beat. 
The  rock  on  which  the  atorm  will  beat: 

But,  armed  in  virtue  firm  and  true. 

His  hopes  are  fixed  on  heaven  and  yoa. 
When  Hope  waa  ainking  in  diamay, 
And  glooms  obacured  Columbia*a  day, 
Hia  steady  mind,  finm  changea  free. 
Resolved  on  death  or  liberty. 
Firm — united,  dtc 


WILLIAM  CLIFFTON. 


(Bonnm    DMlTtgi] 


Tax  fiuber  of  William  Clifytov  wai  a 
vttltlij  member  of  the  society  of  Frienda,  in 
Philadelphia.  The  poet,  from  Us  childhood,  had 
little  physical  strength,  and  was  generally  a  suf- 
fefcr  from  disease;  but  his  mind  was  vigorous 
md  csrefrilly  educated,  and  h^  he  lired  to  a 
■MtfUFB  age,  he  would  probably  have  won  an  en- 
duing reputation  as  an  author.  His  life  was 
BMiked  by  few  incidenia.  He  made  himaelf  ao- 
foainted  with  the  classical  studies  pursued  in  ^ 
anivcnitaes,  and  with  music,  painting,  and  such 
fieU-^KMrts  as  he  supposed  he  could  indulge  in 
vi^  most  advantage  tp  his  health.  He  was 
eooadered  an  amiable  and  accomplished  gen- 
tieBan,  and  his  society  was  courted  alike  by 


the  &shionable  and  die  learned.  He  died  in 
December,  1799,  in  ^  twen^-eeventh  year  of 
his  age. 

The  poetry  of  Cliittok  has  more  energy  of 
thought  and  diction,  and  is  generally  more  cor- 
rect and  harmonious,  than  any  which  had  been 
previously  written  in  this  country.  Much  of  it 
is  satirical,  and  relates  to  persons  and  events  of 
the  period  in  which  he  lived ;  and  the  small 
volume  of  his  writings  published  after  his  death 
doubtless  contains  pome  jrieces  which  would  have 
been  excluded  from  an  edition  prepared  by  him- 
self, for  this  reason,  and  because  they  were  un- 
finished and  not  onginally  intended  to  meet  the 
eye  of  the  world. 
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i;        TO  WILLIAM  GIFFORD,  ESQ.* 

I      I V  diese  cold  riiades,  beneath  these  shifting  skies, 
Ij  Where  Fancy  sickens,  and  where  Genius  dies; 
'i  Where  few  and  feeble  are  the  muse's  strains, 
';  And  no  fine  frenzy  riots  in  the  veins. 
There  stfi]  are  found  a  few  to  whom  belong 
The  fire  of  virtue  ^nd  the  soul  of  song; 
Hliose  kindling  ardour  still  can  wake  the  strings, 
^VTiCTi  learning  triumphs,  and  when  GiFFORD  sings. 
To  lhe<»  the  lowliest  bard  his  tribute  pays, 
Hi«  little  wild-flower  to  thy  wreath  conveys; 
Plfajscil,  if  permitted  round  thy  name  to  bloom, 
To  fxxLiit  one  effort  rescued  from  the  tomb. 

While  this  delirious  age  enchanted  seems 
With  hectic  Fancy's  desultory  dreams; 
While  wearing  fa«t  away  is  every  trace 
Of  Crrrcian  >-ifi:our,  and  of  Roman  grace, 
With  fond  deliffht,  wc  yet  one  bard  behold, 
A*  Horace  poliihM,  and  as  Perseus  bold, 
Reclaim  the  art,  assert  the  muse  divine. 
And  drive  obtnL«!ive  dulness  from  the  shrine. 
Since  that  jrreat  day  which  saw  the  Tablet  rise, 
A  thinking  Mock,  and  whisper  to  the  eyes. 
No  time  has  been  that  touch'd  the  muse  so  near, 
No  Afire  when  learning  had  so  much  to  fear, 
A«  now,  when  lore-hrm  ladies  I'tpht  verse  frames 
And  everv'  rebus-weaver  talks  of  Fame. 

When  Truth  in  classic  majesty  appeared. 
And  Greece,  on  high,  the  dome  of  science  rear*d, 
Pati«»nce  and  perse\erancc,  care  and  pain 
Alone  the  steep,  the  rough  ascent  could  gain : 
Non*»  Imt  the  great  the  sun-clad  summit  found ; 
The  weak  were  baiHed,and  the  strong  were  crownM. 

•  Prefii^d  lo  William  Cobbett**  edition  of  the  "  Ba- 
viftd  and  Mvviad,"  publUhed  in  PhUadelphia,  in  1799. 


Hia  tardy  transoipt's  nigh-wrought  page  confined 
To  one  pursuit  the  undivided  mind. 
No  venal  critic  fatten'd  on  the  trade; 
Books  for  delight,  and  not  for  aale  were  made; 
Then  shone,  superior,  in  the  realms  of  thought, 
The  chief  who  governed,  and  the  sage  who  taught: 
The  drama  then  with  deathless  bays  was  wreath'd. 
The  statue  quickened,  and  the  canvass  brea&ed. 
The  poet,  then,  with  unresisted  art, 
Sway'd  every  impulse  of  the  captive  heart. 
Touch'd  with  a  beam  of  Heaven's  creative  mind. 
His  spirit  kindled,  and  his  taste  refined : 
Incessant  toil  informed  his  rising  youth ; 
Thought  grew  to  thought,  and  truth  attracted  truth. 
Till,  all  complete,  his  perfect  soul  display'd 
Some  bloom  of  genius  which  could  never  fade. 
So  the  sage  oak,  to  Nature's  mandate  true, 
Advanced  but  slow,  and  strengthen'd  as  it  grew ! 
But  when,  at  length,  (full  many  a  season  o'er.) 
Its  virile  head,  in  pride,  aloft  it  bore ; 
When  steadfast  were  its  roots,  and  sound  its  heart. 
It  bade  defiance  to  the  insect's  art, 
And,  storm  and  time  resisting,  still  remains 
The  never-dying  glory  of  the  plains. 

Then,  if  some  thoughtless  Bavius  dared  appear, 
Short  was  his  date,  and  limited  his  sphere ; 
He  could  but  please  the  changeling  mob  a  day. 
Then,  like  his  noxious  labours,  pass  away  : 
So,  near  a  forest  tall,  some  worthless  flower 
Enjoys  the  triumph  of  its  gaudy  hour. 
Scatters  its  little  poison  through  the  skies. 
Then  droops  its  empty,  hated  head,  and  dies. 

Still,  as  from  famed  Ilyssus'  classic  shore. 
To  Mincius'  banks,  the  muse  her  laurel  bore. 
The  sacred  plant  to  hands  divine  was  given, 
And  deathless  Maro  nursed  the  boon  of  Heaven 
Exalted  bard !  to  hear  thy  gentler  voice. 
The  valleys  listen,  and  their  swains  rejoice ; 
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But  when,  on  some  wild  lAountain's  awful  form, 
We  he^r  thy  spirit  chanting  to  the  storm, 
Of  battling  chiefs,  and  armies  laid  in  gore, 
We  rage,  we  sigh,  we  wonder,  and  adore. 
Thus  Rome  with  Greece  in  rival  splendour  shone. 
But  claim'd  immortal  satire  for  her  own; 
While  HoRAcx  pierced,  full  oft,  the  wanton  breast 
With  sportive  censure,  and  resistless  jest; 
And  that  Etrurian,  whose  indignant  lay 
Thy  kindred  genius  can  so  well  display, 
With  many  a  well-aim*d  thought,  and  pointed  line, 
Drove  the  bold  villain  from  his  black  design* 
For,  as  those  mighty  masters  of  the  lyre. 
With  tempered  dignity,  or  quenchless  ire,       ' 
Through  all  the  various  paths  of  science  trod. 
Their  school  was  Nature  and  their  teacher  God. 
Nor  did  the  muse  decline  till,  o*er  her  head, 
The  savage  tempest  of  the  north  was  spread; 
Till  arm'd  with  desolation's  bolt  it  came. 
And  wmpp*d  her  temple  in  funereal  flame. 

But  soon  the  arts  onc43  more  a  dawn  diffuse. 
And  Daxtk  haird  it  with  his  morning  muse; 
Petrarch  and  Boccace  join'd  the  choral  lay. 
And  Amo  glisten'd  with  returning  day. 
Thus  science  rose ;  and,  all  her  troubles  pas8*d. 
She  hoped  a  steady,  tranquil  reign  at  last; 
But  Faustcs  came :  (indulge  the  painful  thought,) 
Were  not  his  countless  volumes  dearly  bought  1 
For,  while  to  every  clime  and  class  they  flew, 
Their  worth  diminish'd  as  their  numbers  grew. 
Some  pressman,  rich  in  Hoxer'h  glowing  page, 
Could  give  ten  epics  to  one  wondering  age ; 
A  single  thought  suppUcd  the  great  design. 
And  clouds  of  Iliads  spread  from  every  line. 
Nor  Homer's  glowing  page,  nor  Virgil's  fire 
Could  one  lone  breast  with  equal  flame  inspire, 
But,  lost  in  books,  irregular  and  wild, 
The  poet  wonder'd,  and  the  critic  smiled : 
The  friendly  smile,  a  bulkier  work  repays ;    • 
For  fools  will  print,  while  greater  fools  will  praise. 

Touch'd  with  the  mania,  now,  what  millions  rage 
To  shine  the  laurcat  blockheads  of  the  ag^ 
The  dire  contagion  creeps  through  every  grade ; 
Girls,  coxcombs,  peers,  and  patriots  drive  the  trade : 
And  e'en  the  hind,  his  fruitful  fields  forgot. 
For  f hyme  and  misery  leaves  his  wife  and  cot 
Ere  to  his  breast  the  wasteful  mischief  spread. 
Content  and  plenty  cheer'd  his  little  sh^ ; 
And,  while  no  thoughts  of  state  perplex*d  his  mind. 
His  harvests  ripening,  and  Pastora  kind. 
He  laugh'd  at  toil,  with  health  and  vigour  bless'd. 
For  days  of  labour  brought  their  nignts  of  rest: 
But  now  in  rags,  ambitious  for  a  name, 
The  fool  of  fiiction,  and  the  dupe  of  fame. 
His  conscience  haunts  him  with  his  guilty  life, 
J  lis  starving  children,  and  his  ruin'd  wife. 
Thus  6warming  wits,  of  all  materials  made, 
llieir  Gothic  hands  on  social  quiet  laid. 
And,  as  they  rave,  unmindful  of  the  storm, 
CsU  lust,  refinement;  anarchy,  reform. 


No  love  to  foster,  no  dear  friend  to  wrong, 
Wild  as  the  mountain  flood,  they  drive  along: 
And  sweep,  remorseless,  every  social  bloom 
To  the  dark  level  of  an  endless  tomb. 

By  arms  assail'd  we  still  can  arms  oppose. 
And  rescue  learning  from  her  brutal  foes; 
But  when  those  foes  to  friendship  make  pretonee. 
And  tempt  the  judgment  with  the  baits  of  senM^ 
Carouse  with  passion,  laugh  at  God's  control. 
And  sack  the  little  empire  of  the  soul, 
What  warning  voice  can  savel     Alas!  'tis  o'er, 
The  age  of  virtue  will  return  no  more; 
The  doating  world,  its  manly  vigour  flown. 
Wanders  in  mind,  and  dreams  on  folly's  throne. 
Come  then,  sweet  bard,  again  the  cause  defend. 
Be  still  the  muses'  and  religion's  friend; 
Ag^n  the  banner  of  thy  wrath  display. 
And  save  the  world  from  Darwin's  tinsel  lay. 
A  soul  like  tliine  no  listless  pause  should  know; 
Truth  bids  thee  strike,  and  virtue  guides  the  blow 
From  every  conquest  still  more  dreadful  come. 
Till  duhiess  fly,  and  folly's  self  be  dumb. 


MARY  WILL  SMILE. 


The  mom  was  fresh,  and  pure  the  gale, 

•When  Mart,  from  her  cot  a  rover, 
Pluck'd  many  a  wild  rose  of  the  vale 

To  bind  the  temples  of  her  lover. 
As  near  his  little  farm  she  stray'd. 

Where  birds  of  love  were  ever  pairing, 
She  saw  her  William  in  the  shade. 

The  arms  of  ruthless  war*preparing. 
^Though  now,"  he  cried,  "I  seek  the  hpetile  plain, 
Mart  shall  smile,  and  all  be  fjodr  again." 

She  seized  his.  hand,  and  «Ah!"  she  cried, 

«  Wilt  thou,  to  camps  and  war  a  stiaiiger, 
Descii  thy  Mart's  faithful  side. 

And  bare  thy  life  to  every  danger! 
Yet,  go,  brave  youth !  to  arms  away ! 

My  maiden  hands  for  fight  shall  dress  thee. 
And  when  the  drum  beats  fiir  away, 

I'll  drop  a  silent  tear,  and  bless  thee. 
Rctum'd  with  honour,  from  the  hostile  plain. 
Mart  will  smile,  and  all  be  fau  again. 

«The  bugles  through  the  forest  wind. 

The  woodland  soldiers  call  to  battle : 
Be  some  protecting  angel  kind. 

And  guard  thy  Ufe  when  cannons  rattle  r* 
She  sung — and  as  the  rose  appears 

In  sunshine,  when  the  storm  is  over, 
A  smile  beam'd  sweetly  through  her  tear^— 

The  blush  of  promise  to  her  lover. 
Retum'd  in  triumph  from  the  hostile  plain,* 
All  shall  be  fair,  and  Mabt  smile  again. 
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lBorn,lT73.    Died,  1811] 


■  writer  was  once  ranked  by  oar  American 
among  the  great  masters  of  j^nglish  verse ; 
was  believed  that  his  reputation  would  en- 
I  long  as  the  language  in  which  he  wrote, 
beard  estimate  of  his  abilities  shows  the 
ed  condition  of  taste  in  his  time,  and  per- 
loaed  some  of  the  faults  in  his  later  works. 
KKT  Tbbat  Paiite,  junlor/  was  bom  at 
Ml,  Massachusetts,  on  the  ninth  of  Decem- 
73.  His  &ther,  an  eminent  lawyer,  held 
[lonourable  offices  under  the  state  and  na- 
^vemments.  and  was  one  of  the  signers  of 
daration  of  Independence.  The  family  hav- 
noved  to  Boston,  when  he  was  about  seven 
i\d,  the  poet  received  his  early  education  in 
ty,and  entered  Harvard  University  in  1788. 
reer  here  was  brilliant  and  honourable ;  no 
>r  of  his  class  was  so  fe  miliar  with  the  an- 
ini^uages,  or  with  elegant  English  literature ; 
f  biographer  assures  us  that  he  was  person- 
palar  among  his  classmates  and  the  offi- 

the  university.  When  he  was  graduated, 
as  as  much  distinguished  for  the  opening 
(  of  his  heart,  as  for  the  vivacity  of  hb  wit, 
(our  of  his  imagination,  and  the  variety  of 
<«wledge.  A  liberality  of  sentiment  and  a 
ipt  of  selfishness  are  usual  concomitants,  and 

were  striking  characteristics.  Urbanity  of 
rs  aj)d  a  delicacy  of  feeling  imparted  a  charm 
l»eni^nant  rem  per  and  social  disposition." 
i  e  in  college  he  had  won  many  praises  by 
Miral  *•  exerciseji,"  and  on  the  completion  of 
ication  be  was  anxious  to  devote  himself  to 
jre  as  a  profession.  His  father,  a  rnan  of 
ar  austerity,  had  marked  out  for  him  a  dif- 
carter,  and  obtained  for  him  a  clerkship  in 
•aritile  house  in  Boston.  But  he  was  in  no 
itr^l  for  the  pursuits  of  business ;  and  after 
months  he  abandoned  the  countinj^-room, 

u|)on  his  pen  for  the  means  of  Uving.  In 
he  e>*labli«hed  the  **  PVderal  Orrery,"  a  po- 
and  literary  gazette,  and  conducted  it  two 
but  without  industry  or  discretion,  and  therc- 
ith.'Ul  profit-  Soon  after  leaving  the  uni- 
,  he  had  become  a  constant  visiter  of  the 
\  then  recently  established  in  Boston.  Hi« 
ry  with  persons  connected  with  the  stage 

his  marrijije  with  an  actress;  and  this  to 
rlu*ion  from  fashionable  society,  and  a  dis- 
neiit  with  his  father,  which  lasted  until  his 

was  destitute  of  true  courage,  and  of  that 


wa^  ori^nallj  ca]I(>d  Thomas  Paink  ;  but  on  the 
f  an  « MtT  hrutbi^r.  in  1K)1.  tiM  iiMine  was  cbaiiKed 
urt  of  the  MaaaachusctU  legitlature  to  that  of  liU 


kind  of  pride  which  .arises  fVom  a  consciousness  of 
integrity  and  worth.  When,  therefore,  he  found 
himself  unpopuhur  with  the  town,  he  no  longer  en- 
deavoured to  deserve  regard,  but  neglected  his  per- 
sonal appearance,  became  intemperate,  and  aban- 
doned himself  to  indolence.  The  office  of  "  mas-  ■ 
ter  of  ceremonies**  in  the  theatre,  an  anomalous 
station,  created  for  his  benefit,  still  yielded  him  a 
moderate  income,  and,  notwiUistanding  the  irreg- 
ularity of  his  habits,  he  never  exerted  his  poetical 
abilities  without  success.  For  his  poems  and  other 
productions  he  obtained  pricdk  unparalleled  in  this 
country,  and  rarely  equalled  by  the  rewards  of  the 
most  popular  European  authors.  For  the  *<  In- 
vention of  Letters,"  written  at  the  request  of  the 
President  of  Harvard  University,  he  received  fif- 
teen hundred  dollars,  or  more  than  five  dollars  a 
line.  **  The  Ruling  Passion,**  a  poem  recited  be- 
fore the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society,  was  little  less 
profitable ;  and  he  was  paid  seven  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  for  a  song  of  half  a  dozen  stanzas,  en- 
titled **  Adams  and  Liberty.*' 

His  habits,  in  the  sunshine,  gradually  improved, 
and  his  friends  who  adhered  to  him  endeavoured 
to  wean  him  from  dissipation,  and  to  persuade  him 
to  study  the  law,  and  establish  himself  in  an  hon- 
ourable position  in  society.  They  were  for  a  time 
successful ;  he  entered  the  office  of  the  Honourable 
Theophilus  Pabsoits,  of  Newbury  port ;  applied 
himself  diligently  to  his  studies ;  was  admitted  to 
the  bar,  and  became  a  popular  advocate.  No  law- 
yer ever  commenced  business  with  more  brilliant 
prospects ;  but  bis  indolence  and  recklessness  re- 
turned ;  his  business  was  neglected ;  his  reputa 
tion  decayed ;  and,  broken  down  and  disheartened 
by  poverty,  disease,  and  the  neglect  of  his  old  as- 
sociates, the  evening  of  his  life  presented  a  melan- 
choly contrast  to  its  morning,  when  every  sign 
gave  promise  of  a  bright  career.  In  his  last  years, 
says  his  biographer,  "  without  a  library,  wandering 
from  place  to  place,  frequently  uncertain  whence 
or  whether  he  could  procure  a  meal,  his  thirst  for 
knowledge  astonishingly  increased  ;  neither  sick- 
ness nor  penury  abated  his  love  of  books  and  in- 
structive conversation."  He  died  in  "  an  attic 
chamber  of  his  father's  house,"  on  the  eleventh  of 
November,  1811,  in  the  thirty -eighth  year  of  his 
age. 

Dr.  JoHxsox  said  of  Drtdktt,  of  whom  Paitci 
was  a  servile  but  unsuccessful  imitator,  that  "  his 
delight  was  in  wild  and  daring  sallies  of  sentiment, 
in  the  irregular  and  eccentric  violence  of  wit ;"  tliat 
he  "  delighted  to  tread  upon  the  brink  of  meaning, 
where  light  and  darkness  begin  to  mingle ;  to  ap- 
proach the  precipice  of  absurdity,  snd  hover  oyer 
the  abyss  of  unidcal  vacancy."     The  censure  is 
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more  applicable  to  the  copy  than  the  original. 
There  was  no  firrshnesa  in  pAi?rE*s  writini]^;  his 
aubjects,  his  cliamcterv,  his  thoughts,  were  all  com- 
monplace and  familiar.  His  mind  waa  fashioned 
by  books,  and  not  by  converse  with  the  world.  He 
had  a  brilliant  fancy,  and  a  singular  command  of 
langoiaiie ;  but  he  was  never  content  to  be  simple 
and  natural.  He  endeavoured  to  be  magnificent 
and  striking ;  he  was  perpetually  searching  for  con- 
cvitiii  and  extravagances;  and  in  the  multiplicity  of 
his  illustrations  and  ornaments,  he  was  unintelli- 
gible and  tawdr\'.  From  no  other  writer  could  so 
many  instances  of  the  false  sublime  be  selected. 
He  never  spiike  to  the  heart  in  its  own  language. 
Paitte  wrote  with  remarkable  facility.  It  is 
related  of  him  by  his  biographers,  that  he  had 
finislied  "  Adams  and  Liberty/'  and  exhibited  it  to 
some  gentlemen  at  the  houise  of  a  friend.  His  host 
pronounced  it  im|)erfect.  as  the  name  of  Washisto- 
Tox  was  omitted,  and  declared  that  he  should  not 
approach  the  sideboard,  pn  which  bottles  of  wine 
had  just  boeu  placed,  until  he  had  written  an  ad- 


ADAMS  AND  LIBERTY. 

Ye  sons  of  Columbia,  who  bravely  have  fought 
For  those  rij^hts,  which  unstained  from  your  aires 
had  descended, 
May  you  long  taste  the  blessings  your  valour  has 
bought. 
And  your  sons  reap  the  soil  which  their  fitthers 
defended. 
Mid  the  reign  of  mild  Peace 
May  your  natiop  increase, 
With  the  glory  of  Rome,  and  the  wisdom  of  Greece ; 
And  ne'er  shall  the  sons  of  Columbia  be  slaves, 
While  the  earth  bears  a  plant,  or  the  sea  rolls 
its  waves. 

In  a  clime  whose  rich  vales  feed  the  marts  of  the 
world. 
Whose  shores  are  unshaken  by  Europe's  com- 
motion, 
The  trident  of  commerce  should  never  be  hurPd, 
To  incense  the  legitimate  powers  of  the  ocean. 
But  should  pirates  invade. 
Though  in  thunder  arrayed, 
Let  your  cannon  declare  the  free  charter  of  trade. 
For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  &c. 

The  fame  of  our  arms,  of  our  laws  the  mild  sway. 

Had  justly  ennobled  our  nation  in  story, 
rrill  the  dark  clouds  of  ftetion  obscured  our  youn|f 
day. 
And  enve'op*d  the  sun  of  American  glory. 
But  let  traitors  be  told. 
Who  their  country  have  sold. 
And  bartered  their  Ciod  for  his  imafre  in  gold. 
That  ne>r  will  the  sons,  &c. 

While  France  her  huge  hmbs  bathes  recumbent  in 

blood. 
And  society's  base  threats  with  wide  dissdutiofi, 
May  Peace,  like  the  dove  who  leloni'd  from  the 

flood. 


ditional  stanza.  The  poet  mused  a  moment,  called 
for  a  pen,  and  wrote  the  following  lines^  which  aie^ 
perhaps,  the  best  in  the  song : 

Should  the  tRmpest  of  war  overshadow  oar  land, 

lu  bolts  could  ne'er  mid  Freedom's  ieaq>le  asmder; 
For.  unmoTed,  at  its  portal  would  Washingtoo  stand. 
And  repulne  with  hU  breast  the  asaaolts  of  die  Uinadsr  i 
His  «word  from  the  sleep 
Of  iti  Mabbard  would  leap. 
And  coodurt.  with  its  point  every  flash  to  tlie  deep  I 
Fur  ne'er  ■hall  the  soiii^  Ac. 

He  had  agreed  to  write  &e  «  opening  addnm," 
on  the  rebuilding  of  the  Boston  'Theatre,  in  I798i 
HoDOKiirsox,  the  manager,  called  on  him  in  the 
evening,  before  it  was  to  be  delivered,  and  nphiiid- 
ed  him  for  his  negligence ;  the  first  line  of  it  being 
yet  unwritten.  **Pray,  do  not  be  angry,"  and 
Paitts,  who  was  dining  with  some  literary  friends; 
«<  sit  down  and  take  a  glass  of  wine.** — **  No,  w,** 
replied  the  manager ;  **  when  you  begin  to  writs^ 
I  will  begin  to  drink.**  Paistk  took  his  pen,  at  a 
side-table,  and  in  two  or  three  hours  finished  the 
address,  which  is  one  of  the  best  he  ever  wrote. 


Find  an  ark  of  abode  in  our  mild  < 
But  though  peace  is  our  aim. 
Yet  the  boon  we  disclaim. 
If  bought  by  our  sovereignty,  justice,  or  lame. 
For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  &e. 

T\b  the  fire  of  the  flint  each  American  warms: 

Let  Rome's  haughty  victors  beware  of  eoUiaioo; 
Let  them  bring  all  the  vassals  of  Europe  in  anns; 
We  're  a  world  by  ourselves^  and  disdain  a  di- 
vision. 
While,  with  patriot  pride. 
To  our  laws  we  're  allied. 
No  foe  can  subdue  us,  no  (action  dividcb 
For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  &e. 

Our  moimtains  are  crowned  with  imperial  oak, 
Whoae  roots,  like  our  liberties^  ages  haw  Boa^ 
ish'd; 
But  long  eer  our  nation  submits  to  the  yoke, 
Not  a  tree  shaU  be  left  on  the  field  whmrn  il 
flourished. 
Shoukl  invasion  impend. 
Every  grove  would  descend 
From  the  hilltops  they  shaded  our  T 
For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  dee. 

Let  our  pstriots  destn^  Anarch's  pcalilflDt  < 
Lest  our  liberty's  growth  should  be  rheefciid  Ij 


Then  let  clouds  thicken  roond  ns;  m 
the  storm; 
Our  realm  fears  no  shock,  hot  tfie  etrdi'a 
cxplosiofL 
Foes  assail  us  in  vain. 
Though  their  fleeU  bridge  the  main. 
For  our  altars  and  laws  with  our  hves  well  a 


For  ne'er  shall  the  soq%  Ac 

Should  the  tempest  of  war  overriiadofir  ovr 
Its  bolts  coubl  ne*er  rend  Fkeedoa'a  t 
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F«;  mmiofved,  at  ita  portal  would  Wai hihotov 

atand. 
And  rcpobe,  with  hia  breaat,  the  aflsanlfs  of  the 
thunder! 
Hia  awoffd  firom  thd  ileep 
Of  ita  acabbard  would  leap. 
And  oondoct  with  its  point  erery  flath  to  &a  deep ! 
For  ne'er  afaaU  the  8ona»  dec 

Let  Fame  to  the  world  aound  Ainerica*8  voice ; 
No  tntrigiiea  can  her  sons  from  their  government 
sever; 
Her  pride  ia  her  Adaws  ;  her  laws  are  his  choice. 
And  shall  flourish  till  Liberty  slumbers  forever. 
Then  unite  heart  and  hand, 
Like  Lao3rii)AS*  band, 
And  awear  to  the  God  of  the  ocean  luid  land. 
That  ne'er  shall  the  sons  of  Columbia  be  slaves, 
While  the  earth  bears  a  plant,  or  the  sea  rolls 
ita  waves ! 


FROM  A  «  MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
SIR  JOHN  MOORE." 

His  heart  elate,  with  modest  valour  bold, 
Beat  with  fond  rage  to  vie  with  chieia  of  old. 
Great  by  resolve,  yet  by  example  warm'd, 
Himaelf  the  model  of  his  glory  form'd. 
A  glowing  trait  from  every  chief  he  caught : 
He  paused  like  Fabius,  and  like  Cisar  fought 
Hia  ardent  hope  aurvey'd  the  heights  of  £une, 
Dieep  on  its  rocks  to  grave  a  aoldier's  name ; 
And  o'er  its  clilb  to  bid  the  banner  wave, 
A  Briton  fights,  to  conquer  and  to  save..^. 

Inspired  on  fields,  with  trophied  interest  graced, 
He  si^'d  for  glory,  where  he  mused  from  taste. 
For  high  emprise  his  dazzling  helm  was  plumed, 
And  al!  the  pulish'd  patriot-hero  bloom'd. 
Arm'd  as  he  strode,  his  glorying  country  saw 
That  fame  was  virtue,  and  ambition  law ; 
In  him  beheld,  with  fond  de!i<^ht,  conspire      [fire. 
Her  }^l4BLBOROLGn*s  fortune  and  her  Sidxet's 
Like  Calvi's  rock,  with  clefts  abrupt  deform'd, 
His  path  to  fame  toil'd  up  the  breach  he  storm'd ; 
Till  o'er  tlie  clouds  the  victor  chief  was  seen, 
Sublime  in  terror,  snd  in  height  serene. 

His  equal  mind  so  well  could  triumph  greet. 
He  (rave  to  conquest  charms  that  soothed  defeat 
The  battle  done,  liis  brow,  with  tliought  overcast. 
Benign  as  Mercy,  smiled  on  perils  past 
TTic  death-choked  fosse,  the  batter'd  wall,  inspired 
A  sense,  that  sought  him,  from  the  field  retired. 
Suspiring  Pity  toucli'd  that  godlike  heart. 
To  which  no  peril  could  dismay  impart ; 
And  mf'lting  pearls  in  that  stern  eye  could  shine, 
That  lii^hten'd  courage  down  the  thundering  line. 
So  mounts  the  sea-bird  in  the  lK>real  sky. 
And  kits  where  steeps  in  beetling  ruin  lie ; 
Though  warring  whirlwinds  curl  the  Norway  seas, 
And  the  rocks  tremble,  and  the  torrents  freeze ; 
Vet  is  the  fieecc,  by  beauty *s  bosom  preas'd, 
The  down  that  warms  the  storm-beat  eider's  breast; 
Mid  fliKids  o(  frost,  where  Winter  smites  the  deep, 
Are  fledged  the  plumes  on  which  the  Graces  sleep. 


In  vain  thy  cliffi,  Hispania,  lift  the  sky. 
Where  Cesar's  eaglea  never  dand  to  fly ! 
To  rude  and  sudden  arms  while  Freedom  springs, 
Napoleoh's  legions  mount  on  bolder  wings. 
In  vain  thy  aons  their  steely  nerves  oppose, 
Bare  to  the  rage  of  tempests  and  of  foes ; 
In  vain,  with  naked  breast,  the  storm  defy 
Of  furious  battle  and  of  piercing  sky : 
Five  waning  reigns  had  marked,  in  long  decay, 
The  gloomy  glory  of  thy  setting  day ; 
While  bigot  power,  with  dark  and  dire  disgrace^ 
Oppressed  the  valour  of  thy  gallant  race. 
No  martial  phalanx,  led  by  veteran  art. 
Combined  thy  vigour,  or  confirmed  thy  heart : 
Thy  banda  dispersed,  like  Rome  in  wild  defeat, 
Fled  to  the  mountains,  to  entrench  retreat.... 

Illustrious  Moore,  by  foe  and  fiimine  press'd, 
Tet  by  each  soldier's  proud  afiection  bless'd, 
Unawed  by  numbers,  saw  the  impending  boat. 
With  fitmt  extending,  lengthen  down  the  coaat 
•*  Charge !  Britoins,  charge !"  the  exulting  diief  ex- 
claims : 
Swift  moves  the  field ;  the  tide  of  armour  flames ; 
On,  on  they  rush ;  the  solid  column  flies. 
And  shouts  tremendous,  as  the  foe  defies. 
While  all  the  battle  rung  from  aide  to  side. 
In  death  to  conquer  waa  the  warrior's  pride. 
Where'er  the  war  ita  unequal  tempest  pour'd. 
The  leading  meteor  was  his  glittering  sword ! 
Thrice  met  the  fight,  and  thrice  the  vanquish'd  Gaul 
Found  the  firm  line  an  adamantine  wall. 
Again  repulsed,  again  the  legions  drew. 
And  Fate's  dark  shafts  in  voUey'd  shadows  flew. 
Now  storm'd  the  scene  where  soul  could  soul  attest. 
Squadron  to  squadron  join'd,  and  breast  to  breast ; 
From  rank  to  rank  the  intrepid  valour  glow'd, 
From  rank  to  rank  the  inspiring  champion  rode 
Loud  broke  the  war-cloud,  as  his  charger  sped ; 
Pale  the  curved  hghtning  quivcr'd  o'er  his  head ; 
Again  it  bursts ;  peal,  echoing  peal,  succeeds ; 
The  bolt  is  launch'd ;  the  peerless  soldier  bleeds ! 
Hark  I  as  he  falls.  Fame's  swelling  clarion  cries, 
"  Britannia  triumphs,  though  her  hero  dies !" 
The  grave  he  fills  is  all  the  realm  she  yields. 
And  that  proud  empire  deathless  honor  shields. 
No  fabled  phoenix  from  his  bier  revives ; 
His  ashes  perish,  but  his  country  lives. 

Immortal  dead !  with  musing  awe  thy  foes 
Tread  not  the  hillock  where  thy  bones  repose ! 
There,  sacring  mourner,  see,  Britannia  spreads 
A  chaplet,  glistening  with  the  tears  she  sheds; 
With  burning  censer  glides  around  thy  tomb, 
And  scatters  incense  where  thy  laurels  bloom ; 
With  rapt  devotion  sainted  vigil  keeps — 
Shines  with  Religion,  and  with  Glory  weeps ! 
Sweet  sleep  the  brave  !  in  solemn  chant  shall  sound 
Celestial  vespers  o'er  thy  sacred  ground ! 
Long  ages  hence,  in  pious  twilight  seen. 
Shall  choirs  of  seraphs  sanctify  thy  green ; 
At  curfew-hour  shall  dimly  hover  there. 
And  charm,  with  sweetest  dirge,  the  listening  air! 
With  homage  tranced,  shall  every  pensive  mind 
Weep,  while  the  requiem  passes  on  the  wind 
Till,  sadly  swelling  Sorrow's  softest  notes, 
It  dies  in  distance,  while  its  echo  floats ! 


WILLIAM    MUNFORD. 

[Bora,  1775.    Died.  1825.1 


William  Muitfohi),  the  translator  of  the  "  11- 
ind/'  was  horn  in  tlie  county  of  Mccklcnburpf,  in 
Virginia,  on  the  fifteenth  of  August,  1775.  His  fa- 
ther, Colonel  RoaKHT  Mujironn,  was  honourably 
distin.7uiHhed  in  affairs  during  the  Revolution,  and 
afterward  gave  much  attention  to  literature.  Some 
of  bin  letters,  to  l>e  found  in  collections  relating  to 
the  time,  are  written  with  grace  and  vigour,  and 
he  was  the  author  of  several  dramatic  pieces,  of 
considerable  merit,  which,  with  a  few  minor  po- 
ems, were  published  by  his  son,  the  subject  of  the 
present  article,  at  Petersburg,  in  1 798.  In  bis  best 
comedy,  *♦  The  Candidates,''  in  three  acts,  he  ex- 
poses to  contempt  the  falsehood  and  corruption  by 
which  it  was  frequently  attempted  to  influence  tbe 
elections.  In  "  The  Patriots,"  in  five  acts,  he  coiv 
trasts.  i)robabIy  with  an  eye  to  some  instance  in 
Virginia,  a  real  and  pretended  love  of  country. 
He  had  commenced  a  translation  of  Ovid*s  "  Met- 
amorphoses" into  English  verse,  and  had  finished 
the  first  l)ook,  when  death  arrested  his  labours. 
He  was  a  man  of  wit  and  humour,  and  was  re- 
spected for  many  social  virtues.  His  literary  ac- 
tivity is  referred  to  thus  particularly,  because  I 
have  not  seen  that  the  pursuits  and  character  of 
the  father,  have  been  noticed  by  any  of  the  writers 
upon  the  life  of  the  son,  which  was  undoubtedly 
in  a  very  large  degree  influenced  by  them. 

William  Munford  was  transferred  from  nn 
academy  at  Petersburg,  to  the  college  of  William 
and  Mary,  when  only  twelve  years  of  age.  In  a 
letter  written  soon  after  he  entered  his  fourteenth 
year,  we  have  some  information  in  regard  to  his 
situation  and  prospects.  "I  received  from  na- 
ture," he  says,  "  a  weakly  constitution  and  ai  sick- 
ly body ;  and  I  have  the  unhappiness  to  know  that 
my  poor  mother  is  in  want  I  am  absent  from 
her  and  my  dear  sisters.  Put  this  in  the  scale  of 
evil.  I  possess  the  rare  and  almost  inestimable 
blessing  of  a  friend  in  Mr.  Wttiie  and  in  John 
Kaniiolph  ;  I  have  a  mother  in  whoso  heart  I 
have  a  large  share ;  two  sisters,  whose  aflcctions 
I  flatter  myself  are  fixed  upon  me ;  and  fair  ]:ro»- 
pects  before  me,  provided  I  can  complete  my  edu- 
cation, and  am  not  destitute  of  the  necessaries 
of  life.  Put  these  in  the  scale  of  good."  This 
was  a  ^rave  letter  for  a  boy  to  write  under  such 
circumstances. 

Mr.  Wttiik  here  referred  to  was  afterward  the 
celebrated  chancellor.  He  was  at  this  time  pro- 
fessor of  law  in  the  college,  and  young  Muvford 
lived  in  his  family  ;  and,  sharing  the  fine  enthusi- 
asm with  which  the  retired  statcaman  regarded  the 
literature  of  antiquity,  he  became  an  object  of  his 
warm  affection.  His  design  to  translate  the  **  Il- 
iad" was  formed  at  an  early  period,  and  it  was 
probably  encouraged  br  Mr.  Wtthi,  who  pcr- 
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aonally  instructed  him  in  ancient  leaniing.  b 
1792,  when  Mr.  Wtthk  was  made  chancellor,  and 
removed  to  Richmond,  Mr.  Munfokd  accompa* 
nied  him,  but  he  afterward  returned  to  the  college, 
wlierc  he  had  graduated  with  high  honours,  to  at- 
tend to  the  law  lectures  of  Mr.  St.  GF.nBnE  Tuck- 
er. In  his  twentieth  year  he  was  called  to  the  bar, 
in  his  native  county,  and  his  abilities  and  industry 
soon  secured  for  him  a  respectable  practice.  He 
rose  rapidly  in  his  profession,  and  in  the  pnblie 
confidence,  and  in  1797  was  chosen  a  member  of 
the  House'  of  Delegates,  in  which  he  contioued 
until  1802,  when  he  was  elected  to  the  senate, 
which  he  left  after  four  years,  to  enter  the  Privy 
Council,  of  which  he  was  a  conspicuous  member 
until  1811.  He  then  received  the  place  of  clerk 
of  the  House  of  Delegates,  which  be  retained  un- 
til his  death.  This  occurred  at  Richmond,  Where 
he  had  resided  for  nineteen  years,  on  the  twenty- 
first  of  July,  1825.  In  addition  to  his  ordinary 
professional  and  political  labours,  he  reported  the 
decisions  of  the  Virginia  Supreme  Court  of  Ap- 
peals, preparing  .six  annual  volumes  without  as* 
sistance,  and  four  others,  afterward,  in  connexioii 
with  Mr.  W.  W.  Hrnrt.  He  possessed  in  a 
remarkable  degree  the  aft*ectionate  respect  of  the 
people  of  the  commonwealth ;  and  the  House  of 
Delegates,  upon  his  death,  illustrated  their  regard 
(or  his  memory  by  appointing  his  eldest  son  to  the 
office  which  he  had  so  long  held,  and  which  has 
thus  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  longer  con- 
tinued in  his  family. 

The  only  important  literary  production  of  Mr. 
MuivFonn  is  his  Homer.  This  was  his  life-la- 
bour. The  amazing  splendour  of  the  Tale  of  Troy 
captivated  his  boyish  admiration,  and  the  cultiva- 
tion of  his  own  fine  mind  enabled  him  but  to  see 
more  and  more  its  lieauty  and  grandeur.  It  is 
not  known  at  what  time  he  commenced  his  rtr^ 
sion,  but  a  large  portion  of  it  had  been  written  in 
1811)  and  tbe  work  was  not  completed  until  • 
short  time  before  he  died.  In  his  modest  preface 
he  says :  **  The  author  of  this  translation  was  in- 
duced to  undertake  it  by  fond  admiration  of  the 
almost  unparalleled  sublimity  and  beauty  of  the 
original ;  neither  of  which  peculiar  graces  of  He- 
mer's  muse  has,  he  conceives,  been  suflicienllj 
expressed  in  the  smooth  and  melodious  rhymee 
of  Pope.  It  is  true  that  the  fine  poem  of  that 
elegant  writer,  which  was  the  delight  of  mj  boy* 
ish  days,-  and  will  always  be  read  by  me  with  on- 
common  pleasure,  appears  in  some  parts  man 
beautiful  than  even  the  work  of  Hoxsr  himself; 
but  frequently  it  is  less  beautiful ;  and  seldom  doce 
it  equal  the  sublioiity  of  the  Greek."  He  had  not 
seen  Cowpsr's  «*  Iliad^  until  his  own  was  consid- 
erably advanced,  and  it  does  not  appear  that  be 
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VBs  erer  acquainted  with  Cbapxax*8  or  Sotrk- 
■T*ft.  He  wrote,  too,  before  the  Homeric  poetry 
bad  receired  the  attention  of  those  German  schol- 
ITS  wbnee  masterly  criticiama  have  given  to  ita 
Bteratore  an  entirely  new  character.  But  he  had 
tfndird  the  **  Iliad"  until  hia  own  mind  was  thor- 
«oghly  imbued  with  ita  spirit ;  he  approached  his 
taik  with  the  fondest  enthusiasm ;  well  equipped 
irilh*tbe  best  learning  of  his  day ;  a  style  fash- 
ioned  upon  the  most  approved  models:  dignified, 
Tanoua,  and  disciplined  into  anifor;n  elegance; 
Mid  a  judicial  haHt  of  mind,  joined  with  a  conaci- 


EXTR-VCTS  FROM  THE  "ILIAD." 

THE  MEEXniG  OF  HECTOR  AND  ANDROMACHE. 

To  her  the  mighty  ittcTOR  made  reply : 
*  All  thoa  hast  said  employs  my  thoughtful  mind. 
Bot  from  the  Trojans  much  I  dread  reproach. 
And  Trojan  dames  wh«>se  garments  sweep  the 
It,  like  a  coward,  I  should  shun  the  war ;   [ground, 
Kor  does  my  soul' to  such  disgrace  incline, 
Since  to  be  al:vays  bravest  I  have  leam*d, 
And  with  the  first  of  Troy  to  lead  the  fight; 
Asserting  so  my  £ither*s  loJfVy  claim 
To  glory,  and  my  own  renown  in  arms. 
For  well  I  know,  in  heart  and  mind  convinced, 
A  day  will  come  when  sacred  Troy  must  fall, 
And  PaiAV,  arui  the  people  of  renown'd 
Bpear-practised  Pai am  !     Yet  for  this,  to  me 
Not  soch  concern  arises ;  not  the  woes 
Of  all  the  Trojana.  not  my  mother*a  griefs, 
Nor  royal  Pbiax*s  nor  my  brethren's  deaths, 
Many  and  lirave.  who  slain  by  cruel  foes 
M'lll  be  laid  low  in  dust,  so  wrini?  my  heart 
A«  thy  di-'trcsj",  when  some  one  of  the  Greeks 
In  iTdzrn  armour  clad,  shall  drive  thee  hence, 
Thy  Jay-5  t.f  rrredorn  gone,  a  weepinj;  slave  ! 
IVrhifK  at  Aftfosi  thou  mayst  ply  the  l«»om. 
For  ^^n.r  prouJ  mistress;  or  mayst  water  bring, 
Vr-^tu  Mr\r^2H  or  Hyperia's  fountain,  sad 
Ar.'l  much  reluctant,  stooping  to  the  weight 
Of  i^aJ  ri<Tcs*ity  :  anil  Pome  one,  then, 
S.-rini;  thee  weep,  will  s;iy,  ♦  BehoM  the  wife 
Of  H:.<ToH,  who  was  first  in  martial  mi'^ht 
Of  all  the  warlike  Trojans,  when  they  fought 
Aroun  1  t!ie  walls  of  liion  I'     So  will  speak 
i<-'me  heedless  passer-by,  anJ  grief  renew'd 
Excite  in  thee,  for  such  a  husband  lost, 
Wh«>^  arm  niitftit  slavery's  evil  day  avert. 
R:it  me  may  then  a  heap  of  earth  conceal 
Wiiiiin  the  silent  tomb,  before  I  hear 
Thy  ^hriolcs  of  terror  and  captivity." 

This  said,  illustrious  Hector  strctchM  his  arms 
To  take  bis  child  ;  but  to  the  nurse's  breast 
The  habc  clung  crying,  hiding  in  her  robe 
His  liale  face,  affrighted  to  behold 
Hi*  fither's  awful  aspect;  fearing  too 
The  brazen  hehn,  and  crest  with  hor*-hair  crown'd, 
\S  hi-h.  nocjding  dreadful  from  its  lofty  cone, 
AUr.uM  Kim.     Sweetly  then  the  father  smi  ed, 
AfKiJ  sweetly  smiled  the  mother!     Soon  the  chief 
Rem«>ved  the  threatening  helmet  from  his  head, 
Azk]  placed  it  on  the  ground,  all  beaming  bright ; 


entious  determination  to  present  the  living  Hoxia, 
as  he  was  known  in  Greece,  to  the  readers  of  oar 
time  and  language. 

His  manuscript  remained  twenty  years  in  the 
poonesmon  of  his  family,  and  was  finally  published 
in  two  large  octavo  volumes,  in  Boston,  in  1846. 
It  received  the  attention  due  from  our  scholars  to 
such  a  performance,  and  the  general  judgment  ap- 
pears to  have  assigned  it  a  place  near  to  Chap« 
man's  and  Cowper's  in  fidelity,  and  between 
Cowpkr's  and  Pope's  in  elegance,  energy,  and 
all  the  best  qualities  of  an  English  poem. 


Then  having  fondly  kiss*d  his  son  beloved 
And  tossM  him  playfully,  he  thus  to  Jove 
And  all  the  immortals  pray'd  :  **  O  grant  me,  Jovo, 
And  other  powers  divine,  that  this  my  son 
May  be,  as  I  am,  of  the  Trojan  race 
In  glory  chief.  -  So !  let  him  be  renownM 
For  warlike  prowess  and  commanding  sway 
With  power  and  wisdom  join*d,  of  Ilion  king ! 
And  may  the  people  say,  *  7'his  chief  excels 
His  father  much,  when  from  the  field  of  fame 
Triumphant  he  returns,  bearing  aloft 
The  bloody  spoils,  some  hostile  hero  slain. 
And  his  fond  mother's  heart  expands  with  joy  f 
He  said,  and  placed  his  child  within  the  arms 
Of  his  belovi  d  spouse.     She  him  received, 
And  softly  on  her  fragrant  bosom  laid. 
Smiling  with  tearful  eyes.     To  pity  moved, 
Her  husband  saw :  with  kind  consoling  hand 
He  wiped  the  tears  away,  and  thus,  he  spake : 
"  My  dearest  love  !  grieve  not  thy  mind  for  ma 
Excessively.     No  man  can  send  me  hence. 
To  Pluto's  hall,  before  the  appointed  time; 
And  surely  none  of  all  the  human  race, 
Base  or  e'en  brave,  has  ever  shunn'd  his  fate — 
His  fate  foredoom'd,  since  first  he  saw  the  light 
But  now,  returning  home,  thy  works  attend, 
The  loom  and  distaff,  and  direct  thy  maids 
In  household  duties,  while  the  war  shall  l>e 
Of  men  the  care  ;  of  all,  indeed,  but  most 
The  care  of  me,  of  all  in  Ilion  born." 


'I'hey,  all  day  long,  with  hymns  the  god.appeased; 
The  sons  of  Greece  melodious  pagans  sang 


EMBARKATION  OF  THE  GREKKS. 

When  with  food  and  drink 
.\ll  were  supplied,  the  striplings  crown'd  with  wine 
The  foaming  bowls,  an<l  handed  round  to  each, 
In  cups,  a  portion  to  libations  due. 
viih  hyn 
melodio 
In  praise  of  great  Apollo — he  rejoiced 
To  hear  that  pleasant  song — and  when  the  sun 
Descended  to  the  sea,  and  darkness  came, 
They  near  the  cables  of  their  vessels  slept 
Soon  as  the  rosy-finger'd  queen  appear'd, 
Aurora,  lovely  daughter  of  the  dawn. 
Toward  tlie  camp  of  Greece  they  took  their  way. 
And  friendly  Phoebus  gave  propitious  gales. 
They  raised  the  mast,  and  stretch'd  the  snowy  sheet. 
To  catch  the  breeze  which  fill'd  the  swelling  sail 
Around  the  keel  the  darken'd  waters  roar, 
As  swift  l!ic  vessel  flies.     The  billows  dark 
She  quickly  mounting,  stcmm'd  the  watery  way. 


JOHN  SHAW. 


(Bara.l77t.    Died,  1M9.] 


John  Shaw  was  born  in  Annapolis,  Maryland, 
on  the  fourth  of  May,  1778;  graduated  atSt.  John's 
College,  in  that  city,  in  1796 ;  after  studying  medi- 
cine two  years,  with  a  private  teacher,  entered  the 
medical  i^chool  connected  with  the  University  of 
Pennsylvania, in  1798;  in  the  same  year  suddenly 
sailed  for  Algiers,  as  surgeon  of  several  vessels  built 
in  this  country  for  the  Algerinc  government;  be- 
came secretary  to  General  Eaton,  our  consul  at  Tu- 
nis; returned  to  Annapolis  in  1800;  thenextyear 
went  to  Edinburgh  for  the  completion  of  his  profes- 
sional education;  in  1803  left  Scotland  with  Lord 


WHO  HAS  ROBBED  THE  OCEAN 
CAVE1 

Wno  has  robbed  the  ocean  cave. 

To  tinge  thy  lips  with  coral  hue  ? 
Who,  from  India's  distant  wave. 
For  thee  those  pearly  treasures  drew  ? 
Who,  from  yonder  orient  sky. 
Stole  the  morning  of  thine  eye  ? 

Thousand  charms  thy  form  to  deck. 

From  sea,  and  earth,  and  air  are  torn ; 
Roses  bloom  upon  thy  cheek. 

On  thy  breath  their  fragrance  borne: 
Guard  thy  bosom  from  the  day, 
Lest  thy  snows  should  melt  away. 

But  one  charm  remains  behind. 

Which  mute  earth  could  ne'er  impart; 
Nor  in  ocean  wilt  thou  find. 
Nor  in  the  circling  air,  a  heart : 
Fairest,  wouldst  thou  perfect  be, 
Take,  oh  take  that  heart  from  me. 


THE  LAD  FROM  TUCKAHOE. 

On  the  lad  from  Tuckahoe, 
Is  the  lad  whom  I  love  dearly, 
I  tell  it  you  sincerely, 

That  all  the  truth  may  know. 
From  the  day  that  first  I  knew  him 

He  struck  my  fancy  so. 
That  my  love  shall  still  pursue  him, 

The  lad  from  Tuckahoe. 

He  alighted  at  the  door, 
Where  my  aunt  and  I  were  spinning, 
And  his  looks  they  were  so  winning, 

I  thought  of  work  no  more. 
My  aunt,  her  anger  hiding, 

AskM  what  made  me  trifle  so, 
But  I  never  mind  her  chiding, 

When  be  comes  from  Tndkahoe. 
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Selkirk,  then  about  to  establish  his  odony  od  di* 
north  side  of  Lake  SL  Clair;  in  1805  settled  in  hii 
native  town  as  a  physician ;  in  1807  was  marriid, 
and  removed  to  Baltimore,  and  was  busy  with  eflSnti 
to  found  a  medical  college  there,  when  his  health 
fidled,  and  died,  on  a  voyage  to  the  Bahama  Islands^ 
on  the  tenth  of  January,  1809.  Hehadbeenawjita 
for  <<  The  Port  Folio,"  and  other  periodicals,  and  al^ 
ter  his  death  a  col  I  ection  of  his  poems  was  published 
in  Baltimore.  They  ht^e  notgcnerally  much  mecit, 
but  among  them  is  a  beautiful  song,beginning,*'Wbo 
has  robbed  the  ocean  cave?'*  which  will  live. 


THE  FALSE  MAIDEN. 

Oh,  wert  thou  hail'd  the  sole  queen 

Of  all  that  greets  the  day-star*s  view, 
And  brighter  were  thy  beauty's  sheen 
Than  ever  form  that  fancy  drew. 
Yet  I  would  never  love  thee — 
No,  no,  I  would  not  love  thee ! 
Nor  ever  sigh  or  tear  of  mine 
Should  idly  strive  to  move  thee. 
As  brightly  rolls  thy  dark  eye. 

And  curling  falls  thy  glossy  hair, 
As  soil  thy  warm  cheek's  crimson  die 
They  swelling  bosom  still  as  fair. 
As  when  I  first  did  love  thee. 
Most  tenderly  did  love  thee ; 
But  now  no  more  my  passion  lives 
Since  false  as  fair  I  prove  thea. 
For  ah !  thy  flinty  cold  heart 

ni  suits  thy  beauty's  treacherous  glow, 
'T  is  filled  aloue  with  woman's  art. 
And  ne'er  could  love  or  pity  know. 
Ah,  wo  to  him  who  loves  thee  !— 
Not  knowing  thee  he  loves  thee; 
For  thou  canst  trifle  with  his  woes, 
While  passion  never  moves  thee. 
With  what  fond  love  I  wooed  thee. 

Each  sleepless  night  sad  witness  bean, 
My  breast  that  heaved  with  sighs  fur  thee. 
My  wan  cheek  wet  with  bitter  tesn. 
All  told  how  much  I  loved  thee. 
And  thou  didst  know  I  loved  thee. 
And  thou  couldst  smile  to  see  the  piin 
Of  him  who  dearly  loved  thee. 

But  broken  is  the  fond  spell : 

My  fate  no  more  depends  on  thee; 
And  thou,  perhaps,  one  day  shalt  teli 
Thy  sorrow  and  remorse  for  me; 
For  none  can  ever  love  thee 
As  dearly  as  I  loved  thee. 
And  I  shsll  court  thy  cfaidiis  no 
No E  no!  I  wUl  not  love  tbeel 


CLEMENT  C.  MOORE. 


[B«ni  about  ITTS.] 


I 


Clexe!ct  C.  Moobf,  LL.  D.,  a  son  of  the  Right 
Rererend  Bexjamin  Moore,  Bishop  of  the  Pro- 
teiUnt  Episcopal  Church  iii  New  York,  was  bom 
'    It  Xewtown,  on  Long  Island,  about  the  year  1 778, 
'    and  graduatftl  bachelor  of  arts  at  Columbia  Col- 
it^  in  1799.   His  early  addiction  to  elegant  lite- 
I    ratare  was  illustrated  in  various  poetical  and  prose 
'    attributions  to  the  **  Port  Folio"  and  the  New 
,    York  **■  Evening  Post  ;'*  and  his  abilities  as  a  critic 
;    were  shown  in  a  pungent  reviewal  of  contempo- 
;    nrr  American  poetry,  especially  of  Mr.  Joseph 
Story's  ••  Powers  of  Solitude,"  in  a  letter  pre- 
fixed to  his  friend  John  Dukr*8  **  New  Transla- 
tion of  the  Third  Satire  of  Jutenal,  with  Miscel- 
laneous Poems,  Original  and  Translated,"  which 
sppeared  in  1806.     •'Anna  Matilda,"  and  « Delia 
Cmsca,"*  were  still  the  &shionable  models  of  our 
sentimentalists,  and  Mr.  Story  followed  Mrs.  MoR- 
Tox,  RoRERT  Treat  Paixe,  WAliam  Ladd,  and 
others  of  that  school,  who,  to  use  Mr.  MoOre's  lan- 
guage, **  if  they  could  procure  from  the  wardrobe 
of  poesy  a  sufficient  supply  of  dazzling  ornaments 
wherewith  to  deck  their  intellectual  ofispring,  were 
utterly  regardless  whether  the  body  of  sense  which 
these  decorations  were  designed  to  render  attrac- 
tive were  worthy  of  attention,  or  mean  and  dis- 
torted snd  in  danger  of  being  overwhelmed  by  the 
profu-ion  of  it«  ornaments." 

lUvninj^  hii»  attention  to  biblical  learnings,  Mr. 


I  t   r  . 


K  r: 


•  I.   •  -   :  M.-.^KY.  an..-r  U-iiig  pniiuate^l  master  of  art*  at 

•  •'  .1  -x  :.r  '.  It.tly.  anil  by  M)nie  nuans  was  fli'<-fe<l  Into 
I  ■  ••  ■'■  >  r.T- .!  Fl'inntine  arad.  my  of  "  Dflla  Crusca,"  tlu> 
■»■:.      f'^hvi'hhi  ail' 'pt.<d,  with  rharart»»ri!iti<:  m(Klc«<ty,  fts 

•  >  ."..I'.ir.-  '  J  nuuiert'U>  jii»ve>*  of  xer^f  whi.;b  h«»  wn^t© 
r-.'    i  -;t--'. -^j'Ti  f>>r  "Tb**  Flort-ii'^i  MLirfUany,''  and  a 
■•'.    ii  -..i  ia  l.-n-lon  callt-l  "The  World."    lie  UH-aniH  tho 
h -1  <  f  Ptnall  pot'ts,  one  of  whom  wae  Mrs. 
;.  *    »•• '.1  knxwn  to  tht- rwidersof  BoswELL,  who  wn>te 
Tf:-  [>-*U'l<nTmof"AnnaMatilda,"andano(ht'r,  Mrs. 
-  f.  a  J"-*  !li^at«  activss,  who  announced  hen^lf  as 
-  I.si-a  Nfaria."    Tb«*  "  nonsense  Ter^V  of  thoKo  people 
\—  a-  .    t»«ihi-.na>>lc:  thi»pre»»R  teemed  lur  some  years  with 
th»-ir  "Ms  t-fTu^i'iTiy:  and  men  of  taste  could  not  n-frain 
fr  n  r-  ,-^rdin,:  tb»-m  as  an  intolerable  nuisance.     At  th<? 
t\r.i~  •.•;i-  1  »^is-  f'  II'-'W,  namM  John  Wiluamh,  was  writinp 
UT>f.t>  i:i  ^.-s.  under  the  nam«>  of*'  Anthony  I'as-iuin." 
Af*-  r  t*»i   r"* ''  "at^-n  of  Gir?<»BU  .-^  "  Baviad  and  Ma^vlad," 
-A','b  ny  I'av.juin"  was  driven  frf»m  Enpland  by  con- 
T.  •ifj'».a'i.l  ••  I  »Ila^>n«/*a'' by  derision:  and  >oth  found  an 
a--,  .uui  ia  'Ah-  Li.it.d  States — the  li>*eller  to  become  the 
'  i;*-  '  '  f  :i  l'-iir<-ratlc  newspaper,  and  the  sentimentalist  to 
XI-    :;r'-  \:i  i'l'IU'-n  ■<•  otit  our  tl«Ml;;ilinp  pc>et8  not  l.'S.s  apjia- 
r^ux  'hxu  thi»  wbl.'h  Tr,x\T-«o?c  has  exerte<l  in  later  yean*. 
II.   r.*i<l.'l  in  -"ur  prinHpal  cities,  and  c<>ntlnu«-<l  to  write 
ir,  1  p.j*  li.h  till  hediM.  in  Baltimonj,  on  tlu»  twenty-fourth 
'  f  I».-w-tnS  r.  IT'.**',  in  th««  forty-third  year  of  his  ajre.  8TuKy,   j 
in  Lfck  -I*.."a'-r«of  .*olIfud-,''payp  him  the  tbllow  lug  tribute :   j 
■•  W  •■•  hard  ».f  fanrT  !  o>r  thr  tlrorlevii  tomb 
.«*•  .!    »■■»»,  ih..  c.rpr^««.  aod  tb#  laurel  Uoom  ; 
II  '..  '  \i;i«jr^  nrinvh*.  roinpn»rd  nvh  artl«»<  play,  | 

T^  M'  t.  ai  r«>'otf*ic  «"lo«<«.  ihHr  ruaiKlrlaj,  i 

W  'L  >.  -i'-t  *  rl-fi  S»«rr«  Ihall  dreM  Ihf  fKcrt^  gr»T*, 
WLf  re  «ad  l'ata|»»co  rt»lU  his  freighted  »»»•."• 
A 


MooBB  in  1809  published  in  two  volumes  the  first 
American  *«  Lexicon  of  Ihe  Hebrew  Language," 
and  he  was  afterwards  many  years  professor  of 
Hebrew  and  Greek  !h  the  General  Theological 
Seminary,  of  which  he  was  one  of  the  founders 
and  principal  benefactoss.  His  only  or  most  im- 
portant publications  in  later  years  have  been  a 
volume  of  «  Poems,"  in  1844,  and  <«  George  Cas- 
triot,  sumamed  Scanderbeg,  King  of  Albania,"  an 
historical  biography,  in  1852. 

In  some  touching  Hnes  to  Mr.  Softhky,  writ- 
ten in  1832,  Dr.  Moore  reveals  a  portion  of  his 
private  history,  which  proves  that  the  happiest 
condition  is  not  exempt  from  the  common  ills ; 
but  his  life  appears  to  have  been  nearly  all  passed 
very  quietly,  in  the  cultivation  of  learning,  and  in 
intercourse  with  a  few  congehial  friends.  In  his 
old  age,  sending  a  bunch  of  flowers  to  the  late  Mr. 
Philip  Hone,  he  wrote  to  him : 

**  These  oew-caird  bloRSomji  which  I  send, 
With  breath  so  sweet  and  tints  so  gay, 
I  truly  know  not,  my  Itind  friend, 
In  Flora's  language  what  they  sajr ;  . 

^  Nor  whfch  cftte  hne  I  should  select, 
Nor  how  thej  all  should  be  combined. 
That  at  a  glance  you  mifcht  detect 
The  tme  emotions  of  my  mind. 

"  But.  as  the  rainltow's  rarl*  d  hues, 

If  min^leil  in  proportionfi  riirbt. 

All  their  «ii>iinctive  radiance  Iftse. 

And  only  shuw  un»p'ttted  white. 

'•Thus,  into  one  I  would  (v.mline 

Thf'i*'  colours  that  s<>  vaiims  jilcaui, 
And  lid  this  ofTeriiii:  only  shine 
\Vith  fricndslijp's  pure  and  ti-an-juil  U'am." 

In  his  answer,  Mr.  Hone  says: 

^  Filial  as  thou  art  » ith  at  lie  fir.\ 
And  skilled  in  cla-slc  lore  divincv 
Not  yt't content.  wouKlst  thou  aspire 
In  Flora's  gorjrcous  wnatb  to  shine? 
'•  Come  as  thnu  wilt,  my  warm  jt^nnl. 

And  wel.-(tm»'.  shall  thy  steps  attend  : 
Fcbolar.  musici-in.  tl'.rist.  KiiJ— 
More  di-ar  to  me  than  all.  as  fii.Td." 

In  the  preface  to  the  correction  of  hi.s  popm<. 
Dr.  MooBK  remarks  that  he  has  printed  the  me- 
lancholy and  the  Kvelj,  the  serious,  the  sportive, 
and  even  the  triflinpr,  that  his  children,  to  whom 
the  book  is  addressed,  might  have  as  true  a  jiictiire 
as  possible  of  his  mind.     They  ore  all  marked  by 
good  taste  and  elegnnce.    ••  I  do  not  pay  my  renti- 
ers," he  says,  "so  ill  a  compliment  as  to  oflfer  the 
contents  of  this  volume  to  their  view  im  the  mere 
amusements  of  my  idle  hours,  as  though  the  itha^e 
I  of  my  thoughts  were  pood  enough  lor  them.    On 
the  contrary,  some  of  the  pieces  hare  cost  n»e  much 
I  time  and  thought,  and  I  have  composed  thetn  all 
1  as  carefully  and  correctly  as  I  couUC 
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CLEMENT   C.   MOORE. 


A  VISIT  FROM  ST.  NICHOLAS. 


'T  WAS  the  night  before  ChiiBtmas,  when  all 

through  the  house 
Not  a  creature  was  stirring,  not  even  a  moose ; 
The  stockings  were  hung  by  the  chimney  with  care, 
In  hopes  that  St.  Nicholas  soon  would  be  there ; 
The  children  were  nestled  all  snug  in  their  beds, 
While  visions  of  sugar-plums  danced  in  their  heads; 
And  mamma  in  her  kerchief,  and  I  in  my  cap, 
}  I  ad  j  ust  settled  our  brains  for  a  long  winter's  nap- 
When  out  on  the  lawn  ther?  arose  such  a  clatter, 
I  sprang  from  my  bed  to  see  what  was  the  matter. 
Away  to  the  window  I  flpw  like  a  flash. 
Tore  open  the  shutters  and  threw  up  the  sash. 
"IMie  moon,  on  the  breast  of  the  new-fallen  snow, 
(jiavo  the  lustre  of  mid-day  to  objects  below. 
When,  what  to  my  wondering  eyes  should  appear. 
But  a  miniature  sleigh,  and  eight  tiny  rein-deer, 
With  a  little  old  driver,  so  lively  and  quick, 
I  knew  in  a  moment  it  must  be  St  Nick. 
More  rapid  than  eagles  his  coursers  they  came. 
And  he  whistled,  and  shouted,  and  called  them  by 

name; 
"  Now,  Dasher !  now,  Dancer !  now,  Prancer  and 

Vixen! 
On!  Comet, on!  Cupid, on !  Donder  and  Blitzen — 
To  the  top  of  the  porch,  to  the  top  of  the  wall ! 
Now,  dash  away,  dash  away,  dash  away  all !" 
As  dry  leaves  that  before  the  wild  hurricane  fly, 
When  they  meet  with  an  obstacle,  mount  to  the  sky, 
So,  up  to  the  house-top  the  coursers  they  flew. 
With  the  sleigh  full  of  toys— and  St  Nicholas  too. 
And  then  in  a  tiwiokling  I  heard  on  the  roof 
The  prancing  and  pawing  of  each  little  hoof. 
As  I  drew  in  my  head,  mnd  was  turning  around, 
Down  the  chimney  St  Nicholas  came  with  a  bound. 
He  was  dressed  all  in  fur,  from  his  head  to  his  foot. 
And  his  dotheswere  all  tamisht  with  ashes  and  soot; 
A  bundle  of  toys  he  had  flung  on  his  back. 
And  he  looked  like  a  pedlar  just  opening  his  pack. 
It  is  eyes  how  they  twinkled!  his<Iimples  how  merry! 
His  cheeks  were  like  roses,  his  nose  like  a  cherry ; 
His  droll  little  mouth  was  drawn  up  like  a  bow. 
And  the  beard  on  his  chin  was  as  white  as  the  snow. 
The  stump  of  a  pipe  he  held  tight  in  his  teeth. 
And  the  smoke,  it  encircled  his  head  liLe  a  wreath. 
He  had  a  broad  face  and  a  little  round  belly 
That  shookjwhen  he  laugh*d,  like  a  bowl  £ill  of  jelly. 
He  was  chubby  and  plump;  a  right  jolly  «ld  elf; 
And  I  laughed  when  I  saw  him,  in  spiteof  mysel£ 
A  wink  of  his  eye,  and  a  twist  of  his  head, 
Soon  gave  me  to  know  I  had  nothing  to  dread. 
He  spok^  not  a  word,  but  went  straight  to  his  work, 
A  nd  flJIed  all  the  stockings ;  then  tu  med  with  a  jerk. 
And  laying  his  finger  aside  of  his  nose. 
And  giving  a  nod,  up  the  chimney  he  rose. 
He  sprang  to  his  sleigh,  to  his  team  gave  a  whistle, 
And  away  they  all  flew  like  the  down  of  a  thistle ; 
But  I  heard  hun  exdaim«  ere  he  drove  out  of  sight, 
«« Happy  Christinas  io  all,  and  to  all  a  good-night !" 


TO  MY  CHILDREN, 

AFTBB  HAYIMQ  MT  POBTBAIT  TAXMIX  FOB  THSM. 

This  semblance  of  your  parent's  time-worn  face 
Is  but  a  sad  bequest,  my  children  dear: 

Its  youth  and  freshness  gone,  and  in  their  place 
The  lines  of  care,  the  track  of  many  a  tear ! 

Amid  life's  wreck,  we  struggle  to  secure 

Some  floating  fragment  from  oblivion's  wave: 

We  pant  for  something  that  may  still  endure,. 
And  snatch  at  least  a  shadow  from  the  grave. 

Poor,  weak^  and  transient  mortals !  why  so  vain 
Of  manly  vigour,  ot  of  beauty's  bloom  1 

An  empty  shade  for  ages  may  remain 

When  we  have  mouldered  in  the  silent  tomb. 

But  no !  it  is  not  we  who  moulder  there, 
We,  of  essential  light  that  ever  bums; 

We  take  our  way  through  untried  fields  of  air, 
When  to  the  earth  this  earth-born  firamera- 
tums. 

And  't  is  the  glory  of  the  master's  art 

Some  radiance  of  this  inward  light  to  find, 

Some  touch  that  to  his  canvas  may  impart 
A  breath,  a  sparkle  of  the  immortal  mind. 

Alas !  the  pencil's  noblest  power  can  show 
But  some  faint  shadow  of  a  transient  thought, 

Some  wakened  feeling's  momentary  glow,  ' 

Some  swift  impression  in  its  passage  caught 

Oh  that  the  artist's  pencil  coold  portray 
A  father's  inward  bosom  to  your  eyes, 

What  hopes,  and  fears,  and  doubts  perplex  his  way, 
What  aspirations  for  your  welfare  rise. 

Then  might  this  unsubstantial  image  prove 
When  I  am  gone,  a  guardian  of  your  youth, 

A  friend  forever  urging  you  to  move 
In  paths  of  honour,  holiness,  and  truth. 

Let  fond  imagination's  power  supply 
The  void  that  baflSes  all  the  painter's  art ; 

And  when  those  mimic  features  meet  your  eye. 
Then  fancy  that  they  speak  a  parent's  heart 

Think  that  you  still  can  trace  within  those  eyes. 
The  kindling  of  aflfection's  fervid  beam. 

The  searching  glance  that  every  fault  espice, 
The  fond  anticipation's  pleasing  dream. 

Fancy  those  lips  still  utter  sounds  of  praise. 
Or  kind  reproof  that  checks  each  wayward  will. 

The  warning  voice,  or  precepts  that  may  raise 
Your  thoughts  above  this  treacherous  world 
of  UL  . 

And  thus  shall  art  attain  her  loftiest  power; 

To  noblest  purpose  shall  her  eflforts  tend : 
Not  the  companion  of  an  idle  hour. 

But  Virtue's  handmaid,  and  Religion's  firiend. 


JAMES  KIRKE    PAULDING. 


(Bcnirm] 


P^n^HTc  if  known  bj  hh  nutncroua  noveU 
lirr  pvoae  wnim^  much  better  limii  b^  hb 

;  T«4  hii  ftirty  cOfilributiimB  to  our  pcwticA] 
tir^  if  they  do  not  bev  witn«!i«  llmt  be  poa- 

m  an  emineni  degree,  ■«  tbe  vi Aon  ^nd  the 
r  dmne,**  tr«  mdJtable  for  thetr  potitolic 
md  xnonl  puxitj-. 

w»«  bom  in  the  temn  of  Fowling, — 4h« 
i]  tnnde  of  spelling  bifi  namiv^iii  Duchesi 
f,  New  York,  on  the  23<l  of  Aoj^ust,  1 7?  9, 
I  icArrmJeJ  from  tn  M  uid  honourable 
^  of  Dutch  exiTBrtioiu 

cazfSnt  literaiT  proilucUoni  were  ibe  papers 
J  -  Sdmngunii/'  the  first  srrie*  of  whtch* 
»  n>1utiie«.  wirre  <iTitt4?ii  in  <?onjiwicdon  with 
ITU  GTaT  Ikt  I  so,  in  1 807*  Thew  were  su(y 
I,  in  the  Dpjci  thiitj  >'F«rf ,  bj  the  following 
^  in  the  ordfr  b  which  th^y  are  siunt^: 
Biifl.  *ad  Brother  JonAthan,  in  one  volume  ; 
4tf  ti  n.  Scotch  Fiiltlle,  a  satirical  poem*  in 
olniifee;  Tb«  tTnittx)  Statfw  and  England,  iu 
[dniu^  I  SecoiiU  8efi«  of  Salmi^guiidi,  in  two 


ODE  TO   JAMESTOWN, 

R  cmdy  of  an  infant  worH 

A  wkirh  1  nefltting  empiTie  lay, 

Ofzimir  awhile,  pre  she  nnfurrd 

I«r  gallanl  winsr  and  w>ar*d  away; 

111 !  tboa  btrth-plam  of  the  glowini;  wetft, 

VRB'it  His  tawnjmg  etglc^a  mln^d  ne«t ! 


i  recollections  throng, 
Hflui  toqdkiof  vijions  Hue, 

fVAmkrinf  tboae  old  atonea  among^ 

bac%w»nl  turn  ininc  eyea, 
me  the  ahodowg  of  the  dead  flit  round* 
ipintor  wh^n  ih«s  lui  dread  tmmp  vhflll  aound ! 

•  mnden  of  an  *!?e  comhtned, 

n  orw  nhorl  moment  memory  euppliea; 

py  throng  upon  my  waJtfn'd  ndnd, 

U  time**  dark  cortainB  rine, 

ivhiin«  of  a  btindml  buried  years, 

en«si]  ui  ofli«  height  abeet,  appcan. 

tmt  th*  angry  oc««n  rate, 
>  art  iha  bnely  ItUle  barque 
tdd)A<  tloof  ihi$  rreated  wa^ev 
TfvightMd  yc«  old  NooKV  ark, 
(t  Cha  drowncKl  nutb  *t  was  httrrdi 
flir  foFdathei-*  of  aaolbcr  world. 

m  a  Cntn  of  riibv  ftand, 

%inid  the  de«ert»  d^wilate^ 

e  ^therv  of  my  native  knd^ 

The  d&riAg  pioneen  of  fate^ 

lTi««i  ibe  penla  of  iho  aea  and  ««Tth, 

prr»  a  boandlca  empire  birthi. 


Totumea ;  Letter?  from  th©  South,  in  two  rolumea ; 
The  Backwoodsman,  a  povm,  in  one  volume; 
Konuigamarke,  or  Old  Time*  in  the  New  WcitUI, 
a  DoveV  in  two  volume* ;  John  Bull  in  Ameri^-a, 
in  one  vol  time ;  Merry  Talo*  of  tlni  Wirt*  Men  of 
Oothamt  in  one  voluQie;  The  TmviiJkr'a  Giudo, 
or  New  Pilgrim's  Progress,  in  one  volume  \  The 
Dut^mon^s  Firedde^  in  two  voUnnrM ;  Wi^l^atd 
HoUn  two  voJuroea ;  Slavery  in  the  UnitCi!  StuUss, 
in  on©  volume  j  Life  of  Wa^hitigton,  in  two  vo* 
lume$ ;  The  Book  of  St,  NicholaaT  io  one  volauit' ; 
and  Talea,  Fablca,  and  AUegoriej*,  ori^nally  puJ»- 
liahed  in  various  periodiefii*^  in  three  volumae. 
Be«4de  tbe»e^  and  some  lew  pretenKJve  workf^ 
he  baa  written  much  in  the  ga^jeltcji  on  poLilical 
and  other  questiona  agitata  iu  hi*ttme» 

Mr.  F^LVi^ciirc^  ba^  lield  varioua  honourabl(» 
ojFHcee  in  liis  native  states  and  in  the  inimmef  of 
1S3S,  he  was  appointod,  by  President  V^x  BtraKH, 
Secretjwy  of  the  Navy.  He  continued  lo  be  • 
member  ef  the  cabinet  until  the  ckae  of  Mr,  VaW 
BvKim's  administrationp  in  194  L 


I  aee  the  «jvepeign  Itidtan  rang? 

Ilia  woodland  em  pin;,  iW<^  aa  air; 
I  aee  the  gloomy  foneat  change. 
The  shadowy  eiutb  laid  liar« ; 
And;H  where  the  red  man  rhai«M]  the  bounding  d&BTf 
The  smiling  labours  of  tlie  white  appear* 

r  see  the  b^ugihty  wnmor  gaze 

In  wonder  or  in  scorn. 
As  the  pale  fai^e*  Kwcat  to  raipe 
Their  ficanty  ficUh  of  com, 
^^Tiile  he,  the  monarch  of  the  lAundtess  wixidt 
By  sport,  or  hair-brainM  rapbe,  wins  bia  food. 

A  moment^  and  the  pageant'*  gone ; 

The  red  men  arc  no  more ; 
The  pule-faced  Ktram^^ra  stand  alono 
Upon  the  river's  sbor^ ; 
And  the  ptoud  wocnl-kin;?,  Wnho  their  arts  ili«!ain*d» 
Finda  but  a  bloody  grave  where  once  bo  rtrign'iL 

The  forest  reels  beneath  the  atroks 

Of  sturdy  wooditian^a  axe; 
The  earlh  receive*  the  white  man**  yokftt 
And  pay  a  her  willing  tax 
Of  fruila,  and  dowera,  and  croldea  harvest  fieJtli^ 
And  all  that  nalurv  to  blithe  kbour  yielda. 

Then  growing  hamleU  rear  their  h£iil% 

And  gutherinjf  crowds  expand. 
Far  IU  ray  fancy**  vii*ton  sprctuk, 
0*er  many  a  boundWit  Innd, 
Till  what  waa  once  a  world  of  KJivaijfB  «tnfe, 
Tiefiu  with  the  richest  gills  of  social  life, 
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Empire  to  empire  swift  succeeds, 

Each  happy,  great,  and  free ; 
One  empires  still  another  breeds, 
A  giant  progeny, 
Destined  their  daring  race  to  run. 
Each  to  the  regions  of  yon  setting  sun. 
• 
Then,  as  I  turn  my  thoughts  to  trace 

The  fount  -whence  these  rich  waters  sprung, 
I  glance  towards  tliis  lonely  place. 
And  find  it,  these  rude  stones  among. 
Here  rest  the  sires  of  millions,  sleeping  round. 
The  Argonauts,  the  golden  fleece  that  found. 

Their  names  have  been  forgotten  long ; 
The  stone,  but  not  a  word,  remains ; 
They  caimot  live  in  deathless  song. 
Nor  breathe  in  pious  strains. 
Yet  this  sublime  obscurity,  to  mo 
More  touching  is,  than  poet*s  rhapsody. 

They  live  in  millions  that  now  breathe ; 

They  live  in  millions  yet  unborn, 
And  pious  gratitude  shall  wreathe 
As  bright  a  crown  as  o'er  was  worn. 
And  hang  it  on  the  green-leaved  bough. 
That  whispers  to  the  namele^  dead  below. 

No  one  that  inspiration  drinks ; 

No  one  that  loves  his  native  land ; 
No  one  that  reasons,  feels,  or  thinks. 
Can  mid  these  lonely  ruins  sUmd, 
Without  a  moistcn'd  eye,  a  grateful  tear 
Of  reverent  gratitude  to  those  tliat  moulder  here. 

The  mighty  shade  now  hovers  round — 

Of  HIM  whose  strange,  yet  bright  career, 
Is  written  on  this  sacred  ground 
In  letters  that  no  time  shall  sere ; 
Who  in  the  oUl  world  smote  the  turban'd  crew. 
And  founded  Christian  empires  in  the  new. 

And  she !  the  glorious  Indian  maid. 

The  tutelary  of  this  land, 
The  angel  of  tlio  woodland  shade. 
The  miracle  of  God*s  own  hand. 
Who  joinM  man's  heart  to  woman's  softest  grace, 
\nd  thrice  redecm'd  the  scourges  of  her  race. 

Sister  of  charity  and  love. 

Whose  life-blood  was  soft  Pity's  tide. 
Dear  goddess  of  the  sylvan  grove. 
Flower  of  the  forest,  nature's  pride. 
He  is  no  man  who  docs  not  bend  the  knee, 
And  she  no  woman  who  is  not  like  thee ! 

Jamestown,  and  Plymouth's  hallow'd  rock 

To  me  shall  ever  sacred  be — 
I  care  not  who  my  themes  may  mock. 
Or  sneer  at  them  and  me. 
I  envy  not  the  brute  who  here  can  stand. 
Without  a  thrill  for  his  own  native  land. 

And  if  the  recreant  crawl  her  earth. 

Or  breathe  Virginia's  air. 
Or,  in  New  England  claim  his  birth, 
From  the  old  pilgrims  there, 
He  is  a  bastard,  if  he  dare  to  mock 
Old  Jamestown's  shrine,  or  Plymouth's  £aimous  rock. 


PASSAGE  DOWN  THE  OHIO.* 

As  down  Ohio's  eTer.ebUng  tide, 
Oarless  and  sailless,  silently,  they  gUde, 
How  still  the  scene,  how  lifeless,  yet  how  fiur 
Was  the  lone  land  that  met  the  stranger  there  1 
No  smiling  villages  or  curling  smoke 
The  busy  haunts  of  busy  men  bespoke ; 
No  solitary  hut,  the  banks  along, 
Sent  forth  blithe  labour's  homely,  rustic  song; 
No  urchin  gamboll'd  on  the  smooth,  white  nnd, 
Or  hurl'd  the  skipping-stone  with  playful  hand. 
While  playmate  dog  plunged  in  the  clear  blue  ware. 
And  swam,  in  vain,  the  sinking  prize  to  sare. 
Where  now  are  seen,  along  the  river  side. 
Young,  busy  towns,  in  buxoip,  painted  pride. 
And  fleets  of  gliding  boats  with  riches  crown'd. 
To  distant  Orleans  or  St.  Louis  bound. 
Nothing  appcar'd  but  nature  unsubdued. 
One  endless,  noiseless  woodland  solitude* 
Or  lK)undles6  prairie,  that  aye  seem'd  to  be 
As  level  and  as  lifeless  as  the  sea; 
They  seem'd  to  breathe  in  this  wide  world  alooe^ 
Heirs  of  the  earth — ^the  land  was  all  th«r  own ! 

'T  was  evening  now :  the  hour  of  toil  was  o'er, 
Yet  still  they  durst  not  seek  the  fearful  shore. 
Lest  watchful  Indian  crew  should  silent  creep. 
And  spring  upon  and  murder  them  in  sleep ; 
So  through  tho  livelong  night  they  held  their  way. 
And  'twas  a  night  might  shame  the  fairest  day ; 
So  still,  so  bright,  so  tranquil  was  its  reign. 
They  cared  not  though  the  day  ne'er  came  again. 
Tho  moon  high  wheel'd  tho  distant  hills  above, 
Silver'd  the  fleecy  foliage  of  the  grove. 
That  as  the  wooing  zephyrs  on  it  fell, 
Whisper'd  it  loved  the  gentle  visit  well 
That  fair-faced  orb  alone  to  move  appcar'd. 
That  zephyr  was  the  only  sound  they  heard. 
Nodeep-mouth'd  hound  the  hunter's  ha  tint  betray 'd, 
No  lights  upon  tlic  shore  or  waters  play'd. 
No  loud  laugh  broko  upon  the  silent  air. 
To  tell  the  wanderers,  man  was  nestling  then* 
All,  all  was  still,  on  gliding  bark  and  shore, 
As  if  the  earth  now  slept  to  wake  no  more. 


EVENING. 

'T  WAS  sunset's  hallow'd  time — and  such  an  eve 
Might  almost  tempt  an  angel  lieaven  to  leave. 
Neve^  did  brighter  glories  greet  the  eye. 
Low  in  the  warm  and  ruddy  western  sky : 
Nor  the  light  clouds  at  summer  eve  unfold 
More  varied  tints  of  purple,  red,  and  gold. 
Some  in  the  pure,  translucent,  liquid  breast 
Of  crystal  lake,  fast  anchor'd  seem'd  to  rest, 
Like  golden  islets  scatter'd  far  and  wide. 
By  elfm  skill  in  fancy's  fabled  tide. 
Where,  as  wild  eastern  legends  idly  feign. 
Fairy,  or  genii,  hold  despotic  reign. 

*  Thin,  and  the  two  foUowIng  extracts,  are  ftoB  tbt 
**  Backwoodsman." 
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,  like  THwli  ^It  with  tHimiflh'd  gold, 
lit  AUiiof «  ufy  w«7  aT@  wcd  |o  bold, 
I  |pllwi%  c^uipp'd  mill  ftfv«meT*  gay, 
bOe  llasdi  1iiia9Bn«  or  chance  direcln  thdr  way  ; 
,  the  pure  cthene^  tide, 
:  purfilr  idl,  they  rapid  glide, 
|r  as  tt0  bvk  vrben*  Egypt^A  wimlan  queea 
:  on  tV  tUatlal  il«c^k  was  *ecn, 
L  u  g-aicd  Iho  uxcirioui  flutiuiti  foolj 
L  w<»y  clii^  rrouib  ill*  diiiATd  riila. 
««,  fte§M|MlM  KMM  hi^tiM  to  fmh, 
ij  JaipiT  him  ^m  niddy  Atucii  iu^iide; 
*  ks»  cf  K>il^QS  twiliffll  intuit  thro-udsi, 
id  jakv  Aad  pslw  vrat  tb«  ch«nfduL  douJ^ 
Mi  «mk  Ae  hftWit  into  n  brrmthlrw  &dm  i 
Mi  «lM  Jwii  of  fffWiiinf  dropp'd  Itkc  lalm ; 
m  luiQ^  aiigbtJlAfvk  rrcim  hli»  Z,oa«  haunt  hu% 
ltfcaigfl»»itwif»  iiucct  thruDgU  the  iltkil 
M  haX  higvi  luM  Unif  ni-lavifig  flight, 
m  loadj  «ttlikf»-|MKir'Will^  oar  hlrd  of  night, 
,  jvt  ever  iPcmiTi^  ticjirt 
I  q^vrr'd  in  ihe  utoHted  ear; 
C  IWTiki  ftirth  liul  g»y!v  hi** 
»  ^ttm,  fend  carvlpw,  Mtmdcring  eye ; 
p  lJO«ljr  wfttrluntn  or  pte  night, 
m  tifdif,  tfioitii*d  ftA^w'bu  Uaip  no  brigbt, 
id  tKkok  ham  mmy  ^  circuit  round 
4»«p«yiiig  mMdmr^s  grcvn  «tid  fragrant  b<nmd| 
^Mtt  Mo^oai'ii  «lnt«,  bathed  tn  yniitkj  dew, 
&ir  jamrmftCi?^  xwcctij  blmhiiig  grtw. 


CROSSING  THE  ALLEGHANIES. 

An  looked  the  traTelkr  for  the  world  bdow, 
4*  liwdy  taofnitig  bpec«  b«^n  to  blow ; 
\t  nu4^e  oartam  roll'd  in  raiil*  awaj, 
id  >  ^J  bndaeape  Atnited  upon  the  daj« 
I  ligbt  (iu  Acting  'vapotiFB  upward  gUde^ 
kc  ihodfid  fpectiva  dm  the  roaantAiii  indc, 
tw  «>bj«i«  open  to  his  wondi^ring  iiew 
r  ▼ariiHu  Jbmv  and  c^nibinatiaiiA  n^ Wi 
roekj  piBdpirCt.  ft  waging  wood, 
e#pi  wiodiog  deli,  and  fovning  mountjiin  floo4 
ie&  libit  isadit  with  coj  and  tweet  dclav, 
Mka  «tt  tdi  aigfatf  a*  at  yoti&g  dawn  of  dar> 
voaded  ^^  by  pt^k  aspiring  bold, 
Adt  f$«i)t  capped  with  balm  of  ttumiih'd  gold. 
»  wb«ik  tht  wandmng  grandsire  of  our  race 
tl  Amrat  had  foond  a  resttng^placei 
i  int  A  Aofilf  ivean  met  hin  cje, 
lOfflng Ml  afvry  #ide  with  on«  bEuis  sky; 
at  aa  the  walcrt,  wny  pduing  doty, 
omk  tn  the  earth  w  noll'd  in  mi«ta  away, 
AidiMlr  iha  Mkj  btlK  lik«  istanda,  pf«p 
NO  Ibt  nMlgb  boaom  of  the  boundle^  de<?p, 
fcen  1li0  AHind  hiUock!!,  and  the  meadows  grcienf 
aeb  aJIwr  aa^bf  in  frr^benM  bloom  are  accn^ 
UL ttllbe  lam,  a  £ur  and  iniahM  whole 
amfaiiiai  1»  win  llw  gazing  patrinti-bV  wuL 
al^  aft  \m  tocik*d|  I  waen,  with  anaioui  eye, 
i  faifning  bopit  aonewbtxa,  |ian:haiice,  to  «py, 


Within  the  atlcnt  world,  Botne  Uving  thing, 
Crawling  on  earth,  or  moving  on  the  wing. 
Or  man,  or  beast — aUf  !  was  nmtbi:r  there 
Nothing  that  breathed  of  Uf^  in  ^rtb  or  air } 
*TwB«  a  vaisl,  sUeot,  mannon  lidi  and  gay, 
Whose  occupdut  waa  drown'd  the  other  day  | 
A  duuThjard,  where  tbo  gaye;»C  flawera  oft  bloom 
Amid  thi*  milancholj  of  the  tomb; 
A  f  barnH*boitsG",  wbiTif  ail  the  human  race 
Hud  piled  liieir  bonn  in  ooe  wide  tiG«ting-pbire  | 
SitiJIy  be  tumM  from  such  a  sight  of  wo, 
AjuI  sadly  aougtit  tbe  lifele^  ff  orld  below. 


THE  OLD  MAK*S  CAROUSAL, 

DwiTK  \  drink !  to  whom  §haU  we  drink  T 
To  friend  or  a  imfltrefia  ?     Come,  let  me  think  \ 
To  those  who  are  nbflent,  or  thosa  who  a^e  hem  ^ 
To  the  dea^J  that  we  loved,  or  tite  tiding  «till  deaf? 
Alas  I  when  I  look,  I  find  none  of  the  laat  I 
The  present  \»  barren — ^!ct  *a  drink  to  the  past. 

Come !  heTo'i  to  the  girl  with  a  toicc  aweet  oud  low, 
Tbfl  eye  nil  of  firtj  and  tb*  bosom  of  snow, 
Who  erewhUe  in  the  days  of  my  youth  that  ate  flej, 
Once  slept  on  my  b*som,  and  pillow*d  my  b(*ad  \ 
Would  ^ou  know  where  to  find  iiuch  a  delicate  pii*eT 
Go  ioek  in  jon  cbuir^hyaTd^  for  there  abe  lie«* 

And  here  '*  to  the  friend,  the  one  friend  of  my  youth. 
With  a  beail  full  of  geniuj,  a  heart  foil  of  Mxtb, 
Who  tmreird  with  me  in  the  aunahine  of  life. 
Arid  atood  by  tny  aide  in  itv  peace  and  ita  strife  1 
Wouid  you  kiiow  where  to  sr^k  a  bli!fta(ng  so  rare  T 
Go  drag  the  lone  aea^  you  may  find  him  there* 

And  hem  *■  to  a  brace  of  twin  cherubs  of  mine. 
With  hearts  like  their  molher'a^  aa  pure  aa  thia  wine, 
Wlio  came  but  to  1*20  the  firat  act  of  the  play^ 
Grew  tir«d  of  the  «eene,  and  then  lioth  went  away. 
Would    you    know  where   thia    brace  of  bdgbt 

chembs  have  hied ! 
Go  acek  them  in  heaven,  for  there  they  abide. 

A  hutnpcr,  tny  boya !  to  a  gray -headed  pair, 
Who  watcheJ  o'er  tny  childhood  with  tenderest  ear*, 
God  blea«  them^  and  keep  them,  and  may  Ihey  look 

down, 
O  n  the  bead  of  thei  r  aon,  wi  iboul  tear,  tigh,  or  frown! 
Would  you  know  whom  T  drink  to  \  go  acck  mid 

the  dend. 
You  will  finfl  both  their  namea  on  the  alone  at 

their  head^ 

And  here  'a — but,  alas  I  the  srood  wine  11  no  more, 
Tlie  bottle  la  emptied  of  all  ita  bright  «tore ; 
Like  tboae  we  have  tdjwted»  it*  apiril  ia  fled, 
And  nothing  la  left  of  Oie  light  that  \i  ahe<L 
Then,  a  bumper  of  tcara,  boya !   th«  banquet  h^re 

end*, 
With  a  health  to  our  dead,  eince  we^Te  no  fivmg 

fricnda. 
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WASHINGTON  ALLSTON. 


[Born,I77B.    I>M,I84S.] 


Mr.  AttnTOir  was  bom  in  South  Carolina,  of  a 
family  which  has  contributed  some  eminent  names 
to  our  annals,  though  none  that  sheds  more  lustre 
upon  the  parent  stock  than  his  own.  When  very 
young,  by  tlic  advice  of  physicians,  he  was  sent  to 
Newport,  Rhode  Island,  where  he  remained  until 
he  entered  Harvard  College  in  1796.  fn  his  boy- 
hood he  delighted  to  listen  to  the  wild  talcs  and 
traditions  of  the  negroes  upon  his  father's  planta- 
tion; and  while  preparing  for  college,  and  after 
his  removal  to  Cambridge,  no  books  gave  him  so 
much  pleasure  as  the  most  marvellous  and  terrible 
creations  of  the  imagination.  At  Newport  he  be- 
came acquainted  with  Malboxe,  the  painter,  and 
was  thus,  perhaps,  led  to  the  choice  of  his  profes- 
sion. He  began  to  paint  in  oil  before  he  went  to 
(yambridge,  and  while  there  divided  his  attention 
between  his  pencil  and  his  books.  Upon  being 
graduated  ho  returned  in  South  Carolina,  to  make 
arrangements  for  prosecuting  his  studies  in  Eip> 
rope.  He  had  friends  who  offered  to  assist  him 
with  money,  and  one  of  them,  a  Scottish  gentle- 
man named  Bowman,  who  had  seen  and  admired 
a  head  which  he  had  painted  of  Peter  hearing  the 
cock  crow,  pressed  him  to  accept'  an  annuity  of  one 
hundred  pounds  while  he  should  remain  abroad ; 
but  he  declined  it,  having  already  sold  his  paternal 
estate  for  a  sum  sufHcient  to  defray  his  looked- 
for  expenses  ;  and,  with  his  friend  Malbone,  cm- 
barked  for  England  in  the  summer  of  1801. 

Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Iiondon,  he  became  a 
student  of  the  Royal  Academy,  then  under  the 
presidency  of  our  countryman.  West,  with  whom 
he  contracted  an  intimate  and  lasting  friendship. 
His  abilities  as  an  artist,  brilliant  conversation,  and 
gentlemanly  manners,  made  him  a  welcome  guest 
at  the  houses  of  the  great  painters  of  the  time ; 
and  within  a  year  from  the  beginning  of  his  resi- 
dence in  London,  he  was  a  successful  exhibitor  at 
Somerset  House,  and  a  general  favourite  with  the 
most  distinguished  members  of  his  profession. 

In  1804,  having  been  three  years  in  England, 
he  accompanied  Jonw  Vandebltn  to  Paris.  Af- 
ter ])asHing  a  few  months  in  that  capital,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Italy,  where  he  remamed  four  years. 
Among  his  fellow.students  and  intimate  asso- 
ciates hero,  were  Vanderltx  and  the  Danish 
sculptor  Thorwalimjex.  Another  friend  with 
whom  he  now  became  acquainted,  was  Cole- 
ridge. In  one  of  his  letters  he  says:  "To  no 
other  man  do  I  owe  so  much,  intellectually^  as  to 
Mr.  CoLERiDOE,  with  whom  I  became  ac<iuaintcd 
in  Rome,  and  who  has  honoured  me  with  his 
friendship  fo^  more  than  fivc-aiid-twenty  years. 
He  used  to  call  Rome  the  tilcnt  city  ;  but  I  never 
could  think  of  it  as  such,  while  with  him ;  for 
meet  him  when  or  where  I  would,  the  fountain  of 


his  mind  was  never  dry,  but,  like  the  far-reaching 
aqueducts  that  once  supplied  this  mistress  of  the 
world,  its  living  stream  seemed  specially  1o  (km 
for  every  classic  ruin  over  which  we  wandered. 
And  when  I  recall  some  of  our  walhe  under  the 
pines  of  the  villa  Borghese,  I  am  almost  tempted 
to  dream  that  I  had  once  listened  to  Plato  in  the 
groves  of  the  Acailemy." 

In  1809  Allstox  returned  to  America,  and 
was  soon  after  married  at  Boston  to  a  sister  of  Dr. 
CuAKxrxo.  In  1811  he  went  a  second  time  to 
England.  His  reputation  as  a  painter  was  now 
well  established,  and  he  gained  by  his  picture  of 
the  «  Dead  Man  raised  by  the  Bones  of  Elisha*^*  a 
prize  of  two  hundred  guineas,  at  the  British  In- 
stitution, where  the  first  artists  in  the  world  were 
his  competitors.  A  long  and  dangerous  illne« 
succeeded  his  return  to  London,  and  he  removed 
to  the  village  of  Clifton,  where  he  wrote  « The 
Sylphs  of  the  Seasons,'*  and  some  of  the  other 
poems  included  in  a  volume  which  he  published  in 
1813.  Within  two  weeks  after  the  renewal  of  hii 
residence  in  the  metropolis,  in  the  last-mentioned 
year,  his  wife  died,  very  suddenly ;  and  the  event, 
inducing  the  deepest  depression  and  melancfaolj, 
caused  a  temporary  suspension  of  his  labours. 

In  1818  he  accompanied  Leslie  to  Paris,  and 
in  the  autumn  of  the  following  year  came  back  to 
America,  having  been  previously  elected  an  asM^ 
date  of  the  English  Royal  Academy.  In  1830 
he  married  a  sister  of  Richard  H.  Daxta,  end 
the  remainder  of  hiis  life  was  tranquilly  paand  at 
Cambridgeport,  near  Boston,  where  he  Wtt^  ear* 
rounded  by  warm  and  genial  friends,  in  aasiduoas 
devotion  to  his  art  He  died  very  raddenly,  on 
the  night  of  the  eighth  of  July^  1843. 

As  a  painter  Allstoit  had  no  superior,  peihape 
not  an  equal,  in  his  age.  He  difiered  from  hie 
contemporaries,  as  he  said  of  Moir  aldi,  «  no  leei 
in  kind  than  in  degree.  If  he  held  any  thing  in 
common  with  others,  it  Was  with  those  of  agea 
past,  with  the  mighty  dead  of  the  fifteenth  oen- 
tur}'.  From  them  he  had  learned  the  language  of 
his  art,  but  liis  thoughu,  and  their  turn  of  «xpree- 
sion,  were  his  own."  Among  his  principal  worka 
are  "  The  Dead  Man  restored  to  Life  by  Eliaha  ;** 
the  «  Angel  liberating  Peter  from  Prison;"  «  Jacob'a 
Dream;"  « Elijah  in  the  Desert;"  the  «Trium. 
phant  Song  of  Miriam ;"  «<  The  Angel  Uriel  in  the 
Sun;"  «Saul  and  the  Witt^  of  Endor;"  «Spala- 
tro's  Vision  of  the  bloody  Hand ;"  «  Gabriel  setting 
the  Guard  of  the  Heavenly  Host ;"  *<  Anne  Pagr 
and  Slender;"  "Rosalie;"  ** Donna  Mareia  in  the 
Robber's  Cave ;"  and  "  6elshazzar*s  Feast,  or  the 

*  This  work  he  ■iihHcqiieiitly  »old  to  the  PennvylvauM 
Academy  of  Fine  Arts,  for  Uiirty-five  hundred  dollan. 
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liandwritiiig  on  the  WalL"  The  last  work,  upon 
which  he  had  been  engaged  at  intervab  for  nearly 
twenty  je«T«,  he  left  unfinUhed. 

Besides  the  Tolnine  of  poems  already  mentioned, 
and  many  ^ort  pieces  which  have  since  been  givdn 
to  the  public,  Mr.  Allstox  was  the  author  of 
«  Mo  X  A  LSI,"  a  story  of  extraordinary  power  and 
mteiest,  in  which  he  displays  a  deep  sensibility  to 
beauty,  and  philosophic  knowledge  of  human  pas- 
■00.  He  wrote  also  a  series  of  discourses  on  art,  and 
Tvioos  essays  and  poems,  which  are  unpublished. 

Although  Alutox  owed  his  chief  celebrity  to 
his  paintings,  which  will  preserve  for  his  name  a 
place  in  the  list  of  the  greatest  artists  of  all  the 
natioiis  aikd  ages,  his  literary  works  alone  would 
have  given  him  a  high  rank  among  men  of  genius. 
A  great  painter,  indeed,  is  of  necessity  a  poet, 
thoi^  he  may  lack  the  power  to  express  fittingly 
his  coQoeptians  in  language.  Allsto^t  had  in 
rnnarkabfe  perfection  all  the  faculties  required  ibr 
either  arL  "The  Sylphs  of  the  Seasons,"  his 
poem,  in  which  he  describes  the  scenery 


of  Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  and  Winter,  and  the 
e&cts  of  each  season  on  the  mind,  show  that  he 
regarded  nature  with  a  curious  eye,  ^and  had 
power  to  exhibit  her  beauties  with  wonderful  dis- 
tinctness  and  fidelity.  "The  Two  Painters"  is 
an  admirable  satire,  intended  to  ridicule  attempts 
to  reach  perfection  in  one  excellency  in  the  art  of 
painting,  to  the  neglect  of  every  other;  the  "Paint 
King"  is  a  singularly  wild,  imaginative  story ;  and 
nearly  all  lus  minor  poem9  are  strikingly  original 
and  beautifuL  It  was  in  his  paintings,  however, 
that  the  power  and  religious  grandeur  of  his  ima- 
gination were  most  strongly  developed. 

When  this  work  was  originaUy  published,  I 
dedicated  it  to  Mr.  Allstox,  with  whom  I  had  the 
happiness  to  be  persoiudly  acquainted,  addressing 
him  as  "  the  eldest  of  the  Uving  poets,  and  the  most 
illustrious  of  the  painters"  of  our  country.  I  retain 
the  dedication  in  this  edition,  as  an  expression  of 
the  admiration  and  reverence  in  which  I,  with  all 
who  knew  him,  continue  to  hold  his  genius  and 
character. 


THE  PAINT  KING. 

Firm  Ellen  was  long  the  delight  of  the  young. 

No  damsel  could  with  her  compare ;       [tongue. 
Her  dianns  were  the  theme  of  the  heart  and  the 
And  bards  without  number  in  ecstasies  sung 
The  beauties  of  Ellen  the  fair. 

fet  cold  was  the  maid ;  and  though  legions  advanced, 

AU  drilPd  by  Ovidcan  art, 
And  lani^lsh'd,  and  ogled,  protested  and  danced, 
Like  shadows  they  came,  an*  like  shadows  they 

From  the  hard  polish'd  ice  of  her  heart   [glanced 

Vet  still  did  the  heart  of  fair  Ellen  implore 

A  something  that  could  not  be  found  ; 
Like  a  sailor  she  seom'd  on  a  desolate  shore, 
With  nor  house,  nor  a  tree,  nor  a  sound  but  the  roar 
Of  breakers  liigh  dashing  around. 

From  object  to  object  still,  still  would  she  veer, 

Thousfh  nothing,  alas,  could  she  find  ;       [clear, 
Like  the  moon,  without  atmo«^)here,  brilliant  and 
Yet  doom'd.  like  the  moon,  with  no  being  to  cheer 
The  bright  K-arren  waste  of  her  muid. 

But  rathor  than  sit  like  a  statue  so  still 

\V!irn  ihf  rain  made  her  mansion  a  pouiuf. 
Up  a:i  1  down  would  she  go,  like  the  sails  of  a  mill, 
Arid  \rit  cyf^ry  stair,  like  a  wood|HX-kcr's  hill, 

Ft  »fn  ihc  tiU-s  of  the  n>of  to  the  ground. 
iinf*  morn,  a-*  the  maid  from  her  casement  inclined, 

Pj*-^'  1  a  vonth.  w  ith  a  frame  in  his  hand. 
The  oa^ii-m.-nt  •^he  clo-^-d — not  the  eye  of  her  mind  ; 
For.  d)  all  s!»e  could,  no.  t«he  could  not  he  blind  ; 

r'li'.l  IxMore  her  she  saw  tlie  youth  stand. 

-  A!i.  %%hat  c.\n  lie  do."  s;iid  the  lanizui<!iing  maid. 

-  Ah.  w!iat  wifli  lliat  frame  can  he  do  ?" 
.Kt'A  *!»••  kiu-il  to  the  jj.xldes-iof  s<vrets  and  pray'd, 


\V)i. 


■J  t!i.^  v.tn'h  p;i 


M  airain.and  attain  he  di.-i)layM 


Til'-  f.'-j.u*'  and  a  picture  to  siew. 


<«  Oh,  beautiful  picture !"  the  fair  Ellen  cried, 

« I  must  see  thee  again  or  I  die."  ^ 
Then  under  her  white  chin  her  boimet  she  tied, 
And  after  the  youth  and  the  picture  she  hied,  . 

When  the  youth,  looking  back,  met  her  eye. 

«  Fair  damsel,"  said  he,  (and  he  chuckled  tl)e  while,) 

«This  picture  I  see  you  admire  : 
Then  take  it,  I  pray  you,  perhaps  'twill  beguile 
Some  moments  of  sorrow ;  (nay,  pardon  my  smile) 

Or,  at*  least,  keep  you  home  by  the  fire." 

Then  Ellen  the  gift  with  delight  and  surprise 
From  the  cunning  young  stripling  received, 
But  she  knew  not  the  poison  that  entcr'd  her  eyes. 
When  sparkling  with  rapture  they  gazed  on  her 
Thus,  alas,  are  fair  maidens  deceived !      [prize — 

'T  was  a  youth  o'er  the  form  of  a  statue  inclined. 

And  the  sculptor  he  seem'd  of  the  stsne ; 
Yet  he  languish'd  as  though  for  its  beauty  he  pined. 
And  gazed  as  the  eyes  of  the  statue  so  blind 
Reflected  the  beams  of  hia  own. 

'T  was  the  tale  of  the  sculptor  Pygmalion  of  old ; 

Fair  Ellen  remember'd  and  sigh'd  ; 
"  Ah.couldstthou  but  lift  from  that  marble  so  cold. 
Thine  eyes  too  imploring,  thy  arms  should  enfold, 

And  press  me  this  day  as  thy  bride." 

She  said :  when,  behold,  from  the  canvas  arose 

The  youth,  and  he  stepp'd  fiom  the  frame: 
With  a  furious  traft«pf)rt  his  arms  did  enclose 
The  love-plighted  Ellen :   and,  claspinc,  he  froze 
The  hlood  of  the  maid  w  ith  his  flame ! 

S!ie  tuniM  and  K-lield  on  each  shoulder  a  wing. 
'•  Oh.  Heaven!"  cried  slv\  "  who  art  tiiou  V* 
I    From  the  roof  to  the  grciund  did  his  fierce  answer 
rill 'J. 
.\>5.  fron  liiiiL'.  he  thuiuli  iM  "  I  am  tlie  Taint  KixuI 
!        And  mine,  lovely  maid,  I'.iou  art  now  I*' 
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Then  high  from  the  ground  did  the  grim  monster  lift 

The  loud-6creaming  maid  like  a  blast ; 
And  he  sped  through  tlic  air  like  a  meteor  swifl. 
While  the  clouds,  wandering  by  him^did  fearfully  drift 
To  the  right  and  the  left  as  he  poss'd. 

Now  suddenly  sloping  his  hurricane  flight, 

With  an  eddying  whirl  he  descends ; 
The  air  aU  below  him  becomes  black  as  night, 
And  the  ground  where  he  treads,  as  if  moved  with 
Like  the  surge  of  the  Caspian,  bends,    [afiright, 

**  I  am  here !"  said  tlie  flend,  and  ho  thundering 

At  the  gates  of  a  mountainous  cave ;     [knocked 

The  gates  open  flew,  as  by  magic  unlock  d. 

While  the  peaks  of  the  mount,  reeling  to  and  fro. 

Like  an  island  of  ice  on  the  wave.  [rocked 

«  Oh,  mercy !"  cried  Ellen,  and swoonM  in  his  arms. 
But  the  Paixt-Kino,  he  scofT'd  at  her  pain. 

"  Prithee,  love,"  said  the  monster, «  what  mean  these 
alarms  r* 

She  hears  not,  she  sees  not  the  terrible  charms, 
That  work  her  to  horror  again. 

She  opens  her  lids,  but  no  longer  her  eyes 
Behold  the  fair  youth  she  would  woo ; 

Now  appears  the  Paixt-Kixg  in  his  natural  guise ; 

His  face,  like  a  palette  of  villanous  dyes. 
Black  and  white,  red  and  yellow,  and  blue. 

On  the  skull  pf  a  Titan,  that  Heaven  defied, 

Sat  the  fiend,  like  the  grim  giant  Gog, 
While  alofl  to  his  mouth  a  hugh  pipe  he  applied, 
Twice  as  big  as  tlie  Eddystone  Lighthouse,  descried 
As  it  looms  through  an  easterly  fog. 

And  anon,  as  he  puif  *d  the  vast  volumes,  were  seen, . 

In  horrid  festoons  on  the  wall. 
Legs  and  arms,  heads  and  bodies  emerging  between. 
Like  the  drawing-room  grim  of  the  Scotch  Sawney 

By  the  Devil  dressed  out  for  a  ball.        [Beane, 
«  Ah  me  !'*  cried  the  damsel,  and  fell  at  his  feet, 

«  Must  I  hang  on  these  walls  to  be  dried  1" 
"  Oh,  no  !*'  said  the  flend,  while  he  sprung  from  his 
«  A  far  ncfbler  fortune  thy  person  shall  meet ;     [scat, 

Into  paint  will  I  grind  thee,  my  bride !" 

Then,  seizing  the  maid  by  her  dark  auburn  hair, 

An  oil  jug  he  plunged  her  within  ; 
Seven  days,  seven  nights,  with  the  shrieks  of  despair, 
Did  Ellen  in  torment  convulse  the  dun  air, 

All  covered  with  oil  to  the  chin. 

On  the  mom  of  the  eighth,  on  a  hiige  sable  stone 

Then  Ellen,  all  reeking,  he  laid ; 
With  a  rock  for  his  muller  he  crushed  every  bone. 
But,  though  ground  to  jelly,  still,  still  did  she  groan ; 

For  life  had  forsook  not  the  maid. 
Now  reaching  his  palette,  with  masterly  care 

Each  tint  on  its  surface  he  spread  ; 
Tlie  blue  of  her  eycrf,  and  the  brown  of  her  hair. 
And  the  pearl  and  tlie  white  of  her  forehead  so  fair, 

And  her  lips'  and  her  checks'  rosy  red. 

Then,  stamping  lus  foot,  did  the  monster  exclaim, 

"  Now  I  brave,  cruel  fairy,  thy  Hcorn !" 
Whonlo!  from  a  chusni  widi'-yii-.vning  there  came 
A  liijht  tiny  chariot  of  row-colour\l  llanic, 
By  a  team  of  ten  gIow-wi)rms  upLwrne. 


Enthroned  in  the  midst  on  an  emerald  brig^ 

Fair  Geraldine  sat  without  peer ; 
Her  robe  was  a  gleam  of  the  first  Uuih  of  light. 
And  her  mantle  the  fleece  of  a  noon-dood  whiter 

And  a  beam  of  the  moon  was  her  spear. 

In  an  accent  that  stole  on  the  still  charmed  air 

Like  the  first  gentle  language  of  Eve, 
Thus  spake  fit>m  her  chariot  the  fiiiry  so  fiur: 
« I  come  at  the  call,  but,  oh  Paint-King^  beware^ 
Beware  if  again  you  deceive." 

M  T  is  true,"  said  the  monster,  « thon  queen  of  my 
Thy  portrait  I  oa  have  essay'd;  [beart, 

Yet  ne'er  to  the  canvas  could  I  with  mj  art 
The  least  of  thy  wonderful  heautiea  impart ; 
And  my  failure  with  scorn  you  repaid. 

«  Now  I  swear  by  the  light  of  the  comet-king's  tafl  !* 

And  he  tower'd  with  pride  as  he  spoke, 
"  If  again  with  these  magical  colours  I  fail. 
The  crater  of  Etna  shall  hence  be  my  jail. 
And  my  food  shall  be  sulphur  and  smoke. 

"  But  if  I  succeed,  then,  oh,  fair  Geraldine ! 

Thy  promise  with  justice  I  claim, 
And  thou,  queen  of  fairies,  shalt  ever  be  mine. 
The  bride  of  my  bed ;  and  thy  portrait  divine 

Shall  fill  all  the  earth  with  my  fame." 

He  spake ;  when,  behold,  the  fair  Geraldine's  fiann 

On  the  canvas  enchantingly  glow'd ; 
His  touches^they  flew  like  the  leaves  in  a  i 
And  the  pure  pearly  white  and  the  camationi 
Contending  in  harmony  flow'd. 

And  now  did  the  portrait  a  twin-aster  aeem 

To  the  figure  of  Geraldine  fair : 
With  the  same  sweet  expression  did  £uthfully 
Each  muscle,  each  feature ;  in  short  not  a  gjleam 

Was  lost  of  her  beautiful  hair. 

'T  was  the  fairy  herself!  but,  alas,  her  Uue  ejea 

Still  a  pupil  did  ruefully  lack ; 
And  who  shall  describe  the  terrific  surprise 
That  seized  tlie  Paixt-Kiito  when, behold,  he  dee* 

Not  a  speck  on  his  palette  of  black !  [cries 

"  I  am  lost !"  said  the  fiend,  and  he  shook  like  a  leaf; 

When,  casting  his  eyes  to  the  ground. 
He  saw  the  lost  pupils  of  Ellen  with  grief 
In  the  jaws  of  a  m6use,  and  the  sly  little  thief 

Whisk  away  from  his  si^ht  with  a  bound. 

« I  am  lost !"  said  the  fiend,  and  he  fell  like  a  i 

Then  rising  the  fairy  in  ire 
With  a  touch  of  her  finger  she  looeen'd  her  J 
(While  the  limbs  on  the  wall  gave  a  terrible  gnMO,) 

And  she  swcll'd  to  a  colunm  of  fire. 

Her  spear,  now  a  thunder-bolt,  flash'd  in  the  air. 

And  sulphur  the  vault  fill'd  around : 
She  smote  the  grim  monster;  and  now  by  the  hair 
Hic:h-lining,  she  hurVd  him  in  speechless  despair 
Down  the  depths  of  the  chasm  profound. 

Then  over  the  picture  thrice  waving  her  spear, 

«'  Come  forth !"  said  tlie  good  Geraldine ; 
Whoii,  l>chol(],  from  the  canvas  descending,  appear 
Fair  Kllcn,  in  person  more  lovely  than  e'er, 
With  grace  more  than  ever  divine ! 
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THE  SYLPHS  OF  THE  SEASONS 

ItOTim  W  it  been  my  Ikte  to  hear 
Tlw  ebT«  of  MaiDjiioEif  with  9.  sQiHCsr, 

Mj  kulolence  reproTe. 
Ah.  £t^  koovf*  fa^  of  the  cmie, 
Thm  UiU  1^  httdabip  that  \  W^r 
Wh£k  lolUng  in  mj  eUiow-K:hair, 

And  ieemi^g  kv^cc  Iq  m«te ; 

Por>  mounted  on  the  pK>et's  steed, 
I  iM^^  my  rctftsetrH  joumej  speed 

OVr  motmtain,  wood,  rmd  itreftm ! 
And  oH,  WLlliin  m  tittk  daj, 
IfH  eoineEfl  6crr«,  't  is  mine  to  ^trvff 
And  tnuulcr  oVr  iJie  milky-way 

To  eaXch  a  ^t^'a  dn^im. 

BrI  would  tlie  maw  of  Iqcto  know 
What  riciws  from  my  labour*  flow — 

A  DM^xn  ii  my  ri?ply* 
Aad  who  for  wealth  has  c%*er  pLn«d, 
Tbai  had  a  world  within  hi^  mind, 
Whfifi^  *T«i7  treasure  he  may  find. 

And  joya  that  n€v«£  die  I 

One  tii|:ht,  my  task  dinnial  done, 
(For  r  hod  trxTell'd  with  the  mm 

OVj  tmmin^  ft^nda,  o'er  anowiii} 
Fattgnot  I  iotight  ttie  conch  of  rest; 
My  wont«d  prayer  t*>  Ht-avun  addresa'd ; 
Bttt  irareo  hiad  I  pay  pillow  pn&sa'd, 

Wb«ci  tiioa  t  TMJon  roee  >— 

Mfthonght^  within  a  dc*crt  cave. 
Cold,  darkf  and  solemn  aa  the  igmT^ 

I  fnddenly  awoke. 
It  laem^d  of  aahla  nii^hl  th«  ccllp 
Wh^re,  «¥c  when  from  tho  ceiling  fell 
An  ooaing  drop,  her  siteni  spi-lt 

No  aonnd  had  ever  hj^kc* 

TWov  motionlcaa  I  stood  aJonct, 

Uka  ttoie  ttmnge  monument  of  atone 

UpMon  a  barren  wild  ; 
Or  tike  (§d  aolid  and  profound 
The  datkneaa  «e«tii*d  thut  wallM  me  romnd) 
A  CLui  that'i  tinned  onder  i^ronnd} 

Where  pyimnBida  are  piled* 

Thof  fii*df  a  dreadful  hour  I  paasM* 
And  DOW  I  heard,  aa  from  a  hUa% 

A  Toko  pronounce  my  name : 
Nor  long  Qpon  my  <^r  it  divritv 
Wbm  fBttod  roc  *(5Mi  th«  air  lo  molt. 
And  iatitidn  once  ai^n  I  felt 

Quidk  ^retin^  oVr  my  frame. 

Afiin  it  ciiil*d ;  and  then  a  ray. 
That  *eiem*d  m  gonhiiig  fount  of  ihy, 

Aetom  te  eftvem  a^e&m^iL 
llatf«lrti£k  With  tenor  and  delight, 
I  btfd  Che  litlle  bifwwtj  Ui^hU 
Afkd  lotlfiW*d  nil  my  aching  aif hi 

An  oft»  efd^neia  aaeni^d. 


Nor  long  I  felt  the  hlindhig  pnin  ; 
For  Boon  tipon  a  mountain  plidu 

I  gaz/ed  with  wonder  uew* 
Therif  high  a  CAsilt^  reurM  its  hrad ; 
And  far  below  a  r(?i|^ion  spread, 
Where  every  *i?a»on  seeai'd  t^>  slit'd 

Ita  own  pecnliar  hnc. 

NoWt  at  the  c^ntle'i  maJiAy  g»te^ 
Liko  one  ihiA\  blindly  nrged  by  fate, 

A  bnj?le-hom  I  blew. 
The  mountjun-plftiti  it  gliook  wound, 
The  vales  return M  a  lioUow  souJid, 
And,  moviug-  with  a  sigh  profound, 

l*he  portaU  open  flew* 

Then  entering^  &ora  &  glittering  hidl 
I  hoard  a  ifoice  aoraphlc  coll, 

Thftt  batie  me  **  Ever  reign  \ 
All  hail  r'  it  aaid  in  ae4^ent  wild, 
**  For  thou  art  Nuturo^s  choecn  chjIJ, 
Whon>  wealth  nor  blood  ha*  eVr  defiled. 

Hail,  lord  of  thia  domain !'' 

And  now  I  paced  a  bright  Baleen, 
That  «eem*d  illomined  by  the  moon« 

So  mellow  wa*  the  lighL 
The  Wttl!s  wit!i  jetty  darkncFsJ  teem*d. 
While  down  them  crjaUd  columns  sLremn'd, 
And  each  a  mountain  torrent  seem'dt 

High-£aahing  throngh  tha  nigfaL 

Reared  in  the  midstf  a  double  throne 
Like  bnmUh'd  clouxl  of  evening  phone  ; 

While,  grroup'd  the  base  aroundr 
Four  damsels  stood  of  fairy  race  ; 
Who,  turning  each  with  hoavenly  grace 
Upon  mc  her  immortal  facf^ 

Tranfi&i'd  me  to  the  ground. 

And  thu9  the  forerooHt  of  the  train ; 
**Be  thine  the  throne,  and  thine  to  reign 

O'er  all  the  varying  year  I 
But  ere  thou  ruleut,  the  Fates  command, 
That  of  our  chosen  rival  bjvnd 
A  Sylph  shall  win  thy  heart  and  handi 

Thy  iovereignty  to  ahare* 

«  For  we,  Ibc  staters  of  a  birth, 
Do  rule  by  turnfl  the  subject  earth 

To  serve  ungrateful  man  ; 
But  since  our  varicij  toils  impart 
No  joy  to  his  capricious  heart, 
*Tia  now  ordained  that  human  art 

Shan  rectify  the  plan," 

Then  spake  the  SylpK  of  SpHn^  aereno^ 
**  'T  is  /  ihy  jojoua  heart,  I  ween, 

With  «ytnpalhy  shall  move ; 
For  I  with  living  melody 
Of  bird*  in  choril  <rvni  phony, 
Firit  waked  thy  soul  lo  poesy, 

To  piety  and  love. 

"  When  thou,  at  call  of  vernal  hreeu, 

And  beekoning  bough  of  budding 
Haat  leH  thy  lulk^n  fire  ; 
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And  Btretch'd  thee  in  some  mossy  dell, 
And  heard  the  browsing  wether's  bell, 
Blithe  echoes  rousing  from  their  cell 
To  swell  the  tinkling  choir : 

«  Or  heard  from  branch  of  flowering  thorn 
The  song  of  friendly  cuckoo  warn 

The  tardy-moving  swain ; 
Hast  bid  the  purple  swallow  hail ; 
And  seen  him  now  through  ether  sail, 
Now  sweeping  downward  o'er  the  vale, 

And  skimming  now  the  plain  ; 

<<  Then,  catching  with  a  sudden  glance 
The  bright  and  silver-clear  expanse 

Of  some  broad  river's  stream. 
Beheld  the  boats  adown  it  glide. 
And  motion  wind  again  the  tide, 
Where,  chain'd  in  ice  by  winter's  pride. 

Late  roird  the  heavy  team  : 

«  Or,  lured  by  some  fresh-scented  gale 
That  woo'd  the  moored  fisher's  sail 

To  tempt  the  mighty  main, 
Hast  watch'd  the  dim,  receding  shore, 
Now  faintly  seen  the  ocean  o'er, 
Like  hanging  cloud,  and  now  no  more 

To  bound  the  sapphire  plain ; 

«  Then,  wrapt  in  night,  the  scudding  bark, 
(That  seem'd,  self-poised  amid  the  dark, 

Through  upper  air  to  leap,) 
Beheld,  from  thy  most  fearful  height. 
The  rapid  dolphin's  azure  light 
Cleave,  like  a  living  meteor  bright, 

The  darkness  of  the  deep: 

"'T  was  mine  the  warm,  awakening  hand 
That  made  thy  grateful  heart  expand, 

And  feel  the  high  control 
Of  Him,  the  mighty  Power  that  moves 
Amid  the  waters  and  the  groves. 
And  through  his  vast  creation  proves 

His  omnipresent  soul. 

"  Or,  brooding  o'er  some  forest  rill, 
Fringed  with  the  early  daffodil, 

And  quivering  maiden-hair. 
When  thou  hast  mark'd  the  dusky  bed. 
With  leaves  and  water-rust  o'erspread. 
That  seem'd  an  amber  light  to  shed  ■ 

On  all  was  shadow'd  there ; 

"  And  thence,  as  by  its  murmur  call'd, 
Th6  current  traced  to  where  it  brawl'd 

Beneath  the  noontide  ray  ; 
And  there  beheld  the  chcckerM  shade 
Of  \^avc8,  in  many*  a  sinuous  braid, 
TTiat  o'er  the  sunny  channel  play'd, 

With  motion  ever  gay  : 

« 'T  was  I  to  these  the  magic  gave. 
That  made  thy  heart,  a  willing  slave, 

To  gentle  Nature  bend ; 
And  taught  thee  how  with  tree  and  flower, 
And  whispering  gale,  and  dropping  shower. 
In  converse  sweet  to  pass  the  hour. 

As  with  an  early  friend : 


«  That  mid  the  noontide,  sonny  haze 
Did  in  thy  languid  bosom  raise 

The  raptures  of  the  boy  ; 
When,  waked  as  if  to  second  birth, 
7^hy  soul  through  every  pore  looked  f 
And  gazed  upon  the  beauteous  eartH 

With  myriad  eyes  of  joy  : 

**  That  mode  thy  heart,  like  HIS  abor 
To  flow  with  universal  love 

For  every  living  thing. 
And,  O  !  if  I,  with  ray  divine. 
Thus  tempering,  did  Uiy  soul  refine, 
Then  let  thy  gentle  heart  be  mine. 

And  bless  the  Sylph  of  Spring." 

And  next  the  Sylph  of  Summer  fair ; 
The  while  her  crisped,  golden  hair 

Half-veil'd  her  s%iny  eyes : 
«« Nor  less  may  /  thy  homage  claim,  . 
At  touch  of  whose  exhaling  flame 
The  fog  of  Spring,  that  chill'd  thy  frs 

In  genial  vapour  flies. 

«  Oft,  by  the  heat  of  noon  oppress'd 
With  flowing  hair  and  open  vest. 

Thy  footsteps  have  I  won 
To  mossy  couch  of  welling  grot, 
Where  thou  hast  bless'd  thy  happy  Ic 
That  thou  in  that  delicious  spot 

Mayst  see,  not  feel,  the  sun : 

«  Thence  tracing  from  the  body's  cha 
In  curious  philosophic  range. 

The  motion  of  the  mind ; 
And  how  from  thought  to  thought  it 
Still  hoping  in  each  vision  new 
The  fairy  land  of  bliss  to  view. 

But  ne'er  that  land  to  find. 

«  And  then,  as  grew  thy  languid  moo 
To  some  embowering,  silent  wood 

I  led  thy  careless  way ; 
Where  high  from  tree  to  tree  in  air 
Thou  saw'st  the  spider  swing  her  sna 
So  bright !— ^  if,  entangled  there. 

The  sun  had  left  a  ray : 

.«0r  lured  thee  to  some  beetling  steep 
To  mark  the  deep  and  quiet  sleep 

That  yrmpt  the  tarn  below ; 
And  mountain  blue  and  forest  green 
Inverted  on  its  plane  serene. 
Dim  gleaming  tiirough  the  filmy  shce 

"That  glazed  the  painted  show ; 

«  Perchance,  to  mark  the  fisher's  skif! 
Swifl  from  beneath  some  shadowy  cli 

Dart,  like  a  g^st  of  wind ; 
And,  as  she  skimm'd  the  sunny  lake, 
In  many  a  playful  wreath  her  wake 
Far^trailing,  like  a  silvery  snake. 

With  sinuous  length  behind. 

«Not  less,  when  hill,  and  dale,  and  h 
Still  £vening  wrapt  in  mimic  death. 
Thy  spirit  Jrue  I  proved  : 
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Ammd  thee  ■«  the  darknesi  ftols, 
Before  thj  wild,  drttlivis  saui 
I  bade  em:}i  fejij  nu<m  roll 
Ttiitia  infiuicj  had  loTed. 

«Tben  o*er  the  nknt,  slec^plng  laiiid« 
Thf  fktur^f  like  ft  magic  w&tid, 

Porth  c^d  thi)  ellin  nic«  £ 
And  now  ■roimd  the  rau»iiiin%  \mm 
In  dudiiig  dftikce  tbej  gajlj  ekim  | 
And  mm  upba  its  Auiikcc  swim. 

Ami  water-«piderB  ch3«e ; 


I  dicroiiictance  of  ai^ht  or  #oand 
FedfiUnc  ihf  vi^sint  iur  Aroiuid 

With  vbuinatj  life: 
For  if  imid  m  thicket  «ttrr*d, 
CIr  fKitCttiip  bfttp  or  i^akeftil  bird, 
Tbes  >ln%ht  thy  ea^r  fmiicy  h«ittd 

Tb»  din  of  fjilry  strife  ; 

'  Now,  in  the  pacing  be«ile*i  h  um 
til*  alfift  agrtn;*«  goblin  drum 

To  pigmj  battle  *Dutid  ^ 
And  now,  vdiaiv  dicing  dcw^dmps  |>b«h 
On  wavifi;  piM,  their  buckkfs  c!&»K, 
And  iKnf  th«ir  qoiTimnf  loticc*  floah, 

Wkl»4lftli]ig  death  uouiid : 

■Or  iT  the  niodii*ft  efTul^cnt  form 
T^  pudsig  clouds  of  «uiJ  Jca  «tonii 

III  fotdl  meoesHii^n  veil ; 
VadI  anpcnti  tunv^  tlieir  sliojilow*  glid^*. 
And,  eatinaof  now  the  mouQtiun**  sidi^ 
A  bvod  oT  gUflia  huas,  their  atHde 

0'«r  hillf  and  wood,  and  d^« 

"Afwl  "titl  fm  man  J  a  servicA  raro 
OaoM  I  dfticanV  if  need  there  were, 

Mt  fumer  claim  to  biod. 
Bat  mt  I  iiKMt  mj  hi?h  prvteniM 
On  that,  ray  genml  bfluence, 
Whkh  made  the  bodjr's  mdoknce 

The  TifCrtif  of  the  mind-*' 

Aad  now»  in  acernta  deep  sind  \<y9t, 
Uke  ^c«  of  fondly <berifib*d  wo, 

1^  Sylph  of  Autamn  eod  : 
^Tlkpitsh  /  amy  ool  of  raplarcw  wn^p 
That  snced  tho  gCDtle  #a»g  of  Spdng, 
Like  hammer,  playful  pleasarefl  bring, 

Tlij  joutbTul  bcaii  to  glad  j 

•  Tai  attll  may  I  in  hope  a.Tptrt? 
TT^  iKxrt  if>  toucb  with  chaatCT  file, 

And  pariTyiii^  hvc : 
For  I  with  %ifiion  hb^b  and  holy, 
AaJ  cpdl  of  qiikkemn;?  melancholy. 
Thy  «Mil  from  wibUinajy  folly 

Flnt  niaed  to  woHtk  above* 

^Whai  iho«fi^  he  mine  the  treaanrec  fiur 
f¥  purple  ETape  aM  yellow  pear. 

And  fniilJi  of  vaHoua  hoe. 
And  bArmti»  ridi  of  ^bkn  gmn. 
Thai  d4iK«  ill  waves  al«)^\he  ptain 
To  MTy  aoflg  of  ivnping  aw»ilV 
L  the  wdUuh  Moa  ; 


'<  With  these  I  ma;  not  tirs«  my  syit, 
Of  StimmexV  pabent  toi]  the  fruit, 

For  morti)  purpoae  gi^en  j 
Nor  may  it  lit  my  sober  mood 
To  Ang  of  Hwcsetly  mmrimnng  floods 
Or  dyes  of  many-colour' J  wood, 

Tbat  mock  the  hovt  of  heaven, 

**  But,  know,  't  WBfi  mine  the  weret  pawef 
That  wuk'd  tlie^  at  the  midnight  hour 

lo  bl^ak  Novembefsi  reign  ; 
"T  wm  I  the  Kpell  around  liiec  cast, 
Whco  thou  didst  be[ir  th^  hoUovf  biant 
In  murmurs  tell  of  pleaiurea  past, 

Thsjtt  ne'er  would  come  ugiiin  i 

«  And  led  thee,  wbi?a  the  elUnm  wna  o'eri 
To  hear  the  sulkti  ocean  ronr, 

By  dreadful  calm  oppre^sd  j 
Which  still,  though  not  a  breeze  was  Iherts 
It«  moontMn-billows  beavM  In  air, 
Ai  if  a  Uvliig-  thing  it  were. 

Thai  strove  in  vain  for  w*t* 

t*  T  was  I,  when  thou,  subdued  by  wO| 
Didst  wnteb  the  leave*  descend  ing  alow, 

To  each  a  mom!  gave  ; 
And  as  Ibey  moved  in  mournful  traini 
With  rustling  sound*  alonj?  the  ^jjAin, 
Taught  them  to  Bing  a  ierapb'a  etrain 

Of  peace  within  tbe  grave. 

M  And  then*  upm»ed  thy  stjieaming  e^^ 
I  met  thee  in  the  western  sky 

In  pomp  of  evening  doud ; 
That,  while  with  varying  ft?nn  it  roU'd, 
Some  WLzard's  castle  ecemM  of  goldj 
And  now  a  criniaou'd  knigbt  of  old^ 

Or  king  in  purple  proud. 

"And  kfit,  m  sunk  the  setting  wan^ 
And  Evening  with  her  shadows  dun 

Tbe  gorgeous  pageant  past, 
*T  was  then  of  Ufe  a  mimic  ebow^ 
Of  human  grandeur  here  below, 
Which  thus  beneath  the  fjital  blow 

Of  Death  mu«t  fall  at  latft 

«  O,  then  with  what  aspiring  gaze 
Didst  thou  thy  tranced  vision  mjao 

To  yonder  orbn  on  high. 
And  think  how  wondrouB,  how  sublime 
^T  were  upwards  to  their  sphexes  to  climh^ 
And  live,  bevflud  tbe  reach  of  Time, 

Child  of  Eternity  !" 

A  nd  1  aat  the  Sylph  of  Wmler  tpakt ; 
The  while  her  piercini;;  voice  did  «bake 

The  ca»tle-¥auJt*  below, 
***  O,  youth*  if  thoUt  with  soul  lefin'd, 
H(wt  felt  the  triumph  pmns  of  mind, 
And  learnM  a  aecret  joy  to  find 

In  deepcist  scenes  of  wo ; 

"If  e'er  wilb  fearful  ear  at  eve 
Hiat  heard  live  WaiUncr  tem^ic^ta  pievf? 
Through  chink  of  shattered  widl « 
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The  while  it  conjured  o'er  thy  brain 

Of  wandering  ghosts  a  mournful  train. 

In  thousand  vaiying  coloan  play 

That  low  in  fitful  sobs  complain 

Of  Death's  untimely  call : 

In  gleams  of  orange  now,  end  green. 

"  Or  feeling,  as  the  storm  increased, 
The  love  o(  terror  nerve  thy  breast, 

Like  hues  on  dying  dolphin  seen. 
Most  lovely  when  in  death; 

Didst  venture  to  the  coast ; 

To  sec  the  mightv  war-sliip  leap 

"Or  seen,  at  dawn  of  eastern  light 

Yrom  wave  to  wave  upon  tlie  deep, 

The  firosty  toil  of  fays  by  night 

Like  chamois  goat  from  steep  to  steep, 

On  pane  of  casement  clear. 

Till  low  in  valley  lost ; 

«  Then,  glancing  to  the  angry  sky, 
Behold  the  clouds  with  fury  fly 
The  lurid  moon  athwart; 

And  Alps,  with  many  a  mountain  pine, 
And  armed  knights  firom  Palestine 
In  winding  march  appear : 

Like  armies  huge  in  battle,  throng, 

•<'Twas  I  on  each  enchanting  scene 

And  pour  in  volleying  ranks  along, 

The  charm  bestow'd  that  banished  spleen 

While  piping  winds  in  martial  song 

Thy  bosom  pure  and  light 

To  rusliing  war  exhort ; 

But  still  a  nobler  power  I  cUiim ; 

"0,  then  to  me  tliy  heart  be  given, 

That  power  allied  to  poets'  fame. 

To  me,  ordain*d  by  Him  in  heaven 

Which  language  vain  has  dared  to  name— 

Thy  nobler  powers  to  wake. 

The  soul's  creative  might 

And  0  !  if  thou,  with  poet*s  soul, 
High  brooding  o'er  the  frozen  pole, 

"Though  Autumn  grave,  and  Summer  &ir, 

Ha^it  folt  beneath  my  stem  control 
The  desert  region  quake  ; 

And  joyous  Spring  demand  a  share 

Of  Fancy's  hallow'd  power, 
Yet  these  I  hold  of  humbler  kind. 

«*0r  from  old  Hecla's  cloudy  height, 

To  grosser  means  of  earth  confined, 

When  o'er  the  dismal,  half-year's  night 

Through  mortal  sense  to  reach  the  mmd« 

He  pours  his  sulphurous  breath, 

By  mountam,  stream,  or  flower. 

Hast  known  my  petrifying  wind 

Wild  ocean's  curling  billows  bind, 

"But  mine,  of  purer  nature  stil!. 

Like  bending  sheaves  by  harvest  hind. 

Is  that  which  to  thy  secret  will 

Erect  in  icy  death ; 

Did  minister  unseen. 

Unfelt,  unheard ;  when  every  seme 

«  Or  heard  adown  the  mountain's  steep 

Did  sleep  in  drowsy  indolence, 

The  northern  blast  with  furious  sweep 

And  silence  deep  and  night  intense 

Some  cliff  dissever'd  dash ; 

Enshrouded  every  scene ; 

And  seen  it  spring  with  dreadful  bound 

From  rock  to  rock,  to  gulf  profound, 

"That  o'er  thy  teeming  brain  did  niee 

While  echoes  fierce  from  caves  resound 

The  spuits  of  departed  days 

The  never-ending  crash : 

Through  all  the  .vaiying  year ; 

«*  If  thus,  with  tenor's  mighty  spell 
Thy  soul  inspired,  was  wont  to  swell, 

And  images  of  things  rempte, 
And  sounds  that  long  had  ceased  to  float, 
With  every  hue,  and  every  note, 
As  living  now  they  were : 

Thy  heaviAg  frame  expand ; 

0,  then  to  me  thy  heart  incline ; 

For  know,  the  wondrous  charm  was  mine, 

"  And  taught  thee  from  the  motley  mum 

That  fear  and  joy  did  thus  combine 

Each  harmonizing  part  to  class, 

In  magic  union  bland. 

(Like  Nature's  self  employed ;) 
And  then,  as  work'd  thy  wayward  will. 
From  these,  with  rare  combining  skill. 
With  new-created  worlds  to  fill 

"  Nor  think  confined  my  native  sphere 
To  horrors  gaunt,  or  ghastly 'fear, 
Or  desolation  wild : 

For  I  of  jileasures  fair  could  sing. 

Of  space  the  mighty  void. 

That  steal  from  life  its  sharpest  sting, 

«0  then  to  me  thy  heart  incline ; 

And  man  have  made  around  it  cling, 

Like  mother  to  her  child. 

The  harvest  of  the  mind ; 

«  \V\\cn  thou,  beneath  the  clear  blue  sky. 
So  calm,  no  cloud  was  seen  to  fly, 

To  me,  whose  magic  cofiera  bear 
The  spoils  of  all  the  toiling  year. 
That  still  in  mental  vision  wear 

Ha«»t  gazed  on  snowy  plain. 

A  lustre  more  refined." 

Where  Xnture  slept  so  pure  and  sweet, 

She  seeni'd  a  corse  in  winding-sheet. 

She  ceased — And  now,  in  doubtful  mood. 

Whose  happy  soul  had  gone  to  meet 

All  motionless  and  mute  I  stood, 

The  blest,  angelic  train; 

Like  one  by  charm  oppress'd : 
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Bj  inntm  fronn  eath  to  each  I  mv^d^ 
Aoil  Mch  by  turns  a^am  t  bTod ; 
For  mgm  lyp'er  couM  one  have  pwved 
Movt  lordy  than  the  rert, 

■0  !li^>i!  band,  of  birth  diTijMi, 
What  diDftal  task  U  Uks  to  min«  !**^ 

Aiui  funber  bad  I  ff|iokp^ 
WhnOi  ^  ^  ^^^^  poiir'J  a  dood  of  Ught 
80  imtly  oti  mj  «ehiiig  sight, 
f  Ml  hrDnlh  the  ^idsion  bri^rht, 

Aiul  ^Ith  the  pum  «wokei 
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AtL  lt»(t !  thmi  tiohl?  Itrnd, 

Ow  trthen'  Hi^iive  iml ! 
0  ibftab  thjr  mtghl^  h«n4 
Ca%Mvtk  gtn^n  t^  toil, 
0*(Kr  tk«  wt  4lluitk  «rmw  to  our 
For  tfm,wiiiinigw  night, 
CmnI  fMdi  to  whfim  fh«  Uglit 
Of  Fllttliii  tivY&lA  bright 
l%m  world  o*tT  I 

Th*  fdilu*  of  out  tlhsii^^ 

Fram  hk  ping  ipbaltlcd  itiifit 


WUIl  lb*  Tril48lft  of  the  drop 
WMh  1Ur«»eii»l]l«lliidT«ii  league  »h&lt  prodoim 
1%«  IM  Oim  '•em^  cofobinv^ — 
OVr  tJift  lEuiki  <kur  uttvaJ  itn<<, 
Uut  the  imikT-w«j,  tb«U  MhuM 
Biiffal  in  £uii«  I 

l%m^  Mfgrn  hn^  hare  passed 

Sim  oor  fathers  l^^fl  their  homiv 
IVir  piM  in  tbt  blaj.t. 

O'er  tiiitnLreird  fieaj  tc»  to^nv — 
Tet  Hy»  the  blood  of  EngUad  in  oof  Tebu ! 
And  ihtU  we  not  pttKbiin 
Thai  blood  of  hooetft  fiine, 
Whkli  no  tfrmanj  c»a  tame 
B  J  it*  chaiiM  ! 

Whib  1b«  1nDgii«ge  free  t^  bold 
Wteh  fbe  bald  of  Aron  pun^. 
In  wiitHl  oilT  MriTo^  U>\d 
flow  the  Tunlt  of  be«ven  ron^f 
Whfti  Sa^n,  bta«tni  ^11  with  Ua  ho«t ; 
WhiLc  Ihi*,  with  Turemnce  meet, 
T*fi  thoua«nil  echoe*  gfeiet, 
Ftom  rock  to  rock  repeat  • 

Hound  our  €oai4 ; 

Whil»  the  manrietf,  while  the  triii 

Th«t  moyld  %  n«tion'f(  «ouJ, 
^uU  duif  arotiad  our  hitarts^ 
B«tw««flkt^£miiroU, 
On  jnint  <w<q»imikin  breaking  with  the  mm : 
Yti,  mm,  hmn  mUher  btfti^th. 
The  tmm  of  blood  thaU  rra^h,  ' 

Um%  woMtk  than  speechj 
•W«  Maonor 

*  tliii  pncM  m«  Ufwi  pubtlctiv4  hi  CoLatsoi'i  '*  67- 
Mia*  U*T««t*' ta  ItilO. 


THE  SPAIJISH  MAm. 

FiTi  wpaj7  month*  «weet  In^  nninhef'd 

FroDi  that  unrodiiig  birttst  daj 
Wlw^n  Ittst  the  hsard  tbu  tnimpet  btnj 
That  eall'd  bcr  ItLtior  awu^y^- — 
Thai  never  Icj  hier  heart  hiLi  «i umber  d  ; 

She  hearfl  it  now,  and  see*,  f*r  bending 
Along  the  mountain's  miatj  side. 
Hi*  plumed  troop,  Umt.  waving  widt\ 
Seems  like  a  rippling,  feathery  tide. 

Now  bright,  now  with  the  dim  ubnre  bt^mdiiig ; 

©be  heflns  the  i^nnon's  deadly  mtlle — 
And  firitfj  hurries  on  to  »trift> 
And  boars  the  drum  imd  screammg  life 
Mijc  with  the  last  sad  cry  of  life. 

O,  ehouid  ho— lihoidd  he  ia\l  in  li&ttU  I 

Yet  PtLU  liis  namt  wonJd  live  iri  nlofy^ 
And  pveTj  gallant  buid  in  Spain 
Would  fight  hid  bttlllea  oVr  Again. 
And  would  not  she  for  Eucb  a.  stnin 

R«pign  him  to  hU  country'*  glonr  1 

Thui  Inei  Ihon^bt,  and  plnck'd  the  flower 
That  ^rew  upon  tfie  very  bai>k 
Where  firet  ber  car  bewild(?r*d  dmnk 
The  pHghtfd  vow— where  last  khc  sank 

fn  that  too  bitter  parting  bonr. 

But  now  the  mn  i*  wesiwaftl  einking^; 
And  soon  ftmiil  the  puq>le  hu^M^ 
That  ehowpfs  imm  hi«»  slojiiting  raya, 
A  tboUBand  lovea  there  meet  her  gaze, 

To  change  Uei  high  heroic  thitikiiig. 

Then  hope,  with  all  its  crowd  of  fiwiciea, 
Before  her  ^ta  and  fiik  the  air  i 

'      And,  de<^k*d  in  vii^iy's  glorious  geari 
In  vision  X^tdor  b  there. 
l%ai  how  her  heart  mid  aadneis  dancca  I 

fat  Uttlc  thoughl  ttlie,  lliu<«  forevtidling 
The  coming  joy*  that  in  thai  hour 
The  future,  like  the  eolour*d  shower 
That  eeem^  to  arch  the  ocean  o'er, 

Wai  in  the  Hving  present  falling. 

The  foe  is  stain*     His  Siahle  charger 

Alt  ^ock'd  with  fuam  comes  bounding  on ; 

The  wild  Morena  nn^  anon. 

Add  on  its  brow  the  gidlant  Don,  • 

And  gallant  etoed  grow  larger,  larger; 

And  now  be  nears  the  moontAin-hollow; 
The  flowery  bank  and  Utile  lake 
Now  on  his  starttctl  vimon  break — 
And  Ineit  there* — He's  not  awake — 

Ah,  what  a  day  this  dream  will  follow  t 

Bnt  no^he  surely  is  not  dreamiag. 
Another  minnie  maikea  it  clear. 
A  scream,  a  mshf  a  homing  tear 
From  Ine?*  cbeek,  dispel  the  fear 

That  btiiis  likff  hia  is  only  Hwming* 
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WASHINGTON   A  LL8T0N. 


ON    GREENOUGU'S    GROUP    OF   THE 
ANGEL  AND  CHILD. 

I  STOOD  alone ;  nor  word,  nor  other  sound. 
Broke  the  mute  solitude  that  closed  me  round ; 
As  when  the  air  doth  take  her  midnight  sleep, 
Leaving  tho  wintry  stars  her  watch  to  keep, 
80  Kiept  she  now  at  noon.     But  not  alone 
My  spirit  then:  a  light  within  me  shone 

Tliat  was  not  mine ;  and  feelings  undefined, 
And  thouglits  flowM  in  upon  me  not  my  own. 
'T  was  that  deep  mystery — for  aye  unknown — 

Tlio  living  presence  of  another^s  mind. 

Another  mind  was  there — the  gift  of  few — 

That  by  its  own  strong  will  can  all  that*s  true 

In  its  own  nature  unto  others  give, 

And  mingling  life  with  life,  seem  there  to  live. 

I  felt  it  now  in  mine;  and  oh !  how  fair. 

How  beautiful  the  thoughts  that  met  me  there — 

Visions  of  Love,  and  Purity,  and  Truth ! 
Though  form  distinct  had  each,they  8eem'd,a8*twere, 
Imbodied  all  of  one  celestial  air — 

To  beam  for  ever  in  coequal  youth. 

And  tlius  I  leamM — as  in  the  mind  they  moved — 
These  stranger  Thoughts  the  one  the  other  loved ; 
That  Purity  loved  Truth,  because  'twas  true, 
And  Truth,  because  'twas  pure,  the  first  did  woo; 
While  Love,  as  pure  and  true,  did  love  the  twain ; 
Then  Love  was  loved  of  them,  for  that  sweet  chain 

That  bound  them  all.    Thus  sure,  as  passionless, 
Their  love  did  grow,  till  one  harmonious  strain 
Of  melting  sounds  they  seem*d;  then,  changed  again, 

One  angel  form  they  took— Self-Happiness. 

This  an;;<!l  form  tho  gifted  Artist  saw. 
That  hold  me  in  his  spell.     *T  was  hU  to  draw 
The  vpil  of  sense,  and  see  the  immortal  race, 
The  Form'*  spiritual,  that  know  not  place. 
He  Kiiw  it  in  the  quarry,  deep  in  earth, 
And  fttiiy'd  it  by  his  will,  and  gave  it  birth 

E*cn  to  the  world  of  sense ;  bidding  its  cell, 
The  cold,  hard  marble,  thus  in  plastic  girth 
The  slinpc  ethereal  fix,  and  body  forth 

A  being  of  the  skies — with  man  to  dwell. 

And  then  another  form  beside  it  stood ; 
'  r  was  one  of  this  our  earth — though  the  warm  blood 
Had  from  it  pass'd — exhaled  as  in  a  breath 
Drawn  from  its  lips  by  the  cold  kiss  of  Death. 
Its  little  «  dream  of  human  life"  had  fled ; 
And  yet  it  seem'd  not  numbered  with  the  dead, 

But  one  emerging  to  a  life  so  bright 
That,  as  the  wondrous  nature  o'er  it  s(1read, 
Its  very  cx)nsciousness  did  seem  to  shed 

Kays  from  within,  and  clothe  it  all  in  light 

Now  touch'd  tho  Angel  Form  its  little  hand, 

Turning  upon  it  with  a  look  so  bland. 

And  yet  so  full  of  majesty,  as  less 

Than  holy  natures  never  may  impress — 

And  more  than  proudest  guilt  unmoved  may  brook. 

The  Creature  of  the  Earth  now  felt  that  look, 

And  stood  in  blissful  awe— as  one  above 
«\'ho  s:t\%  his  name  in  tho  Eternal  Book, 
And  Pliin  (i.ct  open'd  it;  e'en  Him  that  took 

'i*hi-  Little  Uliiid,  and  blessed  it  in  his  love. 


SONNETS. 

ON  A  FALLING  GROUP  IN  THE  LAST  JUDO- 
MENT  OF  MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

How  vast,  how  dread,  o'erwhelming  if  the  thought 

Of  space  interminable !  to  the  soul 

A  circling  weight  that  crushes  into  naught 

Her  mighty  faculties !  a  wond'rous  whole, 

Without  or  parts,  beginning,  or  an  end ! 

How  fearful  then  on  desp'rate  wings  to  send 

The  fancy  e'en  amid  the  waste  profound  I 

Yet,  born  as  if  all  daring  to  astound. 

Thy  giant  hand,  O  Axoelo,  bath  hurl*d 

E'en  human  forms,  with  all  their  mortal  weight, 

Down  the  dread  void — fall  endless  as  their  fiite! 

Already  now  they  seem  from  world  to  world 

For  ages  thrown ;  yet  doom'd,  another  past. 

Another  still  to  reach,  nor  e*er  to  reach  the  lait! 


ON  REMBRANT:  OCCASIONED  BY  HIS  PICTURE 
OF  JACOB'S  DREAM. 

As  in  tha^  twilight,  superstitious  age. 

When  all  beyond  the  narrow  grasp  of  mind 

Seem'd  fraught  with  meanings  of  supernal  kind. 

When  e'en  the  learned  philoaophic  sage, 

Wont  with  the  stars  thro'  boundless  space  tonnge, 

Listen'd  with  reverence  to  the  changeling's  tale , 

E'en  so,  thou  strangest  of  all  beings  strange ! 

E'en  so  thy  visionary  scenes  I  hail ; 

That  like  the  rambling  of  an  idiot's  speech, 

No  image  giving  of  a  thing  on  earth, 

Nor  thought  significant  in  reason^s  reach. 

Yet  iii  their  random  shadowings  give  birtfi 

To  thoughts  and  things  from  other  worlds  that  come^ 

And  fill  the  soul,  and  strike  tho  reason  dumh^ 

ON  THE  PICTURES  BY  RUBENS  IN  THE  LUX- 
EMBOURG GALLERY. 

1'herk  is  a  charm  no  vulgar  mind  can  reach, 
No  critic  thwart,  no  mighty  master  teach ; 
A  charm  how  mingled  of  the  good  and  ill ! 
Yet  still  so  mingled  that  the  mystic  whole 
Shall  captive  hold  the  struggling  gazer's  will, 
Till  vanquish*d  reason  own  its  full  control. 
And  such,  O  Rubers,  thy  mysterious  art, 
The  charm  that  vexes,  yet  enslaves  the  heart! 
Thy  lawless  style,  from  timid  systems  free. 
Impetuous  rolling  like  a  troubled  sea, 
High  o'er  the  rocks  of  reason's  loify  vei^ 
Impending  hangs ;  yet,  ere  tho  foaming  surge 
Breaks  o'er  the  bound,  the  refluent  ebb  of  taste 
Back  from  the  shore  impels  the  wat^y  waste. 


TO  MY  VENERABLE  FRIEND  THE  PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY. 

From  one  unused  in  pomp  of  words  to  raise 
A  courtly  monument  of  empty  praise. 
Where  self,  transpiring  through  the  flimsy  pile, 
Betrays  the  builder's  ostentatious  guile. 
Accept,  O  West,  these  unaffected  lays. 
Which  genius  claims  and  grateful  justice  pays 
Still  green  in  age,  thy  vigorous  powers  impart 
The  youthful  freshness  of  a  blameless  heart : 
For  thine,  unaided  by  another's  pain, 
The  wiles  of  en^y,  or  the  sordid  train 


WASHINGTON    ALLSTON. 
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Of  «iGilu3«B«t  Its*  been  the  manlj  race 
Of  one  mho  Tdl  the  pQrifjtng  grace 
Of  b(me$t  £iiDe ;  nor  found  Ibe  ifObK  vain 
fmt  for  iM^lf  tt»  tov«  tby  (OulHctiaohJmg  oft 

0?|  SEEING  THK  PICTUHK  OF  ^OLrjS,  BY 
FCUGRINO  TIBALDI. 

Ftii.  well,  Ti  RAI4J1,  did  ihy  kmJfpJ  mind 

IV  nuglitj  ppetl  of  Bo  ."f  A  HOT  1  own. 

lAe  one  ^ho,  reading  ma^c  wnrJsi,  r«c<!'ivi!s 

IV  lift  *>r  iritercoursfii  isitB  world*  unknowtit 

^W9c  thine*  deciphering  Nfttufe^H  [ii]r^ic  leaves, 

T«  boll  ^mng«  ©OliTerf*  with  the  Txewlfiaa  wind ; 

i3p  lof  Ukj»  vpktilt^  in  imbodicd  forojs, 

Of  falea  ind  whlrtwimK  hurricaoe*  stid  stcinus. 

Fet,  I0  !  clvdieiit  to  th;  bidding,  li^cmft 

llwv  Into  dtvpfl  their  stern,  relent Len  lord: 

W$  $srm  of  motion  <^Ter*re«tkK8  s^etus ; 

Qr»  if  to  reft  incUn^  bis  turbid  eou], 

Ofl  Hrrb'ii  trip  to  stittcb,  iTjd  give  the  word 

T9  moAifaA  mnik  that  sweep  tlie  desert  pole, 

OH  rtlK  DEATH  OP  COLKRIDGE- 

[  to*  tbtm  «Tt  gotiA,Bio«t  b ved  .moflt  b  im  oar'dPriend! 
K^— H^vrr  mun  tbj  gentle  voice  ahiill  bleoJ 
Witfc  rif  ^  e»rtli  iti  pQw  idejil  tones — 
Bbi^qg  in  oo«,  ■«  with  harmonious  zones^ 
ItV  hittn  aimI  inli^Ilect.     And  I  no  morti 
flbtU  «ri^  tlitfe  grtxe  on  that  unfalhoin*d  deep, 
TIm  buDiii  «Htl ;  u  when,  pusb'd  oft  the  sbore^ 
thy  mjrfle  terk  would  thi^Dj^h  the  darkness  sweep, 
Iteir  Ifat  ir1iil»  ««  bfi^t  i    Tm  oft  we  secm'if 
A*  «i  Mm*  itorlev  aea — stl  dutk  tbo^o, 
AH  SaA  tirlow^-jet  oawu^d  as  w(i  dm^e. 
To  p|oiij|*h  up  l%bt  that  ever  round  \i»  ttre«m*d< 
But  ll«  who  mfiuma  is  not  as  one  bcrvfl 
Of  all  he  kvul ;  thj  IiTing  trulhi  ^re  IdfL 


THE  TUSCAN  MAID. 

How*  pIvMtlit  «nd  bow  sad  the  laming  tido 
Of  kamma,  life,  when  side  by  side 
The  thlU  and  youth  begin  to  glidcj 
Aloni;  th«  vak  of  yearv; 
Tfco  pore  twin-beinig  for  a  little  space, 
Wilb  llg!ir«oTiie  hesft,  and  yet  a  gr^vpr  face. 
Too  jouns  Joi"  *<*t  though  not  for  tears, 

Tfala  tominf  tiik  i«  UasitLiiTA^s  now ; 
The  tiipe  is  mark'd  upon  her  brow ; 
Nfiw  pi»«fy  thought  and  feeling  throw 
Th««r  sludows  on  her  (nee ; 
And  so  ara  a*«ry  thought  and  feeling  joined, 
"T  w«f«  hiai4  lo  answer  whether  heart  or  mind 
Of  Mut  perc  the  native  place. 

The  lyofsihai  tmm  iAm  Wed  are  still  the  same ; 
Vet  mom  dtefa.neddr  an  other  name 
To  ^ta  tba  lerlin^  which  they  ebltn, 
Wlkde  she  Ibe  feeling  pven  ; 
Bh»  MBHOC  eitl  It  gisdnes  or  deliaht ; 
1  jot  AaK  seenis  a  richer,  lotrlier  light 
On  e*ni  the  hnmbieil  thing  that  Ei«ei, 


She  sees  the  mottted  moth  come  twinkling  by, 

And  sees  it  eip  Ihc  flowrct  ntghj 

Ycl  not,  as  onrc»  with  eager  cry 
She  graapa  the  piettj  thing; 
Her  thoughts  now  mingle  with  it«  tranquil  mood — 
Bo  poised  in  air^  as  if  on  aJr  it  stood 

1*0  flhow  its  gold  and  purple  wing. 

She  hears  tlie  bird  without  a  wish  to  anare^ 
But  rather  on  the  aaure  ovr. 
To  mounts  and  ^ith  it  wander  thers 
To  some  untrodden  land ; 
As  if  it  told  her  in  its  bdppy  song 
Of  pleasures  strange,  that  never  C4ln  belong 
To  ftugbt  pf  sight  or  touch  of  hand* 

Now  the  young  soul  her  mighty  power  shstl  prof«^ 
And  outward  ibtnga  around  her  move, 
Pure  tninisiers  of  purer  love, 
And  make  the  besrt  her  homo ; 
Or  to  the  meaner  senfics  sink  a  slave. 
To  do  their  bidding,  though  Lhey  madly  craTo 
Through  hateful  scenes  of  vice  to  roam- 

But,  Un^rti^iA,  thine  the  better  clioice; 
Thine  eyes  to  opeok,  as  with  a  voice : 
Thy  heart  msy  still  in  earth  rejoice 
And  all  ltd  beauty  love ; 
Btit  no»  not  all  this  fair,  enchanting  earth, 
With  all  its  spells,  c^n  give  the  rapture  birth 
That  waits  thy  conscious  aoul  above. 


ROSALIE. 

0»  ropn  upon  my  soul  agahi 
That  sad,  unearthly  strain. 

That  scemaiiom  other  worlds  to  pbin; 

Thus  falling,  falling  from  sfar, 

As  if  some  raelaneboly  star 

Had  mingled  with  her  light  her  sighs, 
And  dropped  them  from  the  skies, 

No — never  came  from  aught  bekiw 

Thi*  melody  of  wo^ 
That  makes  my  heart  to  overflow 
A4  from  a  thodfsnd  gushing  springs 
Unknown  U-fore ;  that  vtiih  it  hringa 
This  namele«a  ligbt^if  Ught  it  be^ 

That  veils  the  world  I  ace. 

For  all  r  see  around  me  wears 
The  hue  of  other  apheres ; 
And  something  blent  of  smiles  and  tean 
Comes  from  the  very  air  1  breathe^ 
O,  nothings  Burc,  the  fttara  beneath. 
Can  mould  a  sadness  hke  to  thiA-^ 
Bo  like  angelic  bliss. 

So,  at  that  dreamy  hour  of  day. 
When  the  last  lintsering  ray 

Sto[v  on  the  highest  cloud  to  play — 

80  thought  the  gentle  Rosauk 

A*  on  her  msiden  revery 

Firiit  Ttdl  ibe  strain  of  him  who  stola 
Ln  muaie  to  her  soul« 


LEVI  FRISBIE. 


[Bon  1781.    DM  I82B.] 


Professor  Frisbix  was  the  son  of  a  respect- 
able clergyman  at  Ipswich,  Massachusetts.  He 
entered  Harvard  University  in  1798,  and  was  ^pnadu- 
atcd  in  1802.  His  father,  like  most  of  the  cler^ 
g}'mcn  of  New  England,  was  a  poor  man,  and 
unable  fully  to  defray  the  costs  of  his  son's  edu- 
cation ;  anil  Mr.  Fni  8»i  e,  while  an  under-graduate, 
])rovi(led  in  part  for  his  support  by  teaching  a 
school  during  vacations,  and  by  writing  as  a  clerk. 
His  friend  and  biographer,  Professor  Andrews 
JVoRToy,  alludes  to  this  fact  as  a  proof  of  the 
falsity  of  the  opinion  that  wealtli  constitutes  the 
only  aristocracy  in  our  country.  Talents,  united 
with  correct  morals,  and  good  manners,  pass  un- 
questioned all  thp  artificial  barriers  of  society,  and 


their  claim  to  distinction  is  recognised  more  wil- 
lingly than  any  other. 

Soon  after  leaving  the  university,  Mr.  Frisbii 
commenced  the  study  of  the  law ;  but  an  ailectioii 
of  the  eyes  depriving  him  of  their  use  for  the 
purposes  of  study,  he  abandoned  his  profrtuoiul 
pursuits,  and  accepted  the  place  of  Latin  tutor  is 
Harvard  University.  In  1811,  he  was  made  Pnh 
fessor  of  the  Latin  Language,  and  in  1817,  Profin* 
sor  of  Moral  Philosophy.  The  last  office  he  held 
until  he  died,  on  the  19lh  of  July,  1823.  He  w« 
an  e3(collcnt  scholar,  an  original  thinker,  and  i 
pure-minded  man.  An  octavo  volume,  containing 
a  memoir,  some  of  his  philosophical  lectures,  aod 
a  few  poems,  was  published  in  1823. 


A  CASTLE  IN  THE  AIR. 

I  'll  tell  you,  friend,  what  sort  of  wife, 
Whene'er  I  scan  this  scene  of  Ufe, 

Inspires  my  waking  schemes. 
And  when  I  sleep,  with  form  so  light. 
Dances  l>efore  my  ravbh'd  sight. 

In  sweet  aerial  dreams. 

The  rose  its  blushes  need  not  lend, 
Nor  yet  the  lily  with  them  blend, 

To  captivate  my  eyes. 
Give  mc  a  cheek  the  heart  obeys. 
And,  sweetly  mutable,  displays 

Its  feelings  as  they  rise ; 

Features,  where,  pensive,  more  than  gay. 
Save  when  a  rising  smile  doth  play, 

The  solwr  thought  you  see ; 
Eyes  that  all  soil  and  tender  seem. 
And  kind  affections  round  them  beam. 

But  most  of  all  on  me; 

A  form,  though  not  of  finest  mould, 
Where  yet  a  something  you  behold 

Unconsciously  doth  please ; 
Manners  all  graceful  without  art. 
That  to  each  look  and  word  impart 

A  modesty  and  ease. 

But  still  her  air,  her  face,  each  charm 
Must  speak  a  heart  with  feeling  warm, 

And  mind  inform  the  whole ; 
With  mind  her  mantling  cheek  must  glow, 
Her  voice,  her  beaming  eye  must  show 

An  all-inspiring  soul. 

Ah !  could  t  such  a  being  find. 
And  were  her  fate  to  mine  but  join'd 
By  Hymen's  silken  tie, 
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To  her  myself,  my  all  I  'd  give, 
For  her  alone  delighted  live. 
For  her  consent  to  die. 

Whene'er  by  anxious  care  oppressed, 
On  the  soft  pillow  of  her  breast 
•     My  aching  head  I M  lay ; 
At  her  sweet  smile  each  care  should 
Her  kiss  infuse  a  lialmy  peace, 
And  drive  my  griefs  away. 


In  turn,  I  'd  soften  all  her  care. 
Each  thought,  each  wish,  each  feeling 
share; 

Should  sickness  e'er  invade, 
My  voice  should  soothe  each  rising  sigh. 
My  hand  the  cordial  should  supply ; 

I  'd  watch  beside  her  bed. 

Should  gathering  clouds  our  sky  deform. 
My  arms  should  shield  her  froni  the  stonn; 

And,  were  its  fury  huri'd. 
My  bosom  to  its  bolts  I'd  bare ; 
In  her  defence  undaunted  dare 

Defy  the  opposing  world. 

Together  should  our  prayers  ascend; 
Together  would  we  humbly  bend. 

To  praise  the  Almighty  iiame; 
And  when  I  saw  her  kindling  eye 
Beam  upwards  in  her  native  sky, 

My  soul  should  catch  the  flame. 

Thus  nothing  should  our  hearts  divide, 
But  on  our  years  cerenelj  glide. 

And  all  to  love  be  given ; 
And,  when  life's  little  icene  wu  o*cr, 
We  'd  part  to  meet  and  part  no  more, 

Bat  live  and  love  in  heaTen. 


JOHN   PIERPONT. 


[Bon  1785.] 


Tax  aathor  of  the  «AIi8  of  Palestine/'  is  a 
ottiTe  of  Litchfield,  Coanecticat,  and  was  bom  on 
tbtB  axth  of  Apiii,  1 785.  His  great-gnindfather,  the 
Rerereiid  James  PiKRPOirTy  was  the  second  minis- 
ter of  New  Haven,  and  one  of  the  founders  of  Yale 
CoUege ;  his  grandfather  and  hb  father  were  men 
of  intelligence  and  integrity;  and  his  mother, 
whoae  maiden  name  was  Elixareth  Colli ks, 
had  a  mind  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  religious 
mtimeQt,  and  was  distingpiished  for  her  devotion 
to  maternal  duties.  In  the  following  lines,  from 
one  of  his  recent  poems,  he  acknowledges  the  in- 
fluence of  her  exan^>le  and  teachings  on  lus  own 


"  She  led  me  first  to  God ; 
Her  words  and  prayers  were  my  yonng  spirit's  dew. 

fFor,  when  she  used  lo  leave 
Tlie  fireside,  every  eve, 
1  ksew  it  was  for  pcayer  that  she  withdrew. 

**  That  dew,  that  blees*d  my  youth,— 

Her  lioly  love,  lier  tnitli, 
Ber  spirit  of  devotion,  and  the  tears 

That  tlie  coald  not  snppressf— 

Hath  never  ceased  to  bleee 
If 7  sool,  nor  wili  it,  throogh  eternal  years. 

*  How  oAea  lias  the  tlioafht 

or  ny  moum'd  motlier  brought 
Peace  to  my  troubled  spirit,  and  new  power 

The  tempter  to  repel ! 

Mother,  tbou  knowett  well 
That  tbou  hast  blested  me  since  thy  mortal  hour!" 

Mr.  PiEttPOTT  entered  Yale  College  when  fifteen 
vfMrs  old,  and  was  graduated  in  the  summer  of 
ISOi.  During  a  part  of  1805,  he  assisted  the 
K^-vcr^nd  D«)ctor  Backus,  in  an  academy  of  which 
he  w,i5  principal  previous  to  his  election  to  the 
pn  sidfncy  of  Hamilton  College ;  and  in  the  au- 
lunm  of  the  same  year,  following  the  example  of 
nLiny  young  men  of  New  England,  he  went  to 
the  *oulhem  states,  and  was  for  nearly  four  years 
a  private  tutor  in  the  family  of  Colonel  Williax 
Allstox,  of  South  Carolina,  spending  a  j)ortion 
of  hi'  time  in  Charleston,  and  the  remainder  on 
ihr  c-t.ite  of  Colonel  Allsto.v,  on  the  Waccamaw, 
near  (Jeorc'town.  Here  he  commenced  his  legal 
fludu'-i,  which  he  continued  after  his  return  to  his 
native  staU*  in  1809,  in  the  school  of  Justices 
Reeve  and  Guild;  and  in  1812,  he  was  ad- 
niiti«-<l  to  the  bar,  in  E;?sex  county,  Afassachusettji. 
Kt.>n  .iflrr  the  commencement  of  the  second  war 
with  (IriMt  Hritain.  being  appointed  to  aildress 
tho  W  L-hintrton  Benevolent  So<Mety  of  Newbu- 
ry [«nrt,  his  phr'o  of  n^iidcnce,  he  delivered  and 
ai'terwanl  published  '•The  Portrait,"  the  earliest 
of  the  potms  in  the  recent  edition  of  his  works. 

In  conaoqnence  of  the  general  prostration  of 
bosness  in  New  England  during  the  war,  and  of 


his  health,  which  at  this  time  demanded  a  more 
active  life,  he  abandoned  the  profession  of  law, 
and  becanfe  interested  in  mercantile  transactions, 
first  in  Boston,  and  afterward  in  Baltimore ;  hut 
these  resulting  disastrously,  in  1816,  he  sought  a 
solace  in  literary  pursuits,  and  in  the  same  year 
published  "The  Airs  of  Palestine."  The  first 
edition  appeared  in  an  octavo  volume,  at  Balti- 
more ;  and  two  other  editions  were  published  in 
Boston,  in  the  following  year. 

The  «<Aira  of  Palestine"  is  a  poem  of  about 
eight  hundred  lines,  in  the  heroic  measure,  in  which 
the  influence  of  music  is  shown  by  examples,  prin- 
cipally from  sacred  history.  The  religious  sub- 
limity of  the  sentiments,  the  beauty  of  the  language, 
and  the  finish  of  the  versification,  placed  it  at  once, 
in  the  judgment  of  all  competent  to  form  an  opinion 
on  the  subject,  before  any  poem  at  that  time  pro- 
duced in  America.  As  a  work  of  art,  it  would  be 
neariy  faultless,  but  for  the  occasional  introduction 
of  double  rhymes,  a  violation  of  the  simple  dignity 
of  the  ten-syllable  verse,  induced  by  the  intention 
of  the  author  to  recite  it  in  a  public  assembly. 
He  says  in  the  preface  to  the  third  edition,  that  he 
was  « aware  how  difficult  even  a  good  speaker 
finds  it  to  rehearse  heroic  poetry,  for  any  length 
of  time,  without  perceiving  in  his  hearers  the 
somniferous  efiects  of  a  regular  cadence,"  and 
"the  double  rhyme  was,  therefore,  occasionally 
thrown  in,  like  a  ledge  of  rocks  in  a  smoothly 
gliding  river,  to  break  the  current,  which,  without 
it,  might  appear  sluggish,  and  to  vary  the  melo<ly, 
which  might  otherwise  become  monotonous."  The 
following  passage,  descriptive  of  a  moonlight  scene 
in  Italy,  will  give  the  reader  an  idea  of  its  manner : 

"  On  Amo*8  bosom,  as  he  calmly  flows 
And  his  cool  arms  round  Vallombrosa  throws, 
Rolling  his  crystal  tide  through  classic  vales, 
Alone,— at  night,— the  Italian  boatman  sails. 
High  o'er  Mont*  Alto  walks,  in  maiden  pride. 
Night's  queen ;— he  sees  her  image  on  that  tide, 
Now,  ride  the  wave  that  curls  its  infant  crei>t 
Around  his  prow,  then  rippling  sinks  to  rest ; 
Now,  glittering  dance  around  his  eddying  oar. 
Whose  every  sweep  is  echo'd  from  the  shore  ; 
Now,  far  before  him,  on  a  liquid  bed 
Of  wavelcps  water,  rest  her  radiant  head. 
How  mild  the  empire  of  that  virgin  queen ! 
How  dark  the  mountain's  shade  !  how  still  ihe  scene! 
Hush'd  by  her  silver  sceptre,  zephyrs  sleep 
On  dewy  leaves,  that  overhang  the  deep, 
Nor  dare  to  whisper  through  the  boughs,  nor  stir 
The  valley's  willow,  nor  the  mountain's  fir. 
Nor  make  the  pale  and  breathless  aspen  quiver, 
Nor  brush,  with  ruffling  wind,  that  ginssy  river. 

"Hark:— 'tis  a  convent's  bell :  Its  nil«inlEl.t  (  hinie; 
For  music  measures  even  the  march  of  time  :— 
O'er  bending  trees,  that  fringe  the  distant  t>hore, 
Gray  turrets  rine  :— the  eye  can  ratrh  no  more. 
The  boalninn,  listening  to  the  tctlling  bell, 
Suspends  bis  oar  :— a  low  and  solemn  s\v(  II, 
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From  the  deep  ibade,  that  round  the  cloliter  lies, 
Rolls  through  the  air,  and  on  the  water  diet. 
What  melting  aong  wakei  the  cold  ear  of  Night  f 
A  funeral  dirge,  that  pale  nuni,  robed  in  white, 
Chant  round  a  lister*!  dark  and  narrow  bed. 
To  charm  the  parting  spirit  of  the  dead. 
Triumphant  is  the  spell!  with  raptured  ear, 
That  unca(;ed  spirit  hovering,  lingers  near  ;— 
Why  should  she  mount  Y  why  pant  for  brighter  bllsa  1 
A  lovelier  scene,  a  sweeter  song,  than  this  V* 

Soon  ader  tho  publication  of  the  "Airs  of  Pales- 
tine," Mr.  PiKRPONT  entered  seriously  upon  tho 
study  of  theology,  first  by  himself,  in  BaltimoFe, 
and  afterword  as  a  member  of  the  theological 
school  connected  with  Harvard  College.  Ho  left 
that  seminary  in  October,  1818,  and  in  April,  1819, 
was  ordained  as  minister  of  the  HoUis  Street  Uni- 
tiriin  Church,  in  Boston,  as  successor  to  the  Re- 
%'orcnd  Doctor  Hollet,  who  had  recently  been 
elected  to  the  presidency  of  the  Transylvania  Uni- 
versity, in  Kentucky. 

In  1835  and  1836,  in  consequence  of  impaired 
health,  he  spent  a  year  abroad,  passing  through 
tho  principal  cities  in  England,  France,  and  Italy, 
and  extending  his  tour  into  the  East,  visiting 
Smyrna,  the  ruins  of  Ephesus,  in  Asia  Minor, 
Constantinople,  and  Athens,  Corinth,  and  some 
of  the  other  cities  of  Greece ;  of  his  travels  in 
which,  traces  will  occasionally  be  found  in  some 
of  tho  short  poems  which  he  has  written  since  his 
return. 

Mr.  PiEKPosT  has  written  in  almost  every  metre. 


and  many  of  his  hymns,  odea,  and  other  brief  poeuM^ 
are  remarkably  spirited  and  melodioua.  defe- 
nd of  them,  distinguished  alike  for  energy  of 
thought  and  language,  were  educed  by  events  cod- 
nectod  with  the  moral  and  religious  enterprisee  of 
the  time,  nearly  all  of  which  are  indebted  to  his 
constant  and  earnest  advocacy  for  much  of  their 
prosperity. 

In  the  preface  to  the  collection  of  his  poems  pub- 
lished in  1840,  he  says,  **  It  gives  a  true,  thon^  an 
all  too  feeble  expression  of  the  author's  feeling  and 
faith, — of  his  love  of  right,  of  freedom,  and  man, 
and  of  his  correspondent  and  most  hearty  hatred 
of  every  thmg  that  is  at  war  with  them ;  and  of 
his  faith  in  the  providence  and  gnuaoos  promisei 
of  God.  Nay,  Uie  book  is  published  as  an  expre» 
sion  of  his  faith  in  mem;  his  faith  that  every  Sne, 
written  to  rebuke  high-handed  or  under-handed 
wrong,  or  to  keep  alive  the  fires  of  civil  and  reli- 
gious liberty, — ^written  for  sokice  in  affliction,  fbr 
support  under  trial,  or  as  an  expression,  or  for  As 
excitement  of  Christian  patriotism  or  devotion;  or 
even  with  no  higher  aim  than  to  throw  a  Uttis 
sunshine  into  the  chamber  of  the  spirit,  vdiile  it 
is  going  through  some  of  the  wearisome  pasagei 
of  life's  history, — ^will  be  received  as  a  proof  of 
the  writer's  interest  in  the  wel&re  of  his  fellon^ 
men,  of  his  desire  to  serve  them,  and  consequently 
of  his  claim  upon  them  for  a  charitable  judgment, 
at  least,  if  not  even  for  a  lespectftil  and 
remembrance." 


"PASSING  AWAY." 

Was  it  the  chime  of  a  tiny  bell. 

That  came  so  sweet  to  my  dreaming  ear^— 
Like  the  silvery  tones  of  a  fairy's  shell 

That  he  winds  on  the  beach,  so  mellow  and  clear. 
When  the  winds  and  the  waves  lie  together  asleep, 
And  the  moon  and  the  fairy  are  watching  the  deep, 
Slic  (Hspensing  her  silvery  light. 
And  he,  his  notes  as  silvery  quite. 
While  the  boatman  listens  and  ships  his  oar, 
To  catch  the  music  that  comes  from  the  shore? — 

Hark !  the  notes,  on  my  car  that  play, 

Arc  set  to  words : — as  they  float,  they  say, 
"  Passing  away !  passing  away !" 

fiut  no ;  it  was  not  a  fairy's  sheU, 

Blown  on  the  beach,  so  mellow  and  clear; 
Nor  was  it  the  tonq^e  of  a  silver  bell, 
iStriking  the  hour,  that  fill'd  my  ear, 
As  I  lay  in  my  dream ;  yet  was  it  a  chime 
That  told  of  the  flow  of  the  stream  of  time. 
For  a  beautiful  clock  from  the  ceiling  hung, 
And  a  plump  little  giri,  for  a  pendulum,  swung; 
(As  you've  sometimes  seen,  in  a  little  ring 
That  hangs  in  his  cage,  a  Canary  bird  swing;) 
And  she  held  to  her  bosom  a  budding  bouqaet, 
And,  as  she  enjoy'd  it,  she  seem'd  to  say, 
«  Passing  away !  passing  away !" 


O,  how  bright  were  the  wheels,  that  told 

Of  the  lapse  of  time,  as  they  moved  round  dour ! 
And  the  hands,  as  they  swept  o'er  the  dial  of  gold. 

Seemed  to  point  to  the  girl  below. 
And  lo !  she  had  changed : — ^in  a  few  diort  honni 
Her  bouquet  had  become  a  garland  of  flowen, 
That  she  held  in  her  outstretched  hands,  and  flung 
This  way  and  that,  as  she,  dancing,  swung 
In  the  fulness  of  grace  and  womanly  pride. 
That  told  me  she  soon  was  to  be  a  bride ; — 
Yet  then,  when  expecting  her  happiest  day, 
In  the  same  sweet  voice  I  heard  her  say, 
<«  Passing  away !  passing  away  !** 

While  I  gazed  at  that  fair  one's  cheek,  a  shade 
Of  thought,  or  care,  stole  sofUy  over. 

Like  that  by  a  cloud  in  a  summer's  day  made. 
Looking  down  on  a  field  of  blossoming  clover. 

The  rose  yet  lay  on  her  cheek,  but  its  flush 

Had  something  lost  of  its  brilliant  blush ; 

And  the  light  in  her  eye,  and  the  light  on  the 
wheels, 
That  marehed  so  calmly  round  above  her. 

Was  a  little  dimm'd, — as  when  evening  steala 
Upon  noon's  hot  face : — ^Yet  one  could  n't  bat 
love  her, 

For  she  look'd  like  a  mother,  whose  first  babe  lay 
Rock'd  on  her  breast,  as  she  swung  ^1  day  ;— 
And  she  seem'd,  in  the  same  silver  tone  to  say, 
«( Passing  away !  passing  away  !*' 
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Wlfle  jHt  I  look'dt  whM  a  change  tliere  came  t 
B«^«  w%t  qnench'd,  unii  ber  r  heek  wa*  wan : 

ftaopia^  inJ  fiafrd  vrat  tier  willwr'd  fnune, 
Ytt,  just  »A  bosilj,  Bfnmg  flh«  on ; 

Tlie  guivnd  beneAth  her  had  &Uen  to  iiM ; 

fW  wihMjIl  ibbcrv*  her  were  <^len  with  ro^ ; 

Tbi  tttn^  thai  over  the  diiil  swept, 

flirw  fTnaktv]  and  UnoAhM,  bat  on  ihey  kept, 

Mfid  mil  there  c&me  that  riItpt  tone 

From  ibtt  4iiiY«llM  lipa  of  the  Coolhle«»  eraae^ — 
(Ltfl  QW  ntrer  forget  till  my  djiog  daj 
n0  umm  oMlie  tHUdea  of  her  Uy^]-^ 
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^m&  |l|cidi«d  jeATi  !  two  hundred  yeaiii ! 

HeFW  muck  of  hanion  power  and  pride^ 
What  floiriotu  h&pe^  whftt  gloc»mj  feare 

HxTie  sunk  beii^th  their  DoiMlaas  tide  1 

Tlie  red  msn  *t  bia  horrid  rite, 

8cie[]  br  the  sUlth  At  Ri||ht*«  cold  nooa, 

B^  bttrit'cBUO^,  it«  truck  of  Ught 
JL«A  nb  the  w&re  tH^ne&lh  the  moon ; 

Hk  d«£iHt  KU  jeil,  hb  toundl^re, 

Thti  altar  where  hit  victim  I^lj, 
Hi*  dfatlM^ng*  and  hia  funoral  pjre, 

Thai  «till,  flttOEig  tide  hath  home  awmy* 

And  that  pt^e  pilgrim  band  Is  fona, 
That  on  thifi  cbort:  with  trembU^g  trodt 

MmAf  |»  fijot,  jet  bcanng  on 
Tlia  ««k  of  ^i^idom  aad  of  God* 

And  wmr — that  sinte  o*ef  ocean  came, 
And  Ibundn'd  loud  from  yonder  hitt, 

And  impp'd  tti  loot  in  abeeta  of  flame, 
Ti»  Uatft  lliat  aik — iti  ittorm  L>  ttilL 

ChiH;  forbrQi,  Mf  r,  b«rd%  heroes,  fleerVp 

ilTlkat  tiTo  in  »tttfy  and  in  vang* 
TitfMtf  lot  the  bit  two  htmdred  jeers, 
Hai  niwdf  zuid  abown*  and  swept  along. 

T  b  Ske  a  drvam  when  one  awakci, 

Thk  TtesKwi  of  the  *cetiv9  of  ^Id ; 
T  «■  like  the  moon  when  morning  breaks 

T  k  ilka  a  tale  roiuid  waichBrea  told. 

l%f^  what  arc  we  !  then  what  are  we  ? 

V^H  whm  two  hundred  years  have  lolFd 
O"*^  i^ut  cT*rti  ^raTea*  onr  namca  BhaU  be 

A  monung  dream,  a  laJe  that'a  told' 

Ood  of  oijtf  CilheiSt  in  whoae  aight 

The  tbouaafid  year*  that  j»weq>  away 
Man  and  dit  tiaoea  of  hia  m^t 

of  day^ 


t  dill  !»«■  of  Irulh  ffutiUmc, 
Hul  1019  of  foodnea*  aiid  of  thea, 
Aat  fiixk<«  thy  childrTQ  in  all  tima 
To  ahara  thine  own  etemi^. 


MY  CHILD. 

i  cm  NOT  make  him  d^od ! 

ilia  fair  simihiny  heiid 
Is  eTcr  bounding  round  my  study  chaii'  i 

Yet,  when  my  eyes^  now  dW 

With  tcara,  I  turn  to  him. 
The  VtBiori  vanishes — ho  is  not  there ! 

I  walk  my  parlour  fioor, 

And*  tJifough  iho  optn  door, 
t  hear  a  footfaJl  on  the  chamber  stair ; 

I  *m  Blcpping  toward  Ihc  hall 

To  give  the  boy  a  rdl ; 
And  th**n  bethink  me  tlifit — he  ia  not  there ! 

I  thread  the  crowded  Btroct; 

A  satchel  IM  I  ml  I  meet, 
Witli  the  same  beainini?  oyes  and  eolour'd  hail  I 

Andf  as  he*s  nimniirg  liy, 

Follow  bim  with  my  eye, 
Scwtely  bi^lieving  that— he  h  not  there  I 

I  know  hts  face  U  hid 

Under  the  cotTin  lid ; 
Cloeed  are  hia  tyes;  cold  iii  hia  forehead  iatr ; 

My  hand  that  marble  felt; 

O Vr  il  in  prayei  I  knelt ; 
Tet  my  heart  whii^m  tiwU— he  ia  not  tbeie  I 

I  cannot  maftf  him  dead  * 

When  passing  hy  the  bed, 
Bq  long  watf  h*d  over  with  parental  eara^ « 

My  spiKt  and  my  eye 

Seek  it  mquiringlyf 
Before  the  thought  comes  thai^ — be  k  not  there  I 

When,  at  the  cool,  |»T:iy  l>reak 

Of  day  J  from  elecp  I  wakej 
With  mj  first  breathing  of  the  morning  air 

My  boqI  goe*  up,  with  joy, 

To  Him  who  gave  my  boy, 
Than  come*  the  sad  tljought  that — ho  is  not  there  I 

When  at  the  day's  adm  doee, 

Before  we  «cek  rqrose, 
I  'in  with  his  mother,  offering  up  our  prayer. 

Whatever  1  may  lie  sni^itfg^ 

I  tun,  in  spirit,  praying 
For  our  boy  a  spirit,  though — he  is  not  then  f 

Not  there !— Where,  then,  ia  ho  T 

The  form  I  Used  to  see 
Was  but  the  raimrnt  that  he  tised  to  wrar. 

The  grave*  that  now  doth  preaa 

Upon  that  cast*oir  dress, 
Is  hut  hia  wardrobo  lock'd  ; — fie  ia  notth«fot 

He  Utc*  f— In  nil  (he  part 

He  liveiii;  nor,  lo  tbe  last, 
Of  seeing  him  again  will  I  dc^^tr; 

In  drcoma  I  see  him  now  i 

And*  on  his  anRel  brow, 
I  see  it  written,  <*  Thou  shall  see  in^  th&tS^ 

Yet,  we  ail  live  to  Go-1 1 

Fi^THun,  thy  chastening  rod 
Bo  help  ua,  tliinc  afflictt^  oriea,  ti  bear, 

That,  in  the  Eipirit  land, 

Moeting  at  thy  right  hand. 
Twill  bo  our  heaven  to  find  that -ho  li  ther*l 
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Loud  o'er  thy  savage  child, 

O  God,  the  night-wind  roar'd. 
As,  houseless,  in  the  wild 
Ho  bow'd  him  and  adored. 
Thou  saw'st  him  there, 
As  to  the  sky 
He  raised  his  eye 
In  fear  and  prayer. 

Thine  inspiration  came ! 

And,  grateful  for  thine  aid. 
An  altar  to  thy  name 
He  built  beneath  the  shade : 
The  limbs  of  larch 
That  darkened  round. 
He  bent  and  bound 
In  many  an  arch ;. 

Till  in  a  sylvan  fane 

Went  up  the  voice  of  prayer. 
And  musi(?s  simple  strain 
Arose  in  worship  there. 
The  arching  boughs. 
The  roof  of  leaves 
That  summer  weaves, 
O'erheard  his  vows. 

Then  beam'd  a  brighter  day ; 

And  Salem's  holy  height 
And  Greece  in  glory  lay 
Beneath  the  kindling  light. 
Thy  temple  rose 
On  Salem's  hill. 
While  Grecian  skill 
Adom'd  thy  foes. 

Along  those  rocky  shores. 

Along  those  olive  plains, 
Where  pilgrim  Genius  pores 
O'er  Art's  sublime  remains, 
Long  colonnades 
Of  snowy  white 
Look'd  forth  in  light 
Through  dassic  shades. 

Forth  from  the  quarry  stone 

The  marble  goddess  sprung ; 
And,  loosely  round  her  thrown, 
Her  marble  vesture  hung ; 
And  forth  from  cold 
And  sunless  mines 
Came  silver  shrines 
And  gods  of  gold. 

The  Star  of  Bethlehem  bom'd ! 

And  where  the  Stoic  trod. 
The  altar  was  o'ertum'd. 

Rained  « to  an  unknown  God.** 
And  now  there  are 
No  idol  fiues 
On  all  the  plains 
Beneath  that  star. 


To  honour  thee,  dread  Poiwer! 

Our  strength  and  skill  oonibiqbt 
And  temple,  tomb,  and  tower 
Attest  these  gifts  divine. 
A  swelling  dome 
For  pride  they  gild. 
For  peace  they  build 
An  humbler  home. 

By  these  our  fiithers'  host 
Was  led  to  victory  first, 
When  on  our  guardless  coast 
The  cloud  of  battle  burst; 
Through  storm  and  qpimy. 
By  these  controU'd, 
Our  natives  hold 
Their  thundering  way. 

Great  Source  of  every  art  f 

Our  homes,  our  pictured  halls, 
Our  throng'd  and  busy  mart. 
That  lifts  its  granite  walls, 
And  shoots  to  heaven 
Its  glittering  spires^ 
To  catch  the  fires 
Of  mom  and  even ; 

These,  and  the  breathing  fonns 

The  brush  or  chiMl  gives. 
With  this  when  marble  vrarms. 
With  that  when  canvass  lives ; 
These  all  combine 
In  countless  ways 
To  swell  thy  praise, 
For  all  are  thine. 


HER  CHOSEN  SPOT. 

Wbilx  yet  she  lived,  she  walked  alone 
Among  these  shades.    A  voice  divine 

Whispered,  « This  spot  shall  be  thine  own; 
Here  shall  thy  wasting  form  recline^ 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  this  pine." 

M  Thy  will  be  done !"  the  sufierer  said. 

This  spot  was  hallow'd  firom  that  hour; 
And,  in  her  eyes,  the  evening's  shade 
And  morning's  dew  this  green  spot  nude 

More  lovely  than  her  bridal  bower. 

By  the  pale  moon — ^herself  mote  pale 
And  spirit-like — these  walks  she  trod ; 

And,  while  no  voice,  from  swell  ot  vale. 
Was  heard,  she  knelt  upon  this  sod 
And  gave  her  spirit  back  to  God. 

That  spirit,  with  an  angel's  wings. 

Went  up  from  the  young  mover's  bed : 

So,  heavenward,  soars  the  lark  and  sings. 

She's  lost  to  earth  and  earthly  things ; 
But  Mweep  not,  for  she  is  not  dead. 

She  sleepeth !"    Tea,  she  sleepeth  here. 
The  first  that  in  these  grounds  hath  slept 

This  grave,  first  water'd  with  the  tear 
That  child  or  widow'd  man  hath  wepl^ 
Shall  be  by  heavenly  watchmen  kept 
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ihtft  hj  on  ber  cold  bxeiM^^ 
*d  on  driftfd  sncrw — 
in  it*  father^i  pressed, 
HuA  ilie,  who  flnt  ^tem'd 
ch^ek,  now  tinepm  tielow. 

And  tiAcQ  ultill  lie  fotm  al^nitt 

WlaEQ  HOC  m  lOimd  bat  evcning*i  iigh 
If  he&fd.  aftd,  bowing  bj  the  fitotio 
Ttut  bear*  lib  iiuHher**  name,  witti  none 
Bill  Gvd  ami  ^imnliui  angeU  liighi 


!  Ptj,  **  Tht»  WBia  my  mother*!  chiiicm 
Wm  hut  own  grnre :  O,  be  it  mine ! 
Etftft  now,  mtibinlLs  I  he^i  hor  voioo 
Calling  ine  hen«e,  in  the  dJTm« 
And  taommM  whliper  of  ihu  ptna/* 


THE  PILGRIM  FATHERa 

T«i  Pilgrim  Pjjtheft^ — whcne  aus  they ! — 

The  warw  that  bmug:Ut  them  oVr 
dlill  n>lj  in  tiut  buy,  and  throw  thtjir  «pr»y 

A<  Ihcy  lcc«k  dong  the  Hbone : 
Mn  reQ  in  1^  bay,  a«  they  roHM  that  dsy 

Wbun  tie  Mayflower  moor'il  bclow^ 
WlitA  thf  M&a  ftHDund  wu  black  with  Etuitns, 

And  whit^  ihp  ihore  with  snow. 

Thr  mid^  thai  wmpp  d  the  Filgnm^i  ak^pf 

wm  li«od  UfHHi  (he  tide ; 
And  Mi  toiiJ  yet  k#vp  ihcir  wOcfa  by  the  Jeep, 

T©  flay  tu  wnvcs  of  ptidew 
Bat  lb»  vnow-white  niitt  that  lie  gmre  to  the  gale 

Wbexi  tli<e  bnTens  Jook'd  dark.  Is  gone  ^4 — 
Jka  WB  mh^Vm  winf^,  through  an  ofienlng  cbud^ 

f»  »fiir  ind  then  withdrawn. 

Th«  PUgrtm  exile^ — «ainlie<i  name  [ 

n^  hill,  who«  iry  biow 
1tfjq<r«d,  when  be  caxsm^  in  the  momlng'*  iame, 

In  the  mdfiitng't  Hime  buma  now. 
Ao4  th«  xnoon^a  cnid  IJgfat,  m  it  lay  that  mght 

On  the  hill^itle  and  the  aea« 
Stiil  Iw*  whcie  ht  kid  hia  houaeleu  bead ; — 

Bui  the  PUgriai, — when»  11  he  1 

The  POipim  Faiheji  are  at  rent ; 

\Vhi?n  •umcoer's  throned  on  hi^h, 
Aad  the  worldV  warm  breast  ia  in  verdure  dresaM, 

Go*  stand  on  the  hill  tfcherc  (hey  lie* 
Tfc*  e*rlie*i  r»y  of  lim-  golden  day 

On  that  hallowM  *pot  i»  evt ; 
A  Ad  tbff  FVfTTiing  »un*  ai  he  leave*  the  wodd, 

Looka  kindly  on  thMt  apot  lt«t. 


TW  PUpia  j^iWi  h«#  not  fled ; 

il  wbBib  In  ncMn'a  broad  liicdit ; 
And  U  walrlm  the  tml  of  Ihi*  itU»riou«  dead. 

With  ih*ir  holy  ii«,Ai:m,  by  niirhL 
liwtrfaaw  tfi#  b«d  of  th«  brave  who  h«v^  bled, 

A«i  ifeftl  yiiKi  dli*  ice-bound  »bore, 
TIB  ^  M>a«>flf  fe  bay*  wb«re  the  Majflgwer  Uy, 

81^  f«iam  and  frecie  no  more* 


PLYMOUTH  DEDICATION  HYMN. 

Tbb  winda  and  wawa  were  roaring ; 

The  Pilgrims  met  for  prayer; 
And  here,  their  God  adoringi 

Thoy  stood,  in  open  air* 
When  breaking  day  they  greeted, 

And  when  ita  do*?  wa*  cslm^ 
The  leaflet  woodd  repeated 

The  mtiMie  of  their  paalm* 

Not  thus,  0  GoJ,  to  praise  thee. 

Do  we,  their  chikirsn^  throttg ; 
The  temple'ff  arch  we  raiBo  the*i 

Gives  baek  our  ehorul  song* 
Yet,  on  the  wLtida  iJiat  bore  the« 

Their  worahip  aiid  their  prayerVf 
May  oura  come  up  before  (hce 

From  hearts  aa  trqe  aa  thein  ! 

What  haTO  wft,  Lord,  to  bind  uA 

To  thi^t  the  Pilgtimi*  ihore  f — 
Their  hiU  of  grovea  behind  ue, 

Their  water)--  way  Ijcfore, 
The  wintry  »urge,  that  da^e* 

Against  the  rock*  ehey  trod, 
Their  memory t  and  their  aiih«M,^ 

Be  tbon  llieir  gu^d,  O  God  i 

We  would  not.  Holy  Father, 

Foraake  thtfi  hallowM  vpotp 
Tdl  on  that  nhore  we  gather 

Where  (pTive*  and  griefi  arc  not  { 
The  ahore  where  true  devotion 

Bbdl  rear  no  piilor'd  ahrine, 
And  aee  no  other  oeean 

Than  that  of  love  divine^. 


THE  EXJLE  AT  REST, 

He  ft  lalchion  flo^hM  alon^  the  Nile ; 

Hla  hoata  he  led  throuf^h  Alpine  anowa  ; 
0*er  Moscow V  towent,  that  ahofik  the  whilfii, 

Hla  eagle  flag  unroll'd — «nd  froze. 
Heitj  eteepa  he  now  alone :  not  one 

Of  all  the  kings  whonf  erowna  he  gaTe, 
Nor  ffire,  nor  br<iihrr»  wife,  nor  f?on, 

Hath  erer  seen  or  aouc^ht  hi»  graven 
Here  sleepa  he  now  alone ;  the  itar 

That  led  him  on  from  rrowti  to  erown 
Hath  sunk ;  the  nationj<t  from  afar 

Gazed  aa  it  faded  and  went  donn. 
He  9leepa  alone  :  the  mountain  etoyd 

That  night  hanga  round  him,  and  the  breath 
Of  morning  aeatlerv,  b  the  *hrood 

That  wrmpa  hia  mortal  form  in  death* 
High  ifi  hifi  couch  ;  the  oc**fln  flood 

Far,  Cir  Iwlow  by  utomiH  in  r«trd, 
A  a  round  bim  heavetl,  white  hi(;h  hi^  atood, 

A  stormy  atid  inron^tant  worUK 
Hark  !     Coni*^  there  ftcmi  the  Pyrainids, 

And  from  ^il»eria**  woMe«>i  of  mow, 
And  Eufoiie^a  firtda,  a  voice  that  bid 9 

The  world  he  awed  to  moum  him!     No: 
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The  oidy,  the  perpetual  diige 

That's  heard  there,  is  the  seabird's  cry. 
The  mournful  murmur  of  the  surge, 

The  cloud's  deep  voice,  the  wind's  low  n^^ 


JERUSALEM, 

JxBVSALEx,  Jerusalem, 

How  glad  should  I  have  been. 
Could  I,  in  my  lone  wanderuigs, 

Thine  aged  walls  have  seen ! — 
Could  I  have  gazed  upon  the  dome 

Above  thy  towers  Uiat  swells, 
And  heard,  as  evening's  sun  went  down, 

Thy  parting  camels'  bells : — 

Could  I  have  stood  on  Olivet, 

Where  once  the  Saviour  trod. 
And,  from  its  height,  look'd  down  upon 

The  city  of  our  God ; 
For  is  it  not.  Almighty  God, 

Thy  holy  city  still,— 
Though  there  thy  prophets  walk  no  more,— 

That  crowns  Moriah's  hill  ? 

Thy  prophets  walk  no  more,  indeed. 

The  streets  of  Salem  now. 
Nor  are  their  voices  lifted  up 

On  Zion's  sadden'd  brow ; 
Nor  are  their  gamish'd  sepulchret 

With  pious  sorrow  kept, 
Where  once  the  same  Jerusalem, 

That  kill'd  them,  came  and  wept. 

But  still  the  seed  of  Abbihax 

With  joy  upon  it  look. 
And  lay  their  ashes  at  its  feet. 

That  Kedron's  feeble  brook 
Still  washes,  as  its  waters  creep 

Along  their  rocky  bed, 
And  Israel's  God  is  worshtpp'd  yet 

Where  Zion  lifts  her  head. 

Tes;  every  morning,  as  the  day 

Breaks  over  Olivet, 
The  holy  name  of  Allah  comes 

From  every  minaret ; 
At  every  eve  the  mellow  call 

Floats  on  the  quiet  air, 
**  Lo,  Qon  is  Goo !     Before  him  come, 

Before  him  come,  for  prayer !" 

I  know,  when  at  that  solemn  call 

The  city  holds  her  breath. 
That  Omab's  mosque  hears  not  the  name 

Of  Him  of  Nazareth ; 
But  Abbaham's  God  is  worshipp'd  there 

Alike  by  ag^  and  youth. 
And  worshipp'd, — hopeth  charity,— 

'( In  spirit  and  in  truth." 

Yea,  firom  that  day  when  Salsx  knelt 

And  bent  her  queenly  neck 
To  him  who  was,  at  once,  her  priest 

And  king, — ^Mblchisxdxk, 


To  thk,  when  Egypt's  Auwlamam* 

The  sceptre  and  the  swoid 
Shakes  o'er  her  head,  her  hofy  mfln 

Have  bow'd  before  the  Loi!d. 

Jerusalem,  I  would  have  seen 

Thy  precipices  steep. 
The  trees  of  palm  that  ovethang. 

Thy  gorges  dark  and  deep^ 
The  goats  that  cling  along  thy  diffib. 

And  browse  upon  thy  rocka, 
Beneath  whose  riiade  lie  down,  alike, 

Thy  shepherds  and  their  flocks. 

I  would  have  mused,  while  night  hung  o) 

Her  silver  lamp  so  pale. 
Beneath  those  ancient  olive  trees 

That  grow  in  Kedron's  vale. 
Whose  foliage  from  the  pilgrim  hides 

The  city's  wall  sublime, 
Whose  twisted  arms  and  gnarled  trunks 

Defy  the  scythe  of  time. 

The  garden  of  Gethsemane 

Those  aged  olive  trees 
Are  shading  yet,  and  in  their  shade 

I  would  have  sought  the  breeze, 
That,  like  an  angel,  bathed  the  brow. 

And  bore  to  heaven  the  prayer 
Of  Jesus,  when  in  agony, 

He  sought  the  Father  Uiere. 

I  would  have  gone  to  Calvary, 

And,  where  the  Mabts  stood, 
Bewailing  loud  the  Crucified, 

As  near  him  as  they  could, 
I  would  have  stood,  till  night  o'er  earth 

Her  heavy  pall  had  thrown. 
And  thought  upon  my  Saviour^s  cross, 

And  leam'd  to  bear  my  own. 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem, 

Thy  cross  thou  bearest  now ! 
An  iron  yoke  is  on  thy  neck. 

And  blood  is  on  thy  brow ; 
"thy  golden  crown,  the  crown  of  tnith. 

Thou  didst  reject  as  dross. 
And  now  thy  cross  is  on  thee  laid- 

The  crescent  is  thy  cross  I 

It  was  not  mine,  nor  will  it  be, 
\     To  see  the  bloody  rod 
That  scourgeth  Ihee,  and  long  hath  scoar 

Thou  city  of  our  God  ! 
But  round  thy  hill  the  spirits  throng 

Of  all  thy  murder'd  seers, 
And  voices  that  went  up  from  it 

Are  ringing  in  my  < 


Went  up  that  day,  when  darimess  fell 

From  all  thy  firmament, 
And  shrouded  thee  at  noon ;  and  whea 

Thy  temple's  vail  was  rent. 
And  graves  of  holy  men,  that  touch'd 

Thy  feet,  gave  up  their  dead : — 
Jerusalem,  thy  prayer  is  heard,  * 

His  dlood  is  oh  tht  hxis! 

*Thli  nam*  Is  now  geaerally  written  Ibbahih 
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THE  POWER  OF  MUSIC* 

Hkab  yon  poetic  pilgriiir|-  of  the  weai 
.  CbMDt  music's  pndse,  and  to  her  power  Attest ; 

Who  now,  in  Florida's  untrodden  woods, 
j  Bedecks,  with  Tines  of  jessamine,  her  floods, 
And  flowery  bridges  o'er  them  loosely  throws; 
Who  hangs  the  canvass  where  Atala  glows, 
I   On  the  live  oak,  in  floating  drapery  shrouded, 
That  like  a  mountain  rises,  lightly  clouded : 
Who,  for  the  son  of  Outaubsi,  twines 
Beneath  the  shade  of  ever-whispering  pines 
A  funeral  wreath,  to  bloom  upon  the  moss 
That  Time  already  sprinkles  on  the  cross 
Raised  o'er  the  grave  where  his  young  virgin  sleeps, 
And  Superstition  d'er  her  victim  weeps; 
Whom  now  the  silence  of  the  dead  surrounds, 
Among  Scioto's  monumental  mounds; 
Save  that,  at  times,  the  musing  pilgrim  hears 
A  crumbling  oak  fiaJl  with  the  weight  of  years, 
To  swdl  the  mass  that  Time  and  Ruin  throw 
O'er  chalky  bones  that  mouldering  lie  below, 
By  virtues  unembalm'd,  unstain'd  by  crimes. 
Lost  in  those  towering  tombs  of  other  times ; 
For,  where  no  baid  has  cherished  virtue's  flame. 
No  ashes  sleep  in  the  warm  sun  of  fame.    . 
With  sacred  lore  this  traveller  beguiles 
His  weary  way,  while  o'er  him  fimcy  smiles. 
Whether  he  kneels  in  venerable  groves. 
Or  through  the  wide  and  green  savanna  roves, 
Hu  heart  leaps  lighUy  on  each  breeze,  that  bears 
The  faintest  breath  d  Idumea's  airs. 
Now  he  recalls  the  lamentable  waO 
7*hat  pierced  the  shades  of  Rama's  pahny  vale. 
When  Murder  struck,  throned  on  an  infant's  bier, 
A  note  far  Satan's  and  for  Herod's  ear. 
Now  on  a  bank^  o*erhung  with  waving  wood, 
Who-ic  failing  leaves  flit  o*er  Ohio's  flood, 
Th'.'  pilgrim  stands ;  and  o*er  his  memory  rushes 
The  minified  tide  of  tears  and  blood,  that  gushes 
Aior*2:  the  valleys  where  his  childhood  strayed, 
An-l  round  the  temples  where  his  fathers  pray'd. 
Hnv  fondly  then,  from  all  but  hope  exiled, 
To  Zion's  wo  recurs  religion's  child  I 
Hp  sfH  s  the  tear  of  Jcdah's  captive  daughters 
Minjle.  in  silent  flow,  with  Babcrs  waters; 
Whili-  S;il(»m'«  harp,  by  patriot  pride  unstrung, 
Wmpj/d  in  the  mi»<t  that  o'er  the  river  hung, 
F«  It  hut  the  breeze  that  wanton'd  o'er  the  billow, 
And  the  lone:,  sweeping  fingers  of  the  willow. 

AvA  could  not  music  soothe  the  captive's  wol 
Biit  *h  )uld  that  harp  l)e  strung  for  Judah's  foeT 
While   thus  the   enthusiast  roams  along   the 
stream, 
Bi!  irioi  tl  between  a  rcvery  and  a  dream, 
Ba<Lv%drd  he  springs;  and  through  hiii  bounding 

heart 
Th»'  r>.\  1  ami  curdling  poi^n  seems  to  dart. 
For.  in  the  leaves,  Iwneath  a  quivering  brake, 
Spirmiii::  his  death-note,  lies  a  coiling  snake, 
Ja^t  in  the  act,  with  greenly  vcnom'd  fangs, 
To  strike  the  foot  that  heedless  o'er  him  hangs. 


•  From  •'Ain  of  ralestine.' 


t  Chateaubriand. 


Bloated  with  rage,  on  spiral  folds  he  rides ; 
His  rough  scales  shiver  on  his  spreading  sides ; 
Dusky  and  dim  his  glossy  neck  becomes. 
And  fireezing  poisons  thickens  on  his  gums; 
His  parch'd  and  hissing  throat  breathes  hot  and  dry ; 
A  spark  of  hell  lies  burning  on  his  eye: 
While,  like  a  viqpour  o'er  his  writhing  rings. 
Whirls  his  light  tail,  that  threatens  while  it  sings 

Soon  as  diunb  fear  removes  her  icy  fingers 
Froril  ofl"  the  heart,  where  gazing  wonder  lingers, 
The  pilgrim,  shrinking  firom  a  doubtful  fight. 
Aware  of  danger,  too,  in  sudden  flight. 
From  his  soft  flute  throws  music's  air  around. 
And  meets  his  foe  upon  enchanted  ground. 
See !  as  the  plaintive  melody  is  flung. 
The  lightning  flash  fades  on  the  serpent's  tongue ; 
The  uncoiling  reptile  o'er  each  shining  fold 
Throws  changeful  clouds  of  azure,  green,  and  gold ; 
A  softer  lustre  twinkles  in  his  eye; 
His  neck  is  bnmish'd  with  a  glossier  dye; 
HiB  slippery  scales  grow  smoother  to  the  sight. 
And  his  relaxing  circles  roll  in  light. 
Slowly  the  charm  retires :  with  waving  sides, 
Along  its  track  the  graceful  listener  glides; 
While  music  throws  her  silver  cloud  around, 
And  bears  her  votary  off  in  magic  folds  of  sound. 


OBSEQUIES  OF  SPURZHEIM. 

StBAHozR,  there  is  bending  o'er  thee 

Many  an  eye  with  sorrow  wet ; 
All  our  stricken  hearts  deplore  thee ; 

Who,  that  knew  thee,  can  forget ! 
Who  forgot  that  thou  hast  spoken  t 

Who,  thine  eye, — ^that  noble  firame  ? 
But  that  golden  bowl  is  broken, 

In  the  greatness  of  thy  fame. 

Autumn's  leaves  shall  fall  and  wither 

On  the  spot  where  thou  shalt  rest ; 
T  is  in  love  we  bear  tliee  thither, 

To  thy  mourning  mother's  breast. 
For  the  stores  of  science  brought  us. 

For  the  charm  thy  goodness  gave 
To  the  lessons  thou  hast  taught  us, 

Can  we  give  thee  but  a  grave  1 

Nature's  priest,  how  pure  and  fervent 

Was  thy  worship  at  her  shrine ! 
Friend  of  man,  of  God  the  senant. 

Advocate  of  truths  divine, — 
Taught  and  charm'd  as  by  no  other 

We  have  been,  and  hoped  to  he ; 
But,  while  waiting  round  thee,  brother, 

For  thy  light, — 't  is  dark  with  tlioe. 

Dark  with  thecl — No;  thy  Creator, 

All  whose  creatures  and  whose  laws 
Thou  didst  love,  shall  give  thee  greater 

Light  than  earth's,  as  earth  withdraws 
To  tliy  Gotl.  thy  godlike  spirit 

Back  we  give,  in  filial  trust ; 
Thy  cold  clay, — we  g^ie^e  to  l>ear  it 

To  its  chamber, — but  we  must. 


_J 
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JOHN  PIBRPONT. 


THE  SEAMAN'S  BETHEL.* 

Thou,  who  on  the  whirlwind  ridett, 

At  whose  word  the  thunder  roan, 
Who,  m  majesty,  presidest 

O'er  the  oceans  and  then*  shores ; 
From  those  shores,  and  from  the  oceaos. 

Wo,  the  children  of  the  sea, 
Come  to  pay  thee  our  devotions, 

And  to  give  this  house  to  thee. 

When,  for  business  on  great  waters. 

We  go  down  to  sea  in  ships, 
And  our  weeping  wives  and  daughters 

Hang,  at  porting,  on  our  lips, 
This,  our  Bethel,  shall  remind  us, 

That  there's  One  who  heareth  prayer, 
And  that  those  we  leave  behind  us 

Are  a  fiuthful  pastor^s  care. 

Visions  of  our  native  highlands, 

In  our  wave-rock'd  di^sams  embalm'd. 
Winds  that  come  firom  spicy  islands 

When  we  long  have  lain  becalm'd. 
Are  not  to  our  souls  so  pleasant 

As  the  offerings  we  Jiall  bring 
Hither,  to  the  Omnipresent, 

For  the  shadow  of  his  wing. 

When  in  port,  each  day  that 's  holy, 

To  this  house  we'll  press  in  throngs ; 
When  at  sea,  with  spirit  lowly, 

Well  repeat  its  sacred  songs. 
Outward  bound,  shall  we,  in  sadneo. 

Lose  its  flag  behind  the  seas ; 
Homeward  bound,  we  'U  greet  with  gladna 

Its  first  floating  on  the  breeze. 

Homeward  bound ! — ^with  deep  emotion. 

We  remember.  Lord,  that  life 
Is  a  voyage  upon  an  ocean. 

Heaved  by  many  a  tempest's  strife. 
Be  thy  statutes'  so  engraven 

On  our  hearts  and  minds,  that  we. 
Anchoring  in  Death's  quiet  haven. 

All  may  nuike  our  home  with  thee. 


THE  SPARKLING  BOWL. 

Thou  sparklhig  bowl !  thou  sparkling  bowl ! 

Though  lips  of  bards  thy  brim  may  press, 
And  eyes  of  beauty  o'er  thee  roll, 

And  song  and  dance  thy  power  confess, 
I  will  not  touch  thee ;  for  there  clings 
A  scorpion  to  Ihy  side,  that  stings ! 

.    Thou  crystal  glass !  like  Eden's  tree. 
Thy  melted  ruby  tempts  the  eye. 
And,  as  from  that,  there  comes  from  thee 
The  voice,  »  Thou  shalt  not  surely  die." 
I  dare  not  lift  thy  liquid  gem  ;— 
A  8nak«  is  twisted  round  thy  stem ! 

*  Written  for  the  dedication  of  the  8eanian*i  Bethel, 
under  the  direction  of  the  Boston  Port  Societjr,  Septem- 
ber fburth,  1833. 


Thou  liquid  fire !  like  that  which  glow'd 
On  Melita's  surf-beaten  dune, 

Thou'st  been  upon  my  gnests  bestow'd, 
But  thou  shalt  warm  my  house  no  mot 

For,  whereaoe'er  thy  radiance  falls, 

Forth,  firom  thy  heat,  a  viper  cnwU! 

What,  though  of  gold  the  goblet  be, 
Emboss'd  with  branches  of  the  vine. 

Beneath  whose  bumish'd  leaves  we  see 
Such  clusters  as  pour'd  out  the  wine  t 

Among  those  leaves  an  adder  hangs ! 

I  fear  him ; — ^for  I've  felt  his  fangs. 

The  Hebrew,'  who  the  desert  trod. 
And  felt  the  fiery  serpent's  bite, 

Look'd  up  to  that  ordain'd  of  Goo, 
And  found  that  life  was  in  the  si^t 

So,  the  t£K)rm-bittcn*8  fiery  veins 

Cool,  when  he  drinks  what  Gon  oidaini. 

Ye  gracious  clouds !  ye  deep,  cold  wdls ! 

Ye  gems,  from  mossy  rodu  that  drip ! 
Springs,  that  from  earth's  mysteiious  cell 

Gush  o'er  your  granite  bafin's  lip! 
To  you  I  look ; — ^your  largess  give^ 
And  I  will  drink  of  you,  and  live. 


FOR  THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY. 

Bat  of  glory !  welcome  day  I 
Freedom's  banners  g^reet  thy  ray; 
See !  how  cheerfully  they  play 

With  thy  morning  breeze. 
On  the  rocks  where  pilgrims  kneel'd. 
On  the  heights  where  squadrons  wheel* 
When  a  tjrrant's  thunder  peal'd 

O'er  the  trembling  i 


God  of  armies !  did  thy  «  stars 
In  their  courses"  smite  his  cars, 
Blast  his  arm,  and  wrest  his  ban 

From  the  heaving  tide  1 
On  our  standard,  lo !  they  bom. 
And,  when  days  like  this  retonit 
Spaikle  o'er  the  soldiers'  urn 

Who  for  freedom  died* 

God  of  peace ! — ^whose  spirit  fills 
All  the  echoes  of  our  hills. 
All  the  murmurs  of  our  rills. 

Now  the  storm  ia  o'er ; — 
0,  let  freemen  be  our  sons ; 
And  let  future  WASHuroToirs 
Rise,  to  lead  their  valiant  ones, 

Till  there's  war  no  more. 

By  the  patriot's  hallow'd  rest. 
By  the  warrior's  gory  breast, — 
Never  let  our  graves  be  prees'd 

By  a  despot's  throne; 
By  Uie  Pilgrims'  toils  and  cares, 
By  their  battles  and  their  prayeis, 
By  their  ashes, — let  our  hein 

Bow  to  thee  alone. 


SAMUEL    WOODWORTH. 


[Bon,  17Mb    DM,  1848.] 


Mm.  WooDwomTH  was  a  native  of  Sdtaate,  in 
'    ManadmaettflL    After  learning  in  a  country  town 
'.    the  art  of  printing,  he  went  to  New  York,  where 
•J    ht  was  editor  of  a  iiewq[>aper  during  otir  second 
war  with  England.    Ho  subsequently  published 
a  weekly  miscellany  entitled  « The  Ladies'  Lite- 
rary Gaxette,"  and  in  1823,  associated  with  Mr. 
I,     GsomGE  P.  MoRBis,  he  established  «<The  Now 
York  Mirror,"  long  the  most  popular  journal  of 
literature  and  art  in  this  country.     For  several 
years  before  his  death  he  was  an  invalid,  and  in 
*'     this  period  a  large  number  of  the  leading  gentle- 
/     ipeD  of  New  York  acted  as  a  committee  for  a 
oomplimentaiy  bene6t  given  for  him  at  the  Pwrk 
Theatre,  the  proceeds  of  which  made  more  plea- 
sant his  doong  days.    He  died  in  the  month  of 
December,  1842,  in  the  fifty-seventh  year  of  his 
age,  much  respected  by  all  who  knew  him,  for  his 


modesty  and  integ^ty  as  well  as  for  his  literaiy 
abilities. 

Mr.  WooDwoBTH  wrote  many  pieces  for  die 
stage,  which  had  a  temporary  popularity,  and  two 
or  three  volimies  of  songs,  odes,  and  other  poems, 
relating  chiefly  to  subjects  of  rural  and  domestic 
life.  He  dwelt  always  with  delight  upon  the 
scenes  of  his  childhood,  and  lamented  that  he  was 
compelled  to  make  his  home  amid  the  strife  and 
tumult  of  a  dty.  He  was  the  poet  of  the  «  com- 
mon people,"  and  was  happy  in  the  belief  that 
«  The  Bucket"  was  read  by  multitudes  who  never 
heard  of  **  Thanatopsis."  Some  of  his  pieces  have 
certainly  much  merit,  in  their  way,  and  a  selection 
might  be  made  firom  his  voluminous  writings  that 
would  be  very  honourable  to  his  talents  and  his 
feelings.  There  has  been  no  recent  edition  of  any 
of  his  works. 


THE  BUCKET. 

How  dear  to  this  heartarethe  scenesof  my  chfldhood, 

When  fond  leooUection  presents  them  to  view ! 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wild  wood, 

And  every  loved  spot  which  my  infancy  knew ! 
The  wide-«preading  pond,  and  the  mill  that  stood  by  it. 

The  bridj^c,  and  die  rock  where  the  cataract  fell, 
The  cot  of  my  fiither,  the  dairy-house  nigh  it, 

-\iid  e'en  the  rude  bucket  that  hung  in  the  well — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 
The  mo6»-cover'd  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 

That  mofts-cover'd  vessel  I  hail'd  as  a  treasure. 

For  often  at  noon,  when  return'd  from  the  field, 
I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  Nneld. 
How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing, 

And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell ; 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolnes8,it  rose  from  the  well — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 
The  mas*»-cover'd  bucket,  arose  from  the  well. 

How  "iwect  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it. 

As  jhTised  on  the  curb  it  inclined  to  my  lips! 
Ni>ta  full  hlusliing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it, 

Tin-  brightest  that  btMiuty  or  revelry  siym. 
Ami  n.nv.  far  removed  from  the  loved  habitation, 

'J'}j»'  tear  of  resrret  will  intrusively  swell, 
A*  lunry  reverts  to  my  father's  plantation, 

Afi  1  ^^hs  for  the  bucket  that  hangs  in  the  well — 
T.H.  oM  o.ikcn  bucket,  the  iron-l>ound  bucket, 
T:i«'  iii'>^/i-ro%er'd  bucket  tliat  hangs  in  the  well! 


THE  NEEDLE. 

The  gay  belles  of  fashion  may  boast  of  excelling 

In  waltz  or  cotillion,  at  whist  or  quadrille ; 
And  seek  admiration  by  vauntingly  telling 

Of  drawing,  and  painting,  and  musical  skill; 
But  give  me  the  fair  one,  in  country  or  city, 

Whose  home  and  its  duties  arc  dear  to  her  heart. 
Who  cheerfully  warbles  some  rustical  ditty, 

Willie  plying  the  needle  with  exquisite  art 
The  bright  little  needle — the  swift-flying  needle. 

The  needle  directed  by  beauty  and  art. 

If  Love  have  a  potent,  a  magical  token, 

A  talisman,  ever  resistless  and  true — 
A  charm  that  is  never  evaded  or  broken, 

A  witchery  certain  the  heart  to  subdue — 
*Tis  this — and  his  armoury  never  has  furnish'd 

So  keen  and  unerring,  or  poli.sh'd  a  dart.; 
Let  Beauty  direct  it,  so  pointed  and  bumish'd. 

And  Oh !  it  is  certain  of  touching  the  heart. 
The  bright  little  needle — the  swift-flying  necdlc> 

The  needle  directed  by  beauty  and  art. 

Be  wise,  then,  ye  maidens,  nor  seek  admiration 

By  dressing  for  conquest,  and  flirting  with  all ; 
You  never,  whate'cr  l>e  your  fortune  '>'  station, 

App<^;ir  half  so  lovoiy  at  rout  or  at  ball. 
As  gaily  convened  at  a  work-cov«T'd  table, 

K:irh  cheerfully  active  and  playint?  her  part, 
Beguilinir  the  task  with  a  song  or  a  fable, 

And  plyiiiLT  tht*  noodle  with  e.xijuisite  art. 
The  bright  little  needle — the  swift-flying  needle, 

The  netnlle  directed  by  In'auty  and  art. 
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ANDREWS  NORTON. 


[Bora,  1786.    Died,  1808.] 


The  late  eminent  scholar,  Andbews  Norton, 
descended  from  the  father  of  the  celebrated  John 
Norton,  minister  of  Ipswich,  was  bom  in  Hing- 
ham,  near  Boston,  on  the  thirty-first  of  December, 
1786.  He  was  graduated  at  Harvard  College  in 
1804;  studied  divinity,  and  for  a  short  time,  in 
1809,  preached  in  Augusta,  Maine;  spent  a  year 
as  tutor  in  Bowdoin  College;  for  another  year  was 
tutor  in  mathematics  at  Cambridge;  in  1812  com- 
menced the  <*  General  Repository,"  a  religious  and 
literarymagazine, which  hecond\icted  with  remark- 
able  ability  two  years ;  in  1 8 1 3  was  chosen  librarian 
of  Harvard  College,which  office  he  held  eight  years; 
about  the  same  time  was  appointed  lecturer  on  the 
criticism  and  interpretation  of  the  Scriptures,  in  the 
college,  and  on  the  organization  of  the  Divinity 
School,  in  1819,  Dexter  professor  of  sacred  litera- 
ture; in  1821  was  married  to  Catherine,  daughter 
of  Samuel  Eliot, of  Boston;  in  1822  delivered 
an  address  before  the  university  on  the  life  and  cha- 
racter of  his  friend  Professor  Frisbib,  whose  lite- 
rary remains  he  afterward  edited ;  in  1826,  collected 
the  poems  of  Mrs.  Hemans,  and  prepared  for  the 
press  the  first  American  edition  of  them;  in  1828 


passed  several  months  in  England,  and  in  1890 
resigned  his  professorship,  to  reside  at  Cambridga 
as  a  private  gentleman. 

He  now  turned  his  attention  to  the  compositkm 
and  completion  of  those  important  works  in  criti- 
cism and  theology  which  have  established  his  fsme 
as  one  of  the  greatest  scholars  of  the  last  age.  His 
*<  Statement  of  Reasons  for  not  Believing  the  Doe- 
trine  of  the  Trinity"  appeared  in  1833;  the  find 
volume  of  his  **  Genuineness  of  the  Gospels,"  in 
1837;  a  treatise  «On  the  Latest  Form  of  Infidel- 
ity," in  1839;  the  second  and  third  volumes  on 
the  <<  Genuineness  of  the  Gospels,"  in  1844;  ••The 
Internal  Evidences  of  the  GospcJs,"  in  1861 ;  and 
«<  Tracts  on  Christisnity,"  in  1852.  He  died  at  his 
summer  residence,  in  Newport,  on  the  evening  of 
the  eighteenth  of  September,  1863 ;  and  his  last 
work,  a  new  <»  Translation  of  the  Gospels,"  has 
been  published  since  his  death.  He  was  the  most 
a})le,  ingeniou8,and  thoroughly  accompUshed  writer 
of  the  Unitarian  party  in  America. 

What  he  was,  and  what  he  might  have  been, 
in  poetry,  is  evinced  by  the  following  highly  fin- 
ished and  beautiful  productions. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  CHARLES  ELIOT. 

Farewell!  before  we  meet  again, 

Perhaps  through  scenes  as  yet  unknown,    \ 
That  lie  in  distant  years  of  pain, 

I  have  to  journey  on  alone ; 
To  meet  with  griefii  thou  wilt  not  feel, 

Perchance  with  joys  thou  canst  not  share ; 
And  when  Ve  both  were  wont  to  kneel, 

To  breathe  alone  the  silent  prayer; 

But  ne'er  a  deeper  pang  to  know, 

Than  when  V  watched  thy  slow  decay, 

Saw  on  thy  cheeck  the  hectic  glow. 
And  felt  at  last  each  hope  give  way. 

But  who  the  destined  hour  may  tell, 
That  bids  the  loosened  spirit  fly  1 
Ken  now  this  pulse's  feverish  swell 
May  warn  me  of  mortality. 

But  chance  what  may,  thou  wilt  no  more 

With  sense  and  with  my  hours  beguile, 
Inform  with  learning's  various  lore, 

Or  charm  with  friendship's  kindest  smile. 
Each  book  I  read,  each  walk  I  tread, 

Wbate'er  I  feel,  whate'er  I  see, 
All  8 peak  of  hopes  forever  fled, 

All  have  some  tale  to  tell  of  thee. 

I  shall  not,  should  misfortune  lower. 
Should  friends  desert,  and  life  decline, 
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I  shall  not  know  thy  soothing  power. 
Nor  hear  thee  say,  **  My  heart  is  thine." 

If  thou  hadst  lived,  thy  well-earned  fame 
Had  bade  my  fiiding  prospect  bloom. 

Had  cast  its  lustre  o'er  my  name. 
And  stood,  the  guardian  of  ray  tomb. 

Servant  of  God  I  thy  ardent  mind. 

With  lengthening  years  improving  still. 

Striving,  untired,  to  serve  mankind, 
Had  thus  performed  thy  Father's  wiU. 

Another  task  to  thee  was  given; 

'  r  was  thine  to  drink  of  early  wo. 
To  feel  thy  hopes,  thy  firiendships  riven. 

And  blend  submissive  .to  the  blow ; 

With  patient  smile  and  steady  eye, 
To  meet  each  pang  that  sidiness  gave^ 

And  see  with  lingering  step  draw  nigh 
The  form  that  pointed  to  the  grave. 

Servant  of  God  !  thon  art  not  there ; 

Thy  race  of  virtue  is  not  run; 
What  blooms  on  earth  of  good  and  fair, 

Will  ripen  in  another  sun. 

Dost  thou,  amid  the  raptvrous  glow 

With  which  the  soul  her  welcome  hears. 

Dost  thon  still  think  of  us  below. 
Of  earthly  scenes,  of  human  tears  1 
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ANDREWS    NOBTON. 
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Vmhtp^  «*«n  now  thy  thoagtitA  i^Uiin 

Of  ■■  Ait  Bcmr  » tbiii«  to  lifiim, 

W«  iimMl  IKI  liglft  lunr  fhiitleas  talk. 

W«  «pik«  of  knowkdgw,  such  an  ^oam 

Fntni  wt^rU  to  world  with  ceuselcsB  tight  i 

And  bvt,  thai  foJlowi;  and  fcJorc*, 
Am  notiKfc  cpnada  bcfon  h«f  idghL 

t  M  i«  1h(M|^  mil  wem  not  a'er ; 
As  ^uogll  tv«f«  ^raii^e  I  cannot  hear 
Tlijr  Tok»  of  frufadnhjp  jet  oace  iDonfc 


But  1  dh>n  bMf  it ;  in  thct  da? 

Whoiv  imtUag  AUT)  T  may  not  vlifWf 

WWn  emrthly  voico*  die  awtT^ 
Thinr  will  nt  last  b«  hntril  luifrw. 

Wc  meft  again ;  a  littia  while. 
And  where  thou  ut  I  too  akiill !«,      i 

AmA  Ihtm,  iHlh  what  on  on^l  emile 
0f  jliiiniM,  thou  wiJt  wdc^me  u«  1 


A  SUAIMER  SHOWER. 

T«i  rtin  b  t>*er — How  dense  and  bright 

Yon  povfj  f ktudfl  tepctting  lie  t 
Ctdod  ibovi  dond,  a  ^larious  gij^h!^ 

[  with  the  deep-bluo  *ky  [ 


In  itraMtd  alienee  eaith  reoeivea 

Tfcg gBiwrri  biffing;  fresh  and  &ir, 

EhiJI  iiiWil  «Xpuida  its  Uttte  leaver 
Aa  |;lad  tli«  catntnon  joy  to  ahara. 

The  aoftea'd  aunbeama  pom  ariotuid 
A  fMTj  light,  «ui0«rtasn»  [t^e; 

7^  wnid  flowa  rool,  the  «c«Qted  groiiiid 
t»  hreaUuDg  odoim  on  the  gale. 

Mid  yon  rich  clouds*  voluptuous  pilo, 

Methitikf  fturike  spirit  of  Ibc  aif 
Migbt  t^A  lo  gajui  below  a  while, 

\  torn  to  httiie  and  rcvol  there. 


The  Mn  Iviwka  fortlt — from  oCf  the  ecene, 
|t4  flfiatjii;^  veil  of  mift  is  flun^i 

An4  all  the  wilileniesa  of  ffnecn 
W(ih  trembling  drops  of  light  is  hun^, 

Vow  pse  an  nature — yet  the  sam& — 
Qtowing  with  Ufcr  by  brvciea  fum*d, 

IdHOfbnU  lovely*  as  i^be  ctune, 

Fmib  in  her  youths  from  God' a  own  lund. 

Htaa  th«  ncfl  mttfie  of  thiit  Yoii?«f 
Whirii  wniTidi  from  all  t^iow,  above ; 

Sh«  e^ni  het  ^hildfeti  u>  rejoke. 

And  poand  them  tloown  her  armB  of  lovev 

IMl  In  her  influence— low-hom  eare, 
Aad  nil  tike  train  of  me*n  deaire, 

ErfuHP  In  bmthe  this  holv  air, 
Atui  and  ihk  lining  Ui^hl  «xpil«. 


HYMN, 


Mr  Go n,  I  thank  thee  I  may  no  thought 
E'er  deem  thy  chastiMmeiita  acvere ; 

Bnt  may  ihift  h*^iurV  by  sorrow  taught. 
Calm  each  wild  wish,  each  idle  fcar 

Thy  menry  bids  all  natunB  bloom ; 

The  fiun  isbinejf  bright,  and  man  is  gay  | 
Thine  equal  enerey  gpreada  tha  gloom 

Thai  darkens  o'or  hU  litU©  day. 

Full  many  a  throb  of  |fri<sf  and  pftin 
Tby  frill  and  erring  child  must  know ; 

Bui  not  one  prayer  b  breathed  in  vatn* 
Nor  does  OQ6  teui  unbelted  flow* 

Thy  varions  mesBenger^  «inplo  j ; 

Thy  purposes  of  love  fulfil ; 
An  (It  mid  the  wreck  of  hmiian  joy. 

May  kneeling  faith  adore  thy  will  t 


TO  MRa 


,  ON  HER  DEPARTURE 

FOR  EUROPE. 


Fabiwxil!  farewell !  for  many  a  day 

Our  thoughts  far  oVr  the  aea  will  roam  >      j 

Bkadnga  and  piaycia  attend  thy  way ;  ' 

Ohd  welcomes  wait  for  thee  at  home. 

While  gB^g  cpoa  Alpine  tnowB* 
Or  hngertng  near  Italian  ehoreA ; 

WTjffTB  Nature  all  her  frandcruf  ahoww* 
Or  art  nnveila  her  treasured  ftore^t ; 

When  mingling  with  those  gifU>d  minda 
That  shed  their  inilnenea  on  our  race. 

Thine  own  ita  native  etation  finda^ 

And  takea  with  them  an  honoured  place ; 

Forget  not,  then,  how  dear  thou  art 
To  many  fricndfl  not  with  th^*  iheie ; 

To  many  a  warm  and  ajiiioiiB  heart. 
Object  of  lo*e,  and  hope,  and  prayer* 

When  dlall  we  meet  again ! — some  day. 
In  a  bright  morning,  when  tho  gale 

Sweeps  the  blue  water*  na  in  play  ; 
Then  shall  we  watch  thy  eoming  tioil  ? 

When  ahall  we  meet  again*  and  where  T 
We  trurtt  not  hope's  uncejlain  voice; 

To  feith  the  future  all  ia  fair  i 

She  speaks  assured ;  *»  Thou  ahalt  rejoice." 

Perhaps  our  mpotlns  may  he  when^ 
Mid  new-bom  life's  awakening  glow^ 

The  loved  and  lo*L  appear  again, 

Heaven  I  muaie  sounding  fweet  rmd  low. 
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HYMN  FOR  THE  DEDICATION  OF  A 
CHURCH. 

Whkrs  ancient  forests  round  us  i^read. 
Where  bends  the  cataract's  ocean-fiill, 

On  the  lone  mountain's  silent  head, 
There  are  thj  temples,  God  of  all ! 

Beneath  the  dark-blue,  midnight  arch, 

Whence  myriad  suns  pour  down  their  rajs, 

Where  planets  trace  their  ceaseless  march, 
Father !  we  worship  as  we  gaze. 

The  tombs  thine  altars  are ;  for  there. 
When  earthly  loves  and  hopes  have  fled, 

To  thee  ascends  the  spirit's  prayer, 
Tnou  Goo  of  the  mimortal  dead ! 

All  space  is  holy ;  for  all  space 

Is  fiii'd  by  thee ;  but  human  thought 

Bums  clearer  in  some  chosen  place. 

Where  thy  own  words  of  love  are  taught 

Hero  be  they  taught ;  and  may  we  know 
That  faith  thy  servants  knew  of  old ; 

Which  onward  bears  through  weal  and  wo, 
Till  Death  the  gates  of  heaven  unfold ! 

Nor  we  alone ;  may  those  whose  brow 
Shows  yet  no  trace  of  human  cares, 

Hereafter  stand  where  we  do  now. 
And  raise  to  thee  still  holier  prayers  I 


FORTITUDlS. 

Faivt  not,  poor  traveller,  though  thy  way 
Be  rough,  like  that  thy  Savioub  trod ; 

Though  cold  and  stormy  lower  the  day, 
This  path  of  suflering  leads  to  God. 

Nay,  sink  not ;  though  from  every  limb 
Are  starting  drops  of  toil  and  pain ; 

Thou  dost  but  share  the  lot  of  Him 
With  whom  his  followers  are  to  reign. 

Thy  friends  are  gone,  and  thou,  alone. 
Must  bear  the  sorrows  that  assail ; 

Look  upward  to  the  eternal  throne. 
And  know  a  Friend  who  cannot  faiL 

Bear  firmly ;  yet  a  few  more  days, 
And  thy  hard  trial  will  be  post ; 

Then,  wrapt  in  glory's  opening  blaze. 
Thy  feet  will  rest  on  heaven  at  last 

Christian !  thy  Friend,  thy  Master  pray'd. 
When  dread  and  anguish  shook  his  frame ; 

Then  met  his  sufferings  undismay'd ; 
Wilt  thou  not  strive  to  do  the  same  1 


O !  think'st  thou  that  his  Father's  love 
Shone  round  him  then  with  fainter  rays 

Than  now,  when,  throned  all  height  above, 
Unceasing  voices  hymn  his  praise  1 


Go,  sufibrer !  calmly  meet  the  i 

Which  God's  own  macj  bide  thee  beer; 
Then,  rising  as  thy  BATioum  raee^ 

Go!  his  eternal  victoiy  diara. 


THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  YEAR 

AiroTBXB  year !  another  year ! 

The  unceasing  rush  of  time  sweepe  on 
Whelm'd  in  its  surges,  disappear 

Man's  hopes  and  feais,  forever  gone ! 

O,  no !  forbear  that  idle  tale ! 

The  hour  demands  another  strain. 
Demands  high  thoughts  that  cannot  quail, 

And  strength  to  conquer  and  retain. 

'T  is  midnight — fit>m  the  daik-bloe  Ay, 
The  stars,  which  now  look  down  on  eertli 

Have  seen  ten  thousand  centuries  fly, 
And  given  to  countless  changes  birth. 

And  when  the  pyramids  shall  fall. 
And,  mouldering,  mix  as  dust  in  air. 

The  dwellers  on  this  alter'd  ball 

May  still  behold  them  glorious  there. 


Shine  on !  shine  on !  with  you  1 1 
The  march  of  ages,  orbs  of  tight ! 

A  last  eclipse  o'er  you  may  spread, 
To  me,  to  me,  there  comes  no  ni^t 

0 !  what  concerns  it  him,  whose  wi^ 
Lies  upward  to  the  immortal  deed. 

That  a  few  hairs  are  turning  gray, 
Or  one  more  year  of  life  has  fled  1 

Swift  years !  but  teach  me  how  to  bear, 
To  feel  and  act  with  strength  and  skill. 

To  reason  wisely,  nobly  dare. 
And  speed  your  courses  as  ye  wilL 

When  life's  meridian  toils  are  done. 
How  calm,  how  rich  the  twili^tglow! 

The  morning  twilight  of  a  sun 
Which  shines  not  here  on  things  below. 

But  sorrow,  sickness,  death,  the  pain 
To  leave,  or  lose  wife,  children,  friends ! 

What  then—- shall  we  not  meet  again 
Where  parting  comes  not,  eonow  enda  ^ 

The  fondness  of  a  parent's  care. 

The  changeless  trust  which  woman  gives 
The  smile  of  childhood, — it  is  there 

That  all  we  love  in  them  still  Uvea. 

Press  onward  through  each  varying  honr; 

I^t  no  weak  fears  thy  course  ddbiy; 
Immortal  being !  feel  thy  power^ 

Pursue  thy  bright  and  endless  way. 
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xm 


H  UeTENINO  TO  A  CRTCKET. 

If  tlkou  littlp  chirpmg  thing^i 
llivar  tlrj  me Uocbol j  noiw ; 
(ti  Ibou  to  Fasc^r^fl  «ar  maj  smg 

cftnft  not  DOW  ilrink  dew  from  floweiv, 
■port  oIoQg  tbe  trmveller'0  p«tb ; 
b\)i3gti  the-  winter  «  wcnry  hotir^ 
b  Wftrm  thee  at  mj  loactj  heanh. 

ll»eil  my  l»mp's  decaymg  h^tm 
ftbowft  the  lettered  page 
i  9om«  ancient  poct'i  dream, 
I  of  a  purer  age^ 

Pill  T  lictfin  to  the  sound, 
If  ttcnuig  o'er  the  eaib«T«  pal# 
vrbjtaung^  aahcs  strvwed  aiounJi 
i  ioma  of  miMnoiy  unTeil; 

I  Ibtt  manj-dolared  drearai 
il  Gaocj  Ibndly  wcirei  ^r  youth 
I  all  the  bright  [IludAD  fieem^ 
I  pkturcd  prpmkes  of  Truth ; 

Mice  otMeiTti  the  fitful  tight, 
I  lift  faiui  flAftUea  found  the  eooeh, 
bink  aome  ptea^ufes  &«b(y  bright 
f  lighian  thus  hJe'«  varied  gloom* 

the  <[B]et  mid  nigh  I  hoar, 

bTA  Caro  and  Hope  And  Passioti  al^ep, 

laaaoo  with  untroubbd  power 

I  ha  tMt  vigils  dtUj  keep* 

the  cttght;  and  aooth  to  caj, 
ir<?  the  merry  btidd  that  sing 
the  glare  and  iiobe  of  day, 
fer  lh«  crii^et'a  grating  wing. 


A  SUMMER  mOHX 

aweet  the  sujumer  galen  of  night. 
It  blow  when  atl  ri  peaceful  round, 

m>me  ipiht  a  downy  flight 

Bpt  ailent  through  Hie  blue  profound! 

iweet  at  midnight  to  recline 
ifere  fiowa  iheh  cool  and  fragrant  atream  i 
half  repeat  nomt  glowing  line, 
BR  eotirt  each  wild  and  fairy  dream ; 

y  mark  iha  Tolutned  rlooda 
lit  hroul  deep  maa^  of  dafkneaa  throw^ 
I,  aa  the  mooa  her  radiancy  ihroud^^ 
m  chaogiJig  fiidea  with  adver  glow; 

i  iHiere,  frtnn  that  depth  of  nhtde, 
I  ettmfkfm  JJghtning,  faintly  bright, 
me*  pfaya,  ai  if  afraid 
tir«ak  the  deep  r«po«e  of  night; 

V  en  beaven'a  unnumbered  fires, 
i«le  dimlj-iiiiaged  thoughts  ante, 
^aory,  loeaed  from  earth,  aspires 
the  acereta  of  tlie  akiei ; 


What  vju-ii^us  Iteingit  there  reside; 

What  forms  of  fife  to  man  unknown. 
Drink  Ihfl  rirh  ilow  of  b!if>«,  who«e  tide 

Wellp  from  tteejenth  the  vtemal  throne; 

Or  life's  oncertam  scenes  revolve, 
And  my«ing  how  to  act  or  apeak. 

Feel  tfome  high  wish,  some  proud  reicH>^ve 
Throb  in  the  heart,  or  flush  the  cheek. 

Meanwhile  may  reason  a  light,  whose  beam 
Dimmed  by  the  world**  oppros^ive  gbiont, 

f$hed»  but  a  dull  uuKtcujdy  gleamj 
In  thia  atiU  hour  ita  raya  relume, 

Thue  oft  in  this  aiiU  hour  be  mine 
The  light  all  meaner  psssiona  fear. 

The  wajidering  thought,  the  high  dedgn, 
And  soaring  dxcanu  to  virtue  dear* 


A  WTNTER  MORNING. 

Thb  ke<!n,  clear  air^the  splendid  aightj— 

We  waken  to  a  world  of  ice; 
Where  all  thing?  are  em^Urinod  In  Ugbt, 

As  by  aome  genifj*  quaint  device. 

'T  ia  wittt«r*«  juhilee :  this  day 

Ber  slorea  their  countleaa  trefttures  yield ; 
See  how  the  diamond  glancea  play, 

In  eea^eleaa  blaae,  from  tree  and  fields 

The  ooIJ,  bare  spot,  where  late  we  ranged, 
The  naked  woods  are  seen  no  more ; 

Thia  earth  to  fhJry-land  h  changed. 
With  glittering  ailver  aheeted  o^er. 

The  morning  «un,  with  cloudleaa  raya, 
Hia  pow ericas  splendor  round  us  streams ; 

From  crusted  boughs  and  twinkling  spraya 
Fly  back  unloosed  the  rainbow  bcajns. 

With  m'Ore  than  summer  beauty  fair, 
Tbs  treea  in  winter^a  garb  are  shovm : 

"What  a  rich  halo  melts  in  air, 
Around  their  crystal  branches  thrown  I 

And  yesterday — how  changed  the  ticw 
From  what  then  charmed  us;  when  the  sky 

Hung,  with  tla  dim  snd  watery  hue, 
OVr  all  the  aoft,  still  prospect  nigh  1 

The  diatant  groTos,  arrayed  In  white, 
Might  then  like  things  unreal  s4^em, 

Just  shown  awhde  in  silvery  light. 
The  fictions  of  a  poets^  dream* 

Like  shadowy  groves  upon  that  shore, 
O'er  which  Elyaium'a  twilight  lay, 

By  hards  and  ssgea  feigned  of  yore. 

Ere  broke  on  earth  heaven's  brighter  day. 

0  God  of  nature  !  with  what  might 
Of  beauty  J  ihowcred  on  all  Wlow, ' 

Thy  guiding  ^lower  would  lead  aright 
Earth's  wanderer  all  thr  ^ote  lo  know  1 


* 
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THE  PARTING. 

We  did  not  part  as  othen  part; 

And  should  we  meet  on  earth  no  more, 
Yet  deep  and  dear  within  my  heart 

Some  thoughts  will  rest  a  treasured  store. 

How  ofl,  when  weary  and  alone, 
Have  I  recalled  each  word,  each  look. 

The  meaning  of  each  varying  tone, 
And  the  last  parting  glance  we  took ! 

Tefl,  sometimes  even  here  are  found 

Those  who  can  touch  the  chords  of  love. 

And  wake  a  glad  and  holy  sound, 
Like  that  which  fills  the  courts  above. 

It  is  as  when  a  traveller  hears, 

In  a  strange  land,  his  native  tongue, 

A  voice  he  loved  in  happier  years, 
A  song  which  once  his  mother  sung. 

We  part ;  the  sea  may  roll  between. 

While  we  through  different  climates  roam : 

Sad  days — a  life — may  intervene ; 
But  we  shall  meet  again  at  home. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 

Oh,  stay  thy  tears!  for  they  are  blest 
Whose  days  are  past,  whose  toil  is  done; 

Here  midnight  care  disturbs  our  rest. 
Here  sorrow  dims  the  noon-day  ran. 

For  laboring  Virtue's  anxious  toil. 

For  patient  Sorrow's  stifled  sigh. 
For  faith  that  marks  the  conqueror's  spoil. 

Heaven  grants  the  recompense, — to  die. 

How  blest  are  they  whose  transient  years 
Pass  like  an  evening  meteor's  light ; 

Not  (lark  with  guilt,  nor  dim  with  tears; 
Whose  course  is  short,  unclouded,  bright  I 

How  cheerless  were  our  lengthened  way, 
Did  Heaven's  own  light  not  break  the  gloom, 

Stream  downward  from  eternal  day, 
A  nd  cast  a  glory  round  the  tomb ! 

Then  stay  thy  tears:  the  blest  above 
Have  hailed  a  spirit's  heavenly  birth. 

Sung  a  new  song  of  joy  and  love. 
And  why  should  anguirii  reign  on  earth  1 


TO  A  FRIEND  AFTER  HER  MARRIAGE. 

Nat,  ask  me  not  now  for  some  proof  that  my  heart 
Has  leam'd  the  dear  lesson  offriendship  for  thee; 

Nay,  ask  not  for  words  that  might  feebly  impart 
The  feelings  and  thoughts  which  thy  glance 
cannot  see. 

Whate'er  I  could  wish  thee  already  is  thine; 

Tlic  fair  sunshinewithin  sheds  its  beam  through 
♦hine  eye; 
And  Pleasure  stands  near  thee,  and  waits  butasign, 

To  all  whom  thou  lovest,  at  thy  bidding  to  fly. 


Tet  hereafter  thy  boaom  some  aoirow  may  fed, 
Some  cloud  o'er  thy  heart  its  chill  shadow  may 
throw: 
Then  ask  if  thou  wilt,  and  my  words  shall  reveal 
The  feelings  and  thoughts  which  thou  now  c 
not  know. 


FUNERAL  HYMN. 

Hi  has  gone  to  his  God,  he  has  gone  to  his  home; 
No  more  amid  peril  and  error  to  roam. 
His  eyes  are  no  longer  dim. 

His  feet  no  more  will  falter ; 
No  grief  can  follow  him, 
No  pang  his  cheek  can  alter. 

There  are  paleness  and  weeping  and  sighs  below* 
For  our  faith  is  £unt,  and  our  tears  will  flow : 
But  the  harps  of  heaven  are  ringing; 

Glad  angels  come  to  greet  him. 
And  hymns  of  joy  are  singing. 

While  old  friends  press  to  meet  him. 

Oh  !  honored,  beloved,  to  earth  unconflned. 
Thou  hast  soared  on  high,  thou  hast  left  us  behind ; 
But  our  parting  is  not  for  ever : 

We  will  foUow  thee  by  heaven's  light. 
Where  the  grave  cannot  dissever 
The  soulk  whom  God  will  unite. 


OH!  NE'ER  UPON  MT  GRAVE  BE  SHED. 

Oh  !  ne'er  npon  my  grave  be  shed 

The  bitter  tears  of  sinking  age. 
That  mourns  its  cherished  comforts  dead. 

With  grief  no  human  hopes  i 


When,  through  the  still  and  gazing  street, 

My  funeral  winds  its  sad  array, 
Ne'er  may  a  Father's  faltering  feet 

Lead  with  slow  steps  the  church-yard  way. 

'T  is  a  dread  sight, — the  sunken  eye, 
The  look  of  calm  and  fixed  despair. 

And  the  pale  lips  which  breathe  no  sigh. 
But  quiver  with  the  unuttered  prayer. 

Ne'er  may  a  Mother  hide  her  tears. 
As  the  mute  drde  spreads  around ; 

Or,  turning  from  my  grave,  she  hears 
The  clods  fall  fi^t  with  heavy  sound. 

Ne'er  may  she  know  the  sinking  heart, 

The  dreary  lonelmess  of  grie^ 
When  all  is  o'er, — when  all  depart. 

And  oease  to  yield  their  sad  relief;^ 

Nor,  entering  in  my  vacant  room, 

Feel,  in  its  chill  and  lifeless  air. 
As  if  the  dampness  of  the  tomb 

And  spirits  of  the  dead  were  there. 

Oh!  welcome,  though  with  care  and  pain. 
The  power  to  glad  a  parent's  heart ; 

To  bid  a  parent's  joys  remain, 
And  life's  approaching  Ub  depart. 
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odc^  indgG  TaowaainfiK*  and  beeamo 
1  for  hie  profemRonaL  abUiUea, 
envoj  to  RuMia  duitng  the 
i»  was  a  meoiber  of  CoiigTeM;^  and  of 
^a*»tla  CoDventioiL  for  adopting  the 
pwftitiiltaQ^  and  afterward  Chief  Ju^ 
fGommoawtaith.  Ho  marned  a  daugh- 
'  BtRimirable  Willi  aw  Cllekt,  of 
nd,  one  of  the  atgnert  of  the  Dwlari^ 
epoidefKe,  and  through  her  the  AuHj«et 
tich  b  HiiailW  descLtnded  from  Ax^itk 
:rr,  the  wife  of  Govcmor  Bn^UBTaKiT* 
IfT  of  GoTCTnor  DtniiiaTt  who  wu  the 
wsmIjbA  poet  of  her  time  b  Aujerica. 
ill  ht  Kvitii  our  author  haji  f^ootl  lilood 
»:  an  honour  which  no  one  pretend*  to 
hO  b  condd^Yit  that  hb  grandfather  wba 
I  or  a  boor, 

p  Hjt:3[ai  D/k^A  was  bom  at  Cam^ 
J  the  fiiiaenlh  of  Novcmtier,  1787. 
lut  urn  ftxn  old  he  went  to  Newport, 
uui,  wbetv  he  remained  until  a  year  or 
e  be  entered  Hiirvard  College.  His 
thj^  bk  boyhoo<i  v*m  too  paor  to  mlmit 
B«ltat  applicalion  to  study;  and  much 
I  wu  pMMid  tn  i^imbllng  alon^  the  roek* 
mtf  listemng  to  the  roar  and  iWhing  of 
k  «nd  waidiing  for  tiie  wild  and  pic^ 

indicating  thus  early  that  love  of  ns- 
I  i*  cFlnecd  in  ne*r!y  all  hii*  fluliwqupnt 
md  meqmns^g  that  pcrfirt  knowledge  of 
rr  of  the  tpa  which  i»  dhown  in  the 
cr,"  and  tome  of  hk  minor  pie«*ee*  On 
\y^^  in  1807,  he  retnmerl  to  Newport, 
1  nearly  two  yeam  in  studying  the  Latin 
and  Nt<*rature,  Efter  which  he  went  to 
I  and  entCTfld  as  a  itndcnt  the  !aw  office 
I  RfiiKarOooDai;!  HiBPKa.  The  ap- 
thc  •cc-ond  war  wilh  Great  Britain^  and 
ae  unpopularity  of  all  persons  known  to 
the  federal  party^  induced  htm  to  fHum 
ii^,  where  he  fini^od  his  cvuiae  of 

opcON  an  officaL     Ha 


member  of  the  leginlatiire^  and  wm  (or  a  tinta  a 

wmm  partiifan. 

Feeble  honlth,  and  j^reat  conKtitiitionnl  E<rnja> 
tivcDeta,  the  whole  currejrt  of  hi*  miiid  and  fefsl- 
in^s,  conVLne4?d  him  thjt  ho  was  un6tt4*d  int  hb 
profciflion,  and  ho  cloned  hia  ofEru  to  iiKsnit  hb 
relatj-ve^  Professor  E»wxht»  T,  Chassho,  in  iha 
management  of  the  "  North  American  Rcticw," 
which  hud  then  been  e^atabliiihcd  about  two  yrara. 
While  connc*cted  with  thia  f^riodiciLl  he  wmta 
several  arttclea  winch  (|>articuliirly  one  Ufton 
HiSLiTT^s  Brilidi  Poets)  cicitisi  mu[:h  att^rn- 
tiijn  amoniT  the  literary  men  of  Boj^ton  and  Cam- 
brid^-  The  Poea  and  Queen  A^^s  @cbool  waB 
then  triumphant,  and  the  dieLa  ofJrrriiET  were 
law*  DjtTA  t^raiiicd  Wo ojjh  won  rn  and  Cole* 
RijpoE,  and  saw  much  to  admire  in  Btnoi* ;  be 
thought  poetry  was  BomctlunjC  more  than  n  recrea- 
tion; that  it  waA  some  thin  ff  i^ipeiind  ucfid  upon  the 
realities  of  life;  he  believed  the  ideal  sind  the 
spiritual  might  be  as  real  m  the  yi^ible  and  tha 
tangible;  thought  th<ne  were  truChj  lieyond  th« 
tiudcrvbrnding  and  the  acnm^,  and  not  to  bo 
reached  by  ratiocination;  and  indeed  broached 
many  paradoxic  not  lo  b«  toleraUd  then^  but 
which  now  the  aame  comninnity  boa  taken  up 
nnd  curried  to  an  extent  itt  that  time  uiithought  of. 

A  strong  pcLrty  roac  against  these  opiruonat  and 
IlA?(i  had  the  whole  in^uencc  of  the  univerKity, 
of  the  literary  and  faahjonable  society  of  the  city, 
and  of  tha  preaa,  to  contend  agaiiu^.  BeiUK  in  a 
minority  with  the  «  North  American  Clubp*^  he  in 
1819  or  1S20  gave  up  all  connection  with  the 
Kcview,  which  passed  into  the  hand;*  of  the  Evr- 
nETTn  and  other»t  aiid  in  18^1  bctran  "The  M!o 
Man  "  for  which  be  found  a  publisher  in  Mr. 
Cii4nLKs  WiLST,  of  New  York.  Thii^  was  read 
and  admired  by  a  elass  of  Uteranr  men,  but  it  was 
of  too  high  a  character  for  the  period,  and  on  the 
publication  of  the  first  numl»or  of  the  second  vo- 
lume, DA?fi  received  from  Mr.  Wiuf^t  iufnrma^ 
tion  that  ho  waa  "  writing  bimAelf  into  debt,**  and 
gave  up  the  work. 

In  18C5,  he  published  hia  firwt  poetical  produc- 
tion, I'* The  Dying  Raven,"  in  tlie  "New  York 
Eteview/*  then  edited  by  Mr,  Biita^t;*  and  two 

•  While  l>AJfA  wm  a  tn^miftr  of  ihe  "  Nnrrt  AfT>vrfC4n 
CiuW  tl)<i  pMOi  emiilad  "TTttinilopffl***  was  *iflWrf(i  Ihf 
piib]i<:mtlon  lb  tbe  Hiiiri4W.  Our  rritk,  willi  one  or  (wo 
QtttLTi,  TtnA  %  and  eancurred  in  ihe  brlkvf  thai  It  could 
nm  have  l«eii  wrilten  by  an  America  rr.  TJierf  w»i  a 
Unkiti  and  cr9inpl0t«nei>  abosi  it,  ndWn)  to  Ih^  i;rtfidt*nT 
kfid  beauty  of  111©  ideJiK,  (ft  nthkh,  it  w*»  iiifipciei^  rrnnv 
nfourDWO  irri;eri1ind  nttiiinM.  I* km  w»»  in^nii>d« 
bowwrr,  ttiat  Ibe  antlmr  of  it  wu  a  memlwr  of  (hi?  Hu- 
iAchUivlta  gtrnxtfr.  tbe^n  InncfHlonT  and  b(?  wnlked  ImntST 
diaitily  fforo  Cambrldfe  lo  th^  Btaip  lloiiBf  in  B-vlf^n  lo 
eblala  a  vl(?w  nf  th#  rpmiirltalklfl  tn*n.  A  plnhni  m»d4l^ 
ii«^  ivnilrmaa^wktia  1)uaiBeM-ltl»  ■■!»«<  ^  wa»  paletaii 
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years  after  gave  to  the  public,  in  a  small  volume, 
"The  Buccaneer,  and  other  Poems."  This  was 
well  received,  the  popular  taste  having,  in  the  five 
years  which  had  elapsed  since  the  publication  of 
the  « Idle  Man,**  been  considerably  improved ;  but 
as  his  publishers  failed  soon  after  it  was  printed, 
the  poet  was  not  made  richer  by  his  toil.  In  1833 
he  published  his  « Poems  and  Prose  Writings," 
including  **Thc  Buccaneer,"  and  other  pieces  em- 
braced in  his  previous  volume,  with  some  new 
poems,  and  the  "Idle  Man,"  except  the  few  papers 
written  for  it  by  his  fViends.  For  this  ho  received 
from  his  bookseller  about  enough  to  make  up  for 
the  loss  he  had  sustained  by  the  "Idle  Man."  His 
case  illustrates  the  usual  extent  of  the  rewards  of 
exertion  in  the  higher  departments  of  literature  in 
this  country.  Had  his  first  work  been  successful, 
he  would  probably  have  been  a  voluminous  writer. 

In  1839,  he  delivered  in  Boston  and  New  York 
a  series  of  lectures  on  English  poetry,  and  the 
great  masters  of  the  art,  which  were  warmly  ap- 
plauded by  the  educated  and  judiciouB.  These 
have  not  yet  been  printed. 

The  longest  and  most  remarkable  of  Daka's 
poems  is  the  « Buccaneer,"  a  story  in  which  he 
has  depicted  with  singular  power  the  stronger  and 
darker  passions.  It  is  based  on  a  tradition  of  a 
murder  committed  on  an  island  on  the  coast  of 
New  England,  by  a  pirate,  whose  guilt  in  the  end 


meets  with  strange  and  terrible  retribution.  la 
attempting  to  compress  his  language  he  is  sonio- 
times  slightly  obscure,  and  his  verse  is  occasionallx 
harsh,  but  never  feeble,  never  without  rnt»mn\n^. 
The  "Buccaneer"  is  followed  by  a  poem  of  verf 
difierent  character,  entitled  "The  Changes  of 
Home,"  in  which  is  related  the  afiection  of  two 
young  persons,  in  humble  life,  whose  marriage  ii 
deferred  until  the  lover  shall  have  earned  the 
means  of  subsistence;  his  departure  in  search 
of  gain ;  his  return  in  disappointment ;  his  second 
departure,  and  death  in  aboenoe— «  sad  histoiy, 
and  one  that  is  too  often  lived.  "Factitioni 
Life,"  "  Thoughts  on  the  Soul,"  and  "  The  Hus- 
band's and  Wife*s  Grave,"  are  the  longest  of  hb 
other  poems,  and,  as  well  as  his  shorter  pieoM^ 
they  are  distinguished  for  high  religioas  purpoie, 
profound  philosophy,  simple  sentiment,  and  pon 
and  vigorous  diction. 

All  the  writing^  of  Daita  bdong  to  the  penn^ 
nent  literature  of  the  country.  His  prose  md 
poetry  will  find  every  year  mor6  and  more  readoL 
Something  resembling  poetry  "  is  oftentimes  bomo 
into  instant  and  turbulent  popularity,  while  a  woik 
of  genuine  character  may  be  lying  neglected  fay 
all  except  the  poets.  But  the  tide  of  time  flours 
on,  and  the  former  begins  to  settle  to  the  bottom, 
while  the  latter  rises  slowly  and  steadily  to  the 
surface,  and  goes  forward,  for  a  s^nrit  is  in  iC" 


THE  BUCCANEER. 


**  Boy  with  thy  blae  herd, 
I  rede  that  thou  blin. 
And  sone  set  the  to  shrivOf 
With  sorrow  of  thi  syn  ; 
Ze  met  with  the  roerchandes 
And  made  tham  Ail  bare ; 
It  es  gude  reason  and  right 
That  ze  eviU  mislkre." 

Laubihcb  MnroT. 

Ths  island  lies  nine  leagues  away. 

Along  its  solitary  shore. 
Of  craggy  rock  and  sandy  bay, 
No  sound  but  ocean's  roar. 
Save,  where  the  bold,  wild  sea-bird  makes  her  home, 
Her  shrill  cry  coming  through  the  sparkling  foam. 

But  when  the  light  winds  lie  at  rest. 

And  on  the  glassy,  heaving  sea. 
The  black  duck,  with  her  gloesy  breast, 
Sits  swinging  silently ; 
How  beautiful !  no  ripples  break  the  reach. 
And  silvery  waves  go  noiseless  up  the  beach. 

one  to  him ;  a  single  glance  was  soiBeient ;  the  legislator 
eould  not  be  the  author  of  Thanatopeis ;  and  he  returned 
withoct  seeking  an  introdoeUon.  A  slight  and  natural 
Diisuke  of  names  had  misled  hk  informant.  The  real 
author  being  at  length  discovered,  a  correspondence  en- 
sued ;  and  Bbtart  being  invited  to  deliver  the  Phi  BeU 
Kappa  poem  at  Cambridge,  they  beeame  personally  ac- 
quainted, and  a  flriendsbip  sprung  ap  which  has  lasted 
until  the  present  time. 


And  inland  rests  the  green,  warm  dell ; 

The  brook  comes  tinkling  down  its  side ; 
From  out  the  trees  the  Sabbath  bell 
Rings  cheerful,  far  and  wide. 
Mingling  its  sound  with  bleatinga  of  the  flocks. 
That  feed  about  the  vale  among  the  rocks. 

Nor  holy  bell  nor  pastoral  bleat 

In  former  days  within  the  vale ; 
Flapped  in  the  bay  the  pirate's  sheet ; 
Curses  were  on  the  gale ; 
Rich  goods  lay  on  the  sand,  uid  mnrder'd  men; 
Pirate  and  wrecker  kept  their  revels  then. 

But  calm,  low  voices,  words  of  grace, 

Now  slowly  £adl  upon  the  ear ; 
A  quiet  look  is  in  each  face. 
Subdued  and  holy  fear : 
Each  motion  gentle ;  all  is  kindly  done- 
Come,  listen,  how  fin>m  crime  this  isle  was 


Twelve  years  are  gone  since  Matthbw  Lib 

Held  in  this  isle  nnquestion'd  sway ; 
A  dark,  low,  brawny  man  was  fape ; 
His  law — « It  is  my  way." 
Beneath  his  thidL-oet  brows  a  diarp  light  broka 
From  amall  gray  eyee ;  his  laugh  atriumph  ipakfii 

XI. 

Cruel  of  heart,  and  strong  of  arm. 

Loud  in  his  sport,  and  keen  for  spoil. 
He  little  reck'd  of  good  or  harm. 
Fierce  both  in  mirth  and  toil ; 
Yet  like  a  dog  could  fawn,  if  need  then  wen: 
Speak  mildly,  when  he  would,  or  lodL  In  fttr 
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Aoud  IhQ  Qpra«r  at  the  fttorm« 
AikI  by  thft  UghlfMiig'ii  Hhnrp,  red  e^Iatc, 

Ki»  i\(?  icbticed  quick  In  air; 
WlkiM*  csdqn^  al  mnrn  in  float]  rijt  l»  the  sed^^  I 
!!■»*•  lil/ood  Mid  huif,  Ma^t^  oit  tJiy  a^e*«  edge. 


"-Kij^  pik  yfn  jaadm  v  kl  him  tell ; 

t  nwli«  tb«  brat*,  not  tD4ii»  my  mark. 
Wh(»  walkji  th«»  «ti(K  nradu  hred  him  «Wt  f 

TWlil. ;«  yw  tavhifig  w«ve<  «riU  vjiafe  or  fevl  t 
4yi«gtr  ^Ja  *^Tbe««  rucJt*— tbi7  cut  tike  «te«L" 


Ea  «ip«4  bb  leie;  uu),  lumm^  round, 
6lidi  «illl  A  ootd  M)d  Imnhrti^d  smik^^ 
"Thi  Icnp  «  «iri«i — the  man  i^  dfow^u^d* 
Wm  IM  him  fioal  a  while  I 
Qrfivv  Mm  Chri^tuui  bodjil  oa  the  Atnod  1 
ill  ijpl  fu>  ^aw«  pc-oDofiJ  *uc«th  the  Miui" 


t<x'»  waM«  wx«  gictter  duD  hui  g«iii. 

»ill  H^  the  HMVcbetit**  trndr/'  he  thuilghtt 
•Ttmu0k  liM  lbs  t«tl  to  kill,  Umi)  feign— 
7%lnt»  UMiPtfr  ruhh^d  th»n  bougbu — 
^tt  An*  lo  cinrumTcnt  them  at  their  artA  V* 
%l^  ■um'Jl,  Mid  wpoik  for  dir^g^  Lu  depmrtA. 


To  tmtl  ihtim  ^hak«,  and  h&ai  them  rcnr; 
&ao»tfb,  Qi3«otiiid«dt  ditidllil  eavoe: 

ArooBd,  Qo  chwffal  aI|9«^ 
Ttc  mi^  thk  Kikmo  world  what  deed*  Me  done  ! 
The  cutvfr  ^tKs  up^  the  deadlj  scorftgfai^H  won ; 


And  wniloii  iiiik^  uid  Uughti?r  hnH, 

Wbepe  ^<ttlu  Qdp'a  de«]>  nnd  ewful  roice;. 
ThMv*e  ftw*  fiom  that  loius  o<f^Livhiid  ; 
Prvf  fe,  whea  |e  ivjotc»  * 
^htxv9  prajwt  to  priMU^'*  eriiM  Lki;  »rro ruler 

h^tef 
'nwr  fe[low«  kD(iw  Aill  wiU  whoni  Uiey  ehould 


T%e  <hrp  wf^rki  bard  ;  the  kos  run  bigh  ; 

TWir  whiter  tope,  dmshing  ihiough  the  night, 
Qitp  la  tll«  tftger,  ttreinm^  eye, 
A  wild  «nd  flhiAinfif  UghL 
*8tAt  Bt  the  ffumps! — ^The  leak  i*  pining  faff  1 1 
^  «lup !— The  d«vil  rckde  that  blMt !" 


r'd  tbr  lU  food 

la  in  murd^Tdtsi  glee ; 
lt*r,  t^tdld  Iti  vntiffn  wo^  ou(  bli^od, 
h  h^l  li«n  well  f  tf  Ihw. 
Crime  filj  fi?r  rrime*     Aiwl  no  r*»iwntjinl  tmr 
Rs^  thioo  Ibr  liiiT — Then  Wiit  lliUie  hour  of  fcM. 
% 


Thjjm  ha>  tike  a.  pbythbg  lo«'d 
^pUftftt  heaTj  hull  Ihe  livelong  night. 
The  man  of  tin — be  b  not  loat ; 
/  Soil  breaks  the  tngming  ligUt, 

]  Tom  ^ra  and  Bai]§-^her  cargo  in  llie  deep — 
The  «hip  makes  port  wllh  alaw  mhI  iubouiing 
vweop. 

Within  a  Spanish  port  uhe  ridM!. 

Afigry  and  siwrM,  Lta  walks  her  deck* 
**  Then  pC4ic«fiji  trade  u  cur*e  lietidra  1-^ 
And  thou,  good  ahJp,  a  wrrcit  I 
rjl  luck  in  ehangt*  I- — Hot  chom-  ye  up,  my  moi! 
Rigg'd,  and  ol  msnt  we'll  to  old  work  again T' 

UTIt. 
A  nmnd  h  m  the  Fyfvoaet! 

Whirling  and  dark,  coaoM  fQ«fiiif  iofm 

A  tide^  aa  of  a  thouiaiid  wnta, 
Sweeping  bnith  <?owl  acid  crown. 
On  field  and  TinejanJ,  thick  and  red  it  fltood, 
BpoiD'e  atreeta  aiid  palacxs  am  wet  with  blood. 


And  wrath  and  terror  ahake  the  land ; 

The  pc&k#  ihim!  clear  in  watt^hBm  ll^hU ; 
Soon  cornea  the  tread  of  (hat  atom  band-— 
Bold  AttTUum  and  hia  knights. 
Awake  je,  MGiiLiir !    Hear  the'  ehout  from  Spain! 
The  e|nll  ia  hroke! — Aarav^a  ia  come  AgaanE 


Too  late  for  thee,  thou  young  fair  bride : 

The  Itpa  tire  eold.  the?  brow  is  pule, 
Tliat  Ihoo  didit  ki«a  in  love  a/ul  pride  I 
He  cannot  heM  thy  vrail, 
Whom   Ihou  didat  lull  with  fondly  manuDrM 

aound: 
Hia  conch  ta  cold  Mid  lonely  in  the  ground* 


He  fell  for  Spain — her  Spain  no  more; 
For  he  woa  gone  who  made  it  deM ; 
And  ahe  would  iock  aome  di^Uint  ahofe. 
At  re«t  from  atrife  and  fe«r. 
And  wait,  amid  her  eorrowt,  lilt  the  day 
Hia  votee  of  loi^e  ahould  coll  her  thence  away. 


Lifi  ffiign^d  him  grieved,  and  bowM  him  low; 

T  would  joy  hii  heart  couJd  he  but  aid 
So  good  a  lady  In  her  wo^ 
He  meekly,  amoothly  aaid* 
With  wicdth  and  Rervnnta  ehe  is  noon  aboard^ 
And  that  white  stoed  ahe  rode  boatde  her  lord. 


The  ran  goea  down  upon  the  m ; 

The  ahadowt  gather  ronnd  her  hom«. 
M  How  like  a  pall  an;  ye  to  me  1 
My  home,  how  like  a  tomb ! 
CI !  blciw,  ye  flowera  of  Spain,  above  hia  head. 
Ye  will  not  blow  o'er  me  when  I  am  deft  I.** 
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And  now  the  stan  ire  burning  bright; 

Yet  still  she's  looking  towud  the  shore     ^ 
Beyond  the  waters  black  in  night 
•<  I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more ! 
Ye  're  many,  waves,  yet  lonely  seems  your  flow ; 
And  I  'm  alone — scarce  know  I  where  to  go." 


Sleep,  sleep,  thou  sad  one,  on  the  sea ! 
The  wash  of  waters  lulls  thee  now ; 
His  arm  no  more  will  pillow  thee. 
Thy  fingers  on  his  brow. 
He  is  not  near,  to  hush  thee,  or  to  save. 
The  gpround  is  his — the  sea  must  be  thy  grave. 


The  moon  comes  up ;  the  night  goes  on. 

Why,  in  the  shadow  of  the  mast, 
Stands  that  dark,  thoughtful  man  alone  t 
Thy  pledge,  man ;  keep  it  fast ! 
Bethink  thee  of  her  youth  and  sorrows,  Lss ; 
Helpless,  alone — and,  then,  her  trust  in  thee. 

XXII. 

When  told  the  hardships  thou  hadst  borne, 

Her  words  to  thee  were  like  a  chann. 
With  uncheer'd  grief  her  heart  is  worn ; 
Thou  wilt  not  do  her  harm  I 
He  looks  out  on  the  sea  that  sleeps  in  light, 
And  growb  an  oath — <<  It  is  too  still  to-night !" 


He  sleeps ;  but  dreams  of  massy  gold, 

And  heaps  of  pearl.     He  stretch'd  his  hands. 
He  hears  a  voice — "  111  man,  withhold !" 
A  pale  one  near  him  stands. 
Her  breath  comes  deathly  cold  upon  his  cheek ; 
Her  touch  is  cold. — He  wakes  with  pierdng  shriek. 

XXIT. 

He  wakes ;  but  no  relentings  wake 

Within  his  angry,  restless  soul. 
«  What,  shall  a  dream  Mat's  purpose  shake  ? 
The  gold  will  make  all  whole. 
Thy  merchant  trade  had  nigh  unmann'd  thee,  lad ! 
What,  balk  my  chance  because  a  woman's  sad  V 

XXV. 

lie  cannot  look  on  her  mild  eye ; 

Her  patient  words  his  spirit  quelL 
Within  that  evil  heart  there  lie 
The  hates  and  fears  of  helL 
His  speech  is  short ;  he  wears  a  surly  brow. 
There's  none  will  hear  her  shriek.    What  fear 
ye  now  ? 


The  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear ; 

Ye  fear  the  power  that  goodness  hath ; 
Ye  fear  the  Unseen  One,  ever  near, 
Walking  his  ocean  path. 
Prom  out  the  silent  void  there  comes  a  cry— - 
<•  Vengeance  i«  inine !    Thou,  murderer,  too,  shalt 
die»' 


XXTXI. 

Nor  dread  of  6ver-dariiig  wo^ 

Nor  the  sea's  awfiil  solitiide, 
Can  make  thee,  wretch,  thy  crime  fimgo. 
Then,  bloody  handy— to  blood! 
The  scud  is  driving  wiklly  overhead; 
The  stars  bum  dim ;  the  ocean  moans  its  dmL 

XXTIII. 

Moan  for  the  living ;  moan  our  sins^ — 

The  wrath  of  man,  more  fierce  than  thine. 
Hark !  still  thy  waves ! — ^The  woik  begint— 
LsB  makes  the  deadly  sign. 
The  crew  glide  down  like  shadows.  Eye  end  hand 
Speak  fearful  meaning^  through  that  silent  band. 

XXIX. 

They're  gone. — ^The  helmsman  stands  alone: 

And  one  leans  idly  o'er  the  bow. 
Still  as  a  tomb  the  ship  keeps  on ; 
Nor  sound  nor  stirring  now. 
Hush,  hark  \  as  firom  the  centre  of  the  deep- 
Shrieks— fiendish  yells !    They  stab  them  in  thn 
sleep! 

XXX.- 

The  scream  of  rage,  the  groan,  the  atrile, 

The  blow,  the  gasp,  the  horrid  cry, 
The  panting,  throttled  prayer  (or  life, 
The  dying's  heaving  sigh, 
The  murderer's  curse,  the  dead  man's  fix'd,  idll 

glare, 
And  fear's  and  death's  cold  sweat — thej  all  an 
there! 

xxxr. 
On  pale,  dead  men,  on  burning  cheek, 

On  quick«  fierce  eyes,  brows  hot  and  damp^ 
On  hands  that  with  the  warm  blood  reek. 
Shines  the  dun  cabin  lamp^ 
Lss  look'd.  *»They  sleep  so  sound,"  he,  laughing^ 

said, 
«  They  'U  scarcely  wake  for  mistress  or  for  maid." 

XXXIT. 

A  crash !    They  've  forced  the  door^— end  then 
One  long,  long,  shrill,  and  piercing  scream 
Comes  thrilling  through  the  growl  of  men. 
'T  is  hers ! — O  God,  redeem 
From  worse  than  death,  thy  suffering,  helpless  diild! 
Thatdreadful  shriek  again — sharp,  sharp,  and  wild! 

XXXIII. 

It  ceased.— With  speed  o' th' lightning's  flash, 

A  loose-robed  form,  with  streaming  hair. 
Shoots  by. — A  leap— a  quick,  short  splash ! 
'Tis  gone! — There's  nothing  there! 
The  waves  have  swept  away  the  bubbling  tide. 
Bright-crested  waves,  how  calmly  on  they  ride* 

XXXIT.  , 

She's  sleeping  in  her  silent  cave. 

Nor  hears  the  stem,  loud  roar  above. 
Nor  strife  of  man  on  land  or  wave. 
Young  thing !  her  home  of  love 
She  soon  has  reach'd ! — Fair,  unpolluted  thinn ! 
They  harm'd  her  not ! — ^Was  dying  su^eongt 
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llfi 


Oi  Qo  I — To  lif«  ^hm  joy  wi*  dead ; 

Tq  go  witli  oiw  loTie,  pmmg  tl^ooglLt — 
To  i&oiir&rul  l&^  her  bemg  w«J — 
Fwling:  wbat  death  kud  wrought ; 
Tn  liT«  the  child  of  wo^,  yd  thed  no  te&it 
Jktf  kiftdnf  t  ubl  yet  Bhara  iw  joy  jior  fear ; 

1^>  loo%  on  man^  and  deem  it  ttniige 

TTiat  h*  mt  thingg  of  earOi  should  bfOodp 
Wben  Bit  iu  tb^ong:'d  and  btuy  ruige 
To  hrr  wa*  BoLitude^ — 
Qlp  tiki*  wa*  biUi^rotfas !     D^ath  caxn  e  and  prem^d 
Bir  wcvied  IkU,  acd  bfoughc  hei  aick  heart  nat. 

Wily  1o<ik  y«  on  e&ch  other  ao^ 

And  mpeik  tio  word  t — Ay,  alu^p  the  heed  \ 
8hi*  *»  fPfi*  where  je  can  n^irer  go. 
What  fbar  ye  firom  the  dead  1 
ttfy  tfU  TM  taUa;  and  y«  tre  oil  t7li«  men ; 
S|i  w«ab  twaj  that  btood ;  then,  hoiiM  agein  I — 

Tii  oo  ymif  *onlB ;  it  will  not  out  I 

L%%^  why  m  htii  1     "T  ia  not  like  thee  I 
Caoii^  whetw  thy  rrrel*  *«tht  and  ahout  t 
^  That  pale  one  in  the  aea  f^ — 
t  ttutid  not  hlood. — B^i  she — [  cannot  tell ! 
Ai^t  frM'tt— it  iadli'd  like  fine  f)f  beUt-^ 


^Ab^  when  il  peM'd  there  wu  no  ti«ad  T 

It  l«^'d  the  dedL — Who  heard  the  »oundT 
]  braid  nofje  J — Say,  what  waa  it  fled  t — 
Poof  girl! — And  i£  ahe  drown'd  1 — 
WcQt  down  thfwa  d^pthaT  How  dark  they  look, 

and  cold! 
ShiV  ^ondrr!    Bto|i  hw?— Now! — there? — hold 
I  bcr,boUr 

I  XX- 

'      IVey  ipised  upon  hie  ghoiitly  &ee» 

<*  What  ails  thee,  Lti ;  and  why  that  flaieT" 
''Lookl  ha,  'tia  gone,  end  ntrt  a  tnaceT 
No.  nOt  *he  was  not  there! — 
Who  of  you  aajd  to  heard  her  when  ahe  fell ! 
Twaa  atran^v^r'U  not  be  fool'd— Will  no  one 

t<4ir 


He  pttnatd.     And  toca  the  wildne!ia  p<9«e'd. 

Th^fn  <3jtne  the  tinglin)^  duBh  of  abameu 
Ri'moFwi  ar*d  fear  are  gon*?  aa  fast* 
•^The  nlly  thing:  V  to  blame 
To  <{iiil  UM  aoh,     ^t*  plain  ahe  loTcd  ua  not; 
Or  4ia  'd  hate  aitajM  a  while,  and  fhoml  my  eoL" 

xLir* 
And  then  the  ribald  lan^hM.     Th'^  jeftt. 

Though  otd  and  foul.  Lond  laughter  dran^i 
And  fouWr  yet  came  from  the  reH 
Of  that  infenwd  ctpw. 
If  ol^  fvaren.  their  blasphetuj,  their  broken  tniit  I 
L  murder^^tniitder  pandrra  tuat ! 


Now  slowly  up  they  bring  thfl  dead 

From  out  that  ailent,  litin-Iit  mom. 
No  prayer  at  their  quick  burial  aiiid ; 
No  triend  to  weep  their  doom. 
The  hungry  waw^  have  aeixed  them  one  by  one 
And,  Bwatlowing  down  their  prey,  go  roaring  cm- 

XMT, 

Ones  Lii,  **  We  omit  m^  ktt  biitr»3r*d, 

*T  is  but  to  add  another  contc  \ 
Strange  worda,  'tis  eaid»  an  aaa  once  bra^M  t 
I  '11  never  tm«t  a  home  I 
Out  I  throw  Kim  on  the  wjivtia  altvc  I    Hell  awtm 
For  once  a  horse  aholl  riJp  j  we  all  ride  him." 


Surh  BOtmd  to  moTtid  car  ne'er  c^mo 

A  a  rang  far  o'er  the  wattuv  wide. 
Il  shook  with  fear  the  atoute&t  fmme: 
The  honwj  U  on  the  tide! 
A«  the  wavce  leave»  or  hfl  him  up,  hit  cry 
Comes  lower  now^  and  now  *lia  near  and  high. 


And  through  the  swift  waTe*a  yeaty  crown 

Hie  ecaied  eyes  ahoot  a  ficndiah  light, 
And  &ar  aeema  wralh.     He  now  sinka  down.. 
Now  heaved  again  to  aight^ 
Then  drifta  awsiy ;  aad  tiirough  the  night  they  heai 
Far  off  that  dreadful  ciy,^ — But  mom  ia  near. 


O  hadflt  thou  known  what  deeda  wero  done. 

When  thou  wast  ahinlng  far  away^ 
WonM'st  thou  let  fiill,  caim-comiDg  suUf 
Thy  warm  and  ailcnl  ray! 
The  good  are  tn  their  gniTca ;  thou  conat  not  cheer 
Their  dark^  coUl  monsione:  Sin  alone  ia  hcie* 

T!LWllU 

«The  deed 'a  complete!     The  Rold  ia  oun! 

There,  waah  away  that  bloody  aloln  I 
Pray,  who  *d  refuae  what  fortune  atiowera  1 
Now,  ladBp  we*ll  lot  our  Rain. 
Must  ^rly  tharp,  jou  know,  whut'a  fairly  got! 
A  truly  gflid  night's  work !    W ho  mj s  \  was  not  T** 


There's  aoni^,  and  oath*  ami  gaming  deep, 
Hot  wonLii,  and  lauc^hter,  miid  cmroun? ; 
There 'e  naught  of  prayer,  and  Utile  aleep" 
The  devil  keep*  the  houfie! 
»L>1  eheatat"  cried  Jjlck*     hu%  atruek  him  to 

the  hearL 
''That^a  fonir*  one  muttcrM.— ^'Fod!  y<m  lake 
yonr  part! — 

"The  fiwer  heir*  the  richnr,  man  ! 

Hold  forth  thy  palm,  and  keep  thy  prate! 
Our  life,  we  mul,  ia  but  a  -pun* 
What  matter*,  aoon  or  lalel" 
And  wlieti  in  shore,  and  riakeil.  Did  miny  dieT 
*'  Near  half  my  crew,  poor  laJi !''  he*d  aay,  and  *igh 
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Within  our  baj,  one  itonnj  night, 

Tho  iflle-men  saw  boats  make  ibr  sfaoie» 
With  here  and  there  a  dancing  light, 
lliat  flash'd  on  man  and  oar. 
When  haird,  the  rowing  stopp'd,  and  all  was  daik. 
"  Ha !  lantern-work ! — We  '11  home  I  They  're  play- 
ing shark !" 

Lir. 
Next  day,  at  noontime,  toward  the  town. 

All  stared  and  wonder'd  much  to  see 
Mat.  and  his  men  come  strolling  down. 
The  boys  shout,  «  Here  comes  Lax  I" 
«  Thy  ship,  good  Lsi  V  «  Not  many  leagoes  fitom 

shore 
Our  ship  by  chance  took  fire." — ^They  leam'd  no 
more. 

LIII. 

He  and  his  crew  were  flush  of  gold. 

w  You  did  not  lose  your  cargo,  then  !" 
**  Learn,  where  all's  &irly  bought  and  sold. 
Heaven  prospers  those  true  men. 
Forsake  your  evil  ways,  as  we  forsook 
Our  ways  of  sin,  and  honest  courses  took ! 

MY. 

•<  Woulds^  see  my  log4)ook  t    Fairiy  wf  it 

With  pen  of  steel,  and  ink  of  blood ! 
How  lightly  doth  the  conscience  sit ! 
Learn,  truth's  the  only  good." 
And  thus,  with  flout,  and  cold  and  impioiis  jeer, 
He  fled  repentance,  if  he  'scaped  not  fear. 


Remorse  and  fear  he  drowns  in  drink. 

«  Come,  pass  the  bowl,  my  jolly  crew ! 
It  thicks  the  blood  to  mope  and  think. 
Here's  merry  days,  though  few!" 
And  then  he  quafiik — So  riot  reigns  within ; 
So  brawl  and  laughter  shake  that  house  of  sin. 


Mat  lords  it  now  throughout  the  isle. 
His  hand  &lls  heavier  than  before. 
All  dread  alike  his  frown  or  smile. 
None  come  within  his  door. 
Save  those  who  dipp'd  their  hands  in  blood  with  him ; 
Save  those  who  luigh'd  to  see  the  white  horse  swim. 

LYIt. 

« To-night's  our  anniversary; 

And,  mind  me,  lads,  we'U  have  it  kept 
With  royal  state  and  special  glee ! 
Better  with  those  who  slept 
Their  sleep  that  night,  had  he  be  now,  who  slinks ! 
And  health  and  wealth  to  him  who  bravely  drinks !" 

LYiir. 
The  words  they  speak,  we  may  not  speak. 

The  tales  they  tell,  we  may  not  teU. 
Mere  mortal  man,  forbear  to  seek 
The  secrets  of  that  hell ! 
Their  shouts  grow  loud : — ^Tis  near  mid-hoar  of 

night  : 
What  means  upon  the  waters  that  red  li^l 


Not  Uggar  th«a  %  star  it  msiim: 

And,  now,  'tii  like  tha  bftoo^y  mom: 
And,  now,  it  shoots  in  haiiy  ttatwm 
Its  li^t!-T-'iwm  rettch  ns  aooo  I 
A  ship!  iod  all  on  fire ! — hull,  jaida,  and  i 
Her  sheeU  are  sheets  of  flamel— Sha'a  m 
&gt\ 

LZ. 

And  now  she  rides,  upright  and  aliU, 

Shedding  a  wild  anid  lurid  light 
Around  the  cove,  on  inland  hill. 
Waking  the  gloom  of  nig^t 
AU  breathes  of  terror !  men,  in  dumb  aniCM 
Gaze  on  each  other  'neath  the  honid  blue. 


It  scares  the  sea-birds  firom  (heir  i 

They  dart  and  wheel  with  deafening  sere 

Now  dark-*«nd  now  their  wings  and  hum 

Flash  back  disastrous  gleams. 

0,  sin,  what  hast  thou  done  on  this  fair  earth 

The  world,  O  man,  is  wailing  o'er  thy  birth. 

IXII. 

And  what  comes  up  above  the  wave, 

So  ghastly  white  1 — ^A  spectral  bead  t^ 
A  horse's  head ! — (May  Heaven  aav* 
Those  looking  on  the  dead— > 
The  waking  dead!)  There,  on  the  oea,  hasten 
The  Spectre-Horse! — He  moves;  he  gains 


LSI  II. 

Onward  he  speeds.    His  ghostly  i 

Are  streaming  with  a  cold,  blue  Ught. 
Heaven  keep  the  wits  of  him  who  rides 
The  Spectre-Horse  to-night ! 
His  path  is  shining  like  a  swift  ship's  wake; 
Before  Lxs's  door  he  gleams  like  day's  gnj  b 

LXIY. 

The  revel  now  is  high  within ; 

It  breaks  upon  the  midnight  air. 

They  little  think,  mid  mirth  and  din. 

What  spirit  waits  them  there. 

As  if  the  sky  became  a  voice,  then  spread 

A  sound  to  appal  the  living,  stir  the  dead. 


The  spirit«teed  sent  up  the  neigh. 

It  seem'd'the  living  trump  of  hell. 
Sounding  to  call  the  damn'd  away. 
To  join  the  host  that  felL 
It  rang  along  the  vaulted  sky :  the  ihore 
Jarr'd  hard,  as  when  the  thron^fing  surges  roi 


It  rang  in  ears  that  knew  the  sound ; 

And  hot,  flush'd  cheeks  are  blanch'd  wifh 

And  why  does  Lss  look  wildly  round  1 

Thinks  he  the  drown'd  hone  neart 

He  drops  his  oup— his  lips  axe  stiff  vniSti  fti|j 

Nay,  sit  thee  down !    It  is  thy  banqoet  ni^ 
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LXXT. 

n>  1  fM  is  1311  m^  rpint  now, 
f  f»  Ift  £«ttd-^  go  W  wo  f ' 
0^  mh/a  m  wnk  u  tbou, 
ilravif  mui? — Hi*  hoot  upon  the  dooi^^tOTie^  Be«, 

0,  tbou  wo«t  bom  for  tlimg«  of  |o»© ; 

Makmg^  morr  lovely  in  thy  «hiiTO 
WhiAe'er  Ihmi  look'st  on,     HosIji  Abo?e, 
In  thttt  aoA  lii^ht  of  thm^, 
Bum  softer — earth.  In  silvery  mi^  ewmM  hcawn 
Thou*rt  going  down  ? — hast  tcJl  him  un  forgiven ! 

Lrrttt. 

LXXTt. 

Tlif  hair  jtfklis  up  * — "  0, 1  mu*t  t«ftf 
Hit  gyM    thdf  near  and  drettdful  gliij« 
IVia'ft  mad  la  mmutt  tbfti  hofsef — "A  pc9>w«r 
1  wim  ebtf^-erk^  '  Mini£)t  tlwe,  mm  of  tin  !*  '* 

Th«  far,  low  wevt  is  brif^ht  no  moie. 

How  «tiU  it  19 !     No  HOund  is  bBBfd 
At  wa,  Of  ill  idong  lln?  tthore, 
But  cry  ot  poMin^  bird. 
Thou    living   tiling — and  Jir'at   iJiodi   cmjM  ao 

near 
Tb^a  wild  and  ghostly  Khapes  ofdcatb  and  fetf  f 

&SK* 

mtrxt. 

B**»  now  Dpod  tbo  ■pectroV  bedl, 

U' ith  wrifi  ijf  ttlk,  uid  curb  of  goI4 
Ti*  UmdtiX  .p«d  !^^e  i^in  is  «l»cJ( 

Now  long  that  tbleL,  Te<l  light  baa  »bane 

On  ftcrn,  dvk  forJu,  and  deep,  irtiU  hay^ 
On  man  and  horse,  ihut  sctim  of  »to(nef 
So  motion  lew  are  th«y. 
But  now  its  lurid  fire  less  ficnrdy  buma : 
The  night  ia  going — iaint,  g^j  dawn  i^tuma. 

txi* 

LXTTIIl,                                                     i 

He9Miw|tll«peca;  be  ^tiei  wtth  dicai]  T 
Afld  fto-w  1lii?y 'fc  on  tht  (um^irgf  «t«ep ! 
Ami,  i^mnr*  the  Hring  ant!  the  c!*dd, 
Tttey  11  make  the  bonid  kmp ! 
1^  hatUB  «U>pv  iluHi  *— hii  feflt  art  on  llic  fftrge* 
B<i*aiia/ia»  maibh^  higk  above  the  «itrg«. 

That  apectrc^leed  now  slowly  paka; 

Now  ciumgiH  like  the  mt^onlit  cloud  ; 
That  coldt  thui  light,  now  slowly  G^li. 

Which  wrapji'd  ttiem  like  a  »bfou4 
Both  ahip  and  hotise  mre  failing  ioto  air, — 

'                                    mi* 

IXIJX.                                                     1 

Atil,  ni^b,  tbe  t«II  «hip  jet  bumi  ao^ 

Wilh  rr^i.  bot  «parft^  miiJ  eraridiiif(  flatne. 
fintt  bull  (4>  p^tasE^  nothmg'ji  ^ttui** 
8b«  b«nw»  «jJ  yet'*  the  idme ! 
Her  bat,  rrJ  fiame  U  braling,  all  the  tiij^htt 
Qa  mm  wad  bofve,  in  ihdr  cold,  pboaphor  Ugbt 

The  mombi^  air  blow?  freah  on  hhn  t 

The  wa^ea  dsinee  ghiilly  in  hii«  sicjbt ; 
The  aea-btrde  calK  and  whei-l,  and  skiin — 
O,  blisssed  mominij  light  I 
He  doth  mit  bMir  their  ji\vuO*  call ;  bo  •«?« 
No  beauty  in  tlio  wave  ;  nor  feels  the  breexe,               | 

LX^lI* 

t.«XX,                                                        ' 

TbrftOfli  Ibml  cold  light  the  fesrfol  mm 

Bit*  lookinf  on  the  bumbng  ihtp» 
Hf*  nr'rf  ig^iin  will  ^ume  mud  \mtu 

And  jet  be  da«  ntit  «pe«k«  m  mdce  a  «mnd ! 
Wbit  ire  joii»  LmK  ?  th4^  bodiei  of  the  drown'd  ! 

Forbc*s  ai5CUr»«l  from  all  that's  good; 

He  ne'er  mu^t  know  it*  heaUng  power; 
The  sinner  on  hiii  hi\*  must  brood, 
And  wait,  alone,  hi*  hotir, 
A  atrajiger  to  earth's  Iwanty — hnnmn  lore  | 
Tbc*a*a  here  no  re*l  for  him,  no  hope  above  t 

tvxiu^ 

t%%%u 

"!  looliu  wKent  mortal  mtn  mij  not — 

f  ntn  the  chAiDbrrt  of  die  dwp. 
t  w  Ibft  dmtl,  lona^,  Lang  forgot  \ 

t  aee  tbem  m  thrtf  f>te<ep. 

8ift««  b*wbo  Itvgtiei  hu  lout  with  de^tb  ^nd  woj' 

The  hot  imn  bealji  upnn  M»  heatl ; 

Mo  fttaniU  hPTifnth  \tn  hrtmil,  fiprve  bla%               ; 
Aa  atiff  and  cold  a^  one  that's  dead:                         U 
A  troubled » Jn^my  ma«*                       *                 11 
Of  aome  unearthly  btirmr,  al!  he  knOMI 
Of  aome  wild  horror  pa*t.  and  c ominff  woMp               , 

ITXIT* 

txtxtT. 

fly  bjrt,  low,  melAneholy  f%j 
Hudm  toWLf^  klm.     Quit  hhn  not  io  iooii  T 

lUolbcr,  iitm^rrj,  ilajl 
Peif  lar  wd  deftlh  wt  wttb  bini ;  ifid  eati«l  thou, 
Widi  di«l  kiii4  eartbwud  look,  go  kare  him  now  ! 

The  gnll  baa  found  bet  place  on  *bofe  I 

The  aim  g4>oe  down  afrain  to  rest ; 
And  all  i»  «lill  but  wean'i  roar: 
There  ataiid*  thi»  man  unble«*M, 
But  *ee,  he  mmea — be  iurn«,  aa  Biking  whero 
His  nialca  r— Wby  looka  he  with  that  pitMiia  atara  ! 
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LXXXIII. 

Go,  get  thee  home,  and  end  thy  mirth  I 

Goy  call  the  rerellen  again  I 
They're  fled  the  isle ;  and  o'er  the  earth 
Are  wanderers  like  Cain. 
As  he  his  door-stone  pass'd,  the  air  blew  chilL 
The  wine  is  on  the  board ;  Lsi,  take  thy  fill ! 


''There's  none  to  meet  me,  none  to  cheer; 
The  seats  are  empty — lights  burnt  out ; 
And  I,  alone,  must  sit  me  here: 
Would  I  could  hear  their  shout !" 
Ho  ne'er  shall  hear  it  more — ^more  taste  his  wine ! 
Silent  he  sits  within  the  still  moonshine.    ■ 


Day  came  again ;  and  up  he  rose, 

A  weary  man  from  his  lone  board ; 
Nor  merry  feast,  nor  sweet  repose 
Did  that  long  night  afford. 
No  shadowy-coming  night,  to  bring  him  i 
No  dawn,  to  chase  the  darkness  of  his  breast  I 


He  walks  within  the  day's  full  glare 

A  darken'd  man.     Where'er  he  comes, 
All  shun  him.     Children  peep  and  stare ; 
Then,  frighten'd,  seek  their  homes. 
Through  all  the  crowd  a  thrilling  horror  ran. 
They  point,  and  say, — "There  goes  the  wicked 


LZXXTII. 

He  turns  and  curses  in  his  wrath 

Both  man  and  child;  then  hastes  away 
Shoreward,  or  takes  some  gloomy  path; 
But  there  he  cannot  stay : 
Terror  and  madness  drive  him  back  to  men ; 
His  hate  of  man  to  solitude  again.* 

LXXXTIir. 

Time  passes  on,  and  he  grows  bold — 

His  eye  is  fierce,  his  oaths  are  loud ; 
None  dare  from  Lss  the  hand  withhold ; 
He  mles  and  scoffs  the  crowd. 
But  still  at  heart  there  lies  a  secret  fear; 
For  now  the  year's  dread  round  is  drawing  near. 

LXXXIX. 

He  swears,  but  he  is  sick  at  heart ; 

He  laughs,  but  he  turns  deadly  pale ; 
His  restless  eye  and  sudden  start— 
These  tell  the  dreadful  tale 
That  will  be  told:  it  needs  no  words  from  thee. 
Thou  self-sold  slave  to  fear  and  misery. 


Bond-slave  of  sin,  see  there— that  light  ? 

••Ha!  take  me^— take  me  from  its  blaze!" 
Nay,  thou  must  ride  the  steed  to-night ! 
But  other  weary  days 
And  nights  must  shine  and  darken  o'er  thy  head, 
Ere  thou  shalt  go  with  him  to  meet  the  dead. 


Again  the  diip  lights  aU  the  land ; 

Again  Lxx  stridea  the  apectv»4ieaat; 
Again  upon  the  cliff  they  stand. 
This  once  he  '11  be  released  !— 
Gone  horse  and  ship;  but  Lxs's  last  hope  is 
Nor  laugh,  nor  sco£^  nor  rage  can  help  him  n 


His  spirit  heard  that  spirit  say, 

«  Listen ! — I  twice  have  come  to  thee. 
Once  more— «nd  then  a  dreadful  way ! 
And  thou  must  go  with  me !" 
Ay,  cling  to  earth,  as  sailor  to  the  rock ! 
Searswept,  suck'd  down  in  the  tremendqus  si 

XCIII.. 

He  goes ! — So  thou  must  loose  thy  hold. 

And  go  with  Death;  nor  breathe  the  bs 
Of  early  air,  nor  light  behold. 
Nor  sit  thee  in  the  calm 
Of  gentle  thoughts,  where  good  men  wait 

close. 
In  life,  or  death,  where  look'st  thou  for  repos 


Who's  sitting  on  that  long,  black  ledge. 

Which  makes  so  &x  out  in  the  sea; 
Feeling  the  kelp-weed  on  its  edge! 
Poor,  idle  Matthxw  Lsi  ! 
So  weak  and  pale?    A  year  and  little  moie. 
And  bravely  did  he  lord  it  round  thiit  dioral 


And  on  the  shingles  now  he  sits. 

And  rolls'  the  pebbles  'neath  his  hands ; 

Now  walks  the  beach;  then  stops  by  fits. 

And  scores  the  smooth,  wet  sands; 

Then  tries.each  cliff,  and  cove,  and  jut;  that  bo 

The  isle;  then  home  from  many  weary  roun 

XCTI. 

They  ask  him  why  he  wanders  so, 

From  day  to  day,  the  uneven  strand  t 
"  I  wish,  I  wish  that  I  might  go  I 
But  I  would  go  by  land ; 
And  there's  no  way  that  I  can  find — ^I  've  tri) 
All  day  and  night!"— He  seaward  look'^d, 
sigh'd. 

XCYII. 

It  brought  the  tear  to  many  an  eye 

That,  once,  his  eye  had  made  to  quaiL 
«Lxi,  go  with  us;  our  sloop  is  nigh; 
Come !  help  us  hoist  her  saiL" 
He  shook.    "You  know  the  spirit-horse  I  lii 
He  'U  let  me  on  the  sea  with  none  beside !" 

XCVIIT. 

He  views  the  ships  that  come  and  gp, 

Looking  so  like  to  living  things. 
O !  't  is  a  proud  and  gallant  show 
Of  bright  and  broad-spread  wings. 
Making  it  light  around  them  as  they  ke^ 
Their  course  right  onward  through  the 
deep. 
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}  the  ^r*o(rmid-buB  Ult 
TMft  tacki  in  trinj(  uid  nmrraw  tinop 
The  bre«ltfiv  ^bout,  mnd  trap,  anU  abii1l« 
And  Knd  thf  spark  ling  bnno 
Blu  dw  air;  ttirrv  nutb  to  miirtic  strifc!^^ 
W  cr««tuiva  of  the  BCd,  m)d  ful]  of  lifd — 


Bui  not  la  Lvi.     He  elu  nloi»«i 

Nv  £jlo«ffdyp  nor  joy  Ibr  bnii* 
B«ftM  damn  ^  wo,  b<»  xndieD  no  moan, 

Tboogh  tcftrt  will  AouifainKa  diin^ 
T^  mkmg  tfm.    O,  how  hU  worn  iliou^hla 

Mmja^  ft^fun,  tjut  rest  within  the  gmvv. 


Tb»  fx»du  aro  drippinf  in  the  miai 
Thil  Um  ho  hra'*if  off  Ibc  ehow; 
SoiRS  Htffi  the  nmniDg  breakers ; — tii«t 
Tbfv  duU  uad.tmMhiu'M  roar! 
Ln  ksuiUfM  to  fhetr  voice. — **i  hetr,  I  bear 
fotr  i«ll — Not  jet! — I  know  ^j  tim«  \»  near  I" 


And  now  th^  mkt  seeing  taking  sbap«r 

fcHTntng  n  dim,  gigmntie  ghovtt — 
Eii>Jni40«*  dung ! — There '«  no  eieftpti ; 
T  i*  f  Icwc  upon  the  toa^ 
Lit  kiiiP«f ]»,  but  cannot  pray, — Why  mock  him  so  T 
Tie  ihip  hi!  clearM  the  fog^  Lki,  *ec  h«r  go! 

tit  I* 
A  tw«rt,  low  voMttj  in  •lajTjr  night*, 
Ofaiit*  Ui  ha  ear  a  ptaintng  song ; 
III  ton«  conn*  windins  up  the  heights, 
TfUmf  of  wo  and  wrong ; 
Anil  br  must  Ikten.  till  the  etaw  grow  dim, 
Th»  toitg  that  gentk  vi^icc  doth  sing  to  him* 


0,  H  is  Hd  tiMt  aught  «o  mild 

StiotAl  Mad  Ihit  f-oui  with  bands  of  fea?; 
That  atimint  lo  soothe  4  liille  child, 
ThfT  man  should  dread  to  hear! 
Bgl  sin  hath  brokia  the  wortil^a  sweet  pcaco— un- 

rnmig 
1^  huixw>iu«ti«  dtuirQM  to  whkh  ibie  ongck  mug* 

Ifl  thkk,  darV  nights  he  'd  take  his  smX 

High  op  the  ciiSs,  und  fiHf{  them  t^bake, 
A*  swuns  the  ae*  with  heavy  beat 
Iklow — and  hear  it  hn*ak 
With  savage  roar,  ihpn  psune  and  gather  Btrcngth, 
Ai>d  tlicn.  com*  tumbling  in  its  swollen  length- 


Bui  he  no  more  fihidl  haunt  the  bcachf 

Nor  mi  upon  tt^  tall  rlilTA  ctowti^ 
Nor  fo  ihfl  round  of  nil  that  reach. 
Nor  (eehly  dt  Mm  down. 
Wolhrhing  the  swaying  weej*  >^»nother  day, 
And  ho  11  have  gono  &r  hoooe  that  dreadful  way. 


To^bt  th«  ch»TTOed  number  V  told. 

•* Twice  have  I  corao  for  thee,**  it  said. 
"Once  mon^j  and  none  Klmli  thee  behold. 
Come !  live  out%  U>  the  dead  I^' — 
80  hears  hU  tioul,  and  leafs  the  coining  night; 
Yet  skk  and  weary  of  the  soft,  calm  liglit 

eriii. 

Again  h^  mU  within  that  room : 

All  day  he  leans  at  thnt  fitill  board ; 
None  to  bring  comfort  Ua  his  gloom, 
Or  speak  a  friendly  word. 
Weakened  with  (car,  lone,  haunted  by  Tomoraej 
Poor,  abattcf'd  wretch,  there  waits  be  that  polo 
horse*  * 


Not  long  he  waita.    Where  now  are  gono 

Vmkj  citadel,  and  tower,  that  stood 
Beautiful,  while  the  west  «iin  shone 
And  bathed  them  in  his  flood 
Of  airy  gloty  t — Sudden  dojknew  fell; 
And  down  they  went,  peak,  tower,  citddel. 


The  daritnesB,  like  a  dome  of  stone, 

Ceik  up  the  heaven^^ — T  is  hu»b  as  death — 
Al!  but  the  ocean's  dull,  low  moon. 
How  hard  Lsi  draws  hia  brr«th  I 
He  shudders  as  he  feels  the  working  Power, 
Arouso  the^,  Lc«  T  up  !  man  thee  for  thine  hoUF? 

cxt, 

'T  b  cloee  at  hand ;  fof  there,  onoc  mor^ 

The  burning  ship.    Wide  fiheets  of  flame 
And  shafts  of  fire  sha  showed  before  \ — 
Twice  thua  she  hither  came  -^ — 
But  now  she  rolls  a  naied  hulk,  and  throw« 
A  wasting  light !  thi^n,  settliog,  dowu  ahe  goes* 


And  where  »ho  sank,  up  fslowly  came 

The  Spectre-Horse  from  out  the  sciu 
And  there  he  stands  I     His  iialc  sides  flame. 
Hoi!  meet  thee  Bhorlly,  Lee, 
He  treads  the  waters  as  a  liolld  floor ; 
He  'a  moving  on,     Lsi  waits  him  at  the  do<wv 

They  're  met, — **  I  know  thou  cotneat  (or  nao, 

Ls^'s  spirit  to  the  spectre  laid ; 
"I  know  that  I  must  go  with  thee — ' 
Take  me  not  to  the  dead. 
It  was  not  I  nlonc  ihal  did  the  deed  V* 
Dti^adful  the  eye  of  that  still,  spectral  steed, 

citr» 

Lii  cannot  turn.     There  is  n  for^c 

In  that  fijiM  eye,  which  holdii  him  f.u!l. 
How  stiU  they  stand*— tlie  man  and  hom^ 
"  Thine  hour  is  aluio«l  pnst'* 
«0,  apara  me,**  criea  the  wn^lch,  «tthou  fearful 

oner* 
»  My  ttnie  ia  full^I  must  noi  go  alen^"' 
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CXT. 

« I  'm  weak  and  UanL    O,  let  me  itay  P 

•«  Nay,  muTtlerer,  rest  nor  stay  for  thee  !** 
The  hone  and  man  are  on  their  way ; 
He  bears  him  to  the  lea. 
Hark !  how  the  spectre  breathes  through  this  still 

night: 
See,  from  his  nostrils  streams  a  deathly  light ! 


He 's  on  the  beach ;  but  stops  not  there ; 

He 's  on  the  sea ! — that  dreadful  horse ! 
Lek  flings  and  writhes  in  wild  despair ! — 
In  vain !     The  spirit<x>rso 
Holds  him  by  fearful  spell ; — he  cannot  leap. 
Withhi  that  horrid  light  he  rides  the  deep. 

cxTir. 

It  lights  the  sea  around  their  track— 

The  curling  comb,  and  dark  steel  wa^e ; 
There,  yet,  sits  Les  the  spectre's  back — 
Gone !  gone !  and  none  to  saTe ! 
They  're  seen  no  more ;  the  night  has  shut  them  in. 
May  Heaven  haee  pity  on  thee,  man  of  sin  I 

CXTIII. 

The  earth  has  wash'd  away  Hs  stain ; 

The  sealed-up  sky  is  breaking  forth, 
Mustering  its  glorious  hosts  again. 
From  the  far  south  and  north ; 
The  climbing  moon  plays  on  the  rippling  sat. 
— O,  whither  on  its  waters  rideth  Lib  1 


THE  OCEAN.* 

Now  stretch  your  eye  off  shore,  o'er  waters  made 
To  cleanse  the  air  and  bear  the  worid's  great  trade, 
To  rise,  and  wet  the  mountains  near  the  sun. 
Then  beick  into  themselves  in  riven  run, 
Fulfilling  mighty  uses  far  and  wide, 
Through  earth,  in  air,  or  here,  as  ocean-tide. 

Ho !  how  the  giant  heaves  himself,  and  strains 
And  flings  to  break  his  strong  and  viewless  chains ; 
Foams  in  his  wrath ;  and  at  his  prison  doors, 
Hark !  hear  him !  hdw  he  beats  and  tugs  and  roan. 
As  if  he  would  break  forth  again  and  sweep 
Each  living  thing  within  his  lowest  deep. 

Type  of  the  Infinite !   I  look  away 
Over  thy  billows,  and  I  cannot  stay 
My  thought  upon  a  resting-place,  or  make 
A  shore  beyond  my  vision,  where  they  hredk ; 
But  on  my  spirit  stretches,  till  it's  pain 
To  think ;  then  rests,  and  then  puts  forth  again. 
Thou  hold'st  me  by  a  spell ;  and  on  thy  beach 
I  feel  ill  soul ;  and  thoughts  unmeasured  reach 
Far  back  beyond  all  date.     And,  O  !  how  old 
T*hou  art  to  me.    For  countless  yean  thou  hast 

roU'd. 
Before  an  ear  did  hear  thee,  thou  didst  mourn. 
Prophet  of  sorrows,  o'er  a  race  unborn ; 
Waiting,  thou  mighty  minister  of  death, 
Lonely  thy  work,  ere  man  had  drawn  his  breath. 

*  From  **  Factitloas  Life.'* 


At  last  thou  didst  it  wdl!    The  dread 
Came,  and  thou  swept^st  to  death  the  braatUng  land ; 
And  then  once  more,  onto  the  silent  heavea 
Thy  kme  and  melancholy  Toiee  was  given. 

And  though  the  land  is  throng'd  agam,  O  Sea! 
Strange  sadness  touches  all  that  goea  with  thee. 
The  small  bird's  plaining  note,  the  wild,  sharp  aH 
Share  thy  own  spirit :  it  is  sadness  all ! 
How  daik  and  stem  upon  thy  waves  looks  down 
Yonder  tall  cliff— he  with  the  iron  crown. 
And  see !  those  sable  pines  along  the  steep, 
Are  come  to  join  thy  requiem,  gloomy  deep ! 
Like  stoled  monks  they  stand  and  chant  the  diiige 
Over  the  dead,  with  thy  low  beating  nuge. 


DAYBREAK. 


**  The  Pilsrim  tbay  laid  In  a  large  upper  cliamber,i 
window  opened  toward*  the  lun-rlslng:  tbe  iMMe  oTlks 
chamber  was  Peace ;  where  he  slept  till  break  of  day, 
and  then  be  awoke  and  sang."~71U  PHgrim*B  Pfgimt, 

Now,  brighter  than  the  host  that  all  night  long^ 

In  fieiy  armour,  far  up  in  the  sky 

Stood  watch,  thou  comest  to  wait  the  moniiiig's 

song. 
Thou  comest  to  tell  me  day  again  is  nigh. 
Star  of  the  dawning !    Cheerful  is  thine  eye; 
And  yet  in  the  broad  day  it  must  grow  dim. 
Thou  seem'st  to  look  on  me,  as  asking  why 
My  mourning  eyes  with  silent  tean  do  swim ; 
Thou  bid'st  me  turn  to  God,  and  seek  my  rest  in   j, 

Him.  il 

Canst  thou  grow  sad,  thou  say'st,  as  earth  growi 

bright!  11 

And  sigh,  when  little  birds  begin  discoane 
In  quick,  low  voices,  ere  the  streaming  light 
Poun  on  their  nests,  from  out  the  day's  f 

source! 

With  creatures  innocent  thou  must  perloKe 
A  sharer  be,  if  that  thine  heart  be  pure. 
And  holy  hour  like  this,  save  sharp  remone, 
Of  ills  and  pains  of  life  must  be  the  care. 
And  breathe  in  kindred  calm,  and  teach  thee  to 
endure. 

I  feel  its  calm.    But  there's  a  sombroos  hue, 
Edging  that  easteAi  cloud,  of  deep,  dull  red ; 
Nor  glitten  yet  the  cold  and  heavy  dew ; 
And  all  the  woods  and  hill-tope  stand  outspread 
With  dusky  lights,  which  warmth  nor  comibft 

shed. 
Still — save  the  bird  that  scarcely  lifts  its  aong^ 
The  vast  world  seems  the  tomb  of  all  the  dead^ 
The  silent  city  emptied  of  its  throng. 
And  ended,  all  alike,  grief^  mirth,  love,  hate,  and 

wrong. 

But  wrong,  and  hate,  and  love,  and  grief;  and  mirth ' 
Will  quicken  soon ;  and  hard,  hot  toil  and  strife. 
With  headlong  purpose,  shake  this  sleeping  earth 
With  discord  strange,  and  all  that  man  calls  life. 
With  thousand  scatter'd  beantiea  nature's  rife ; 


BICHARD  H.  DANA, 


121 


ii»  noC  Hum,  but  idLith  kit  to  wife ; 
I  y*  hmst  wilh  mft  an  J  kindly  li<*s  i — 

h  h  IWi  HIK  fnaJi  naeth  bo  vmiw 

Her  df«fart  bleaitiigi,  Nstiire  sccrarth  snd ; 

E^  wliy  fthmtld  the  In  oitah  frpeih  hour  ka  thU 

Sai  hll  the  vr-iJ«  in  rvT^Ution  ^laij, 

f  Kfcm  ber  f«ir  face ! — It  is  that  maii  ii  mad ! 

Thm  rliide  nw  not,  clear  star,  that  I  r^no 

WiNa  fwture  giijFTH ;  nor  deem  thlt  heart  ii  \md> 

noa  Jook'ct  lo¥nid  em^ ;  but  y«i  the  heavens 


WUkl  10 


mxth  am  bound: — When  will 
be  mine  1 


the 


If  ttMl  WMU  but  hw  finer  aati3i«  kom, 
AnI  not  bi  H&  fioitesfiie  laee  the  neme 
df  vai|pl«r  thmgft;  raoM  nMure't  featui«i  stem 
tilm  bo  thougbtful,  then,  wjtb  rouI  intense 
hot  ream  for  Ottp  t(*  tnkc  me  he&c«f 
^  my  1<A  alhdt  in  sj>irit  bowM^ 
rtit%$  htunhty  why  it  is,  ajid  whence  i 
Burt  wfcffn  I  •«  cold  iTUVt*  of  reason  pj-oad, 
1^  «>Eit4iAfe  Lt  «d — 1  *m  lonely  in  ihc  croird. 

001  not  ^r  tbu  alone,  tS>e  iilcnt  ttiir 
fllMlq  U»  mine  ey^«,  while  lookbg  on  llu!  mcRrnt 
Kor  tor  ibb  at^lcmQ  hour:  £nesh  life  is  z^pdx  ; — 
B<£t  an  mfjoj^  l—thsj  4kd  when  newty  bom* 
Thflwaattd*  wtU  wake  to  joy ;  while  [,  forlornt 
An4  ifllit  Ovi6  ntnckcn  decrt  with  iiicklj  eye 
ShiB  aer  them  ^em*    Breathe  caLm — tny  apirilV 

Ipm ; 
T»  Wf  ih'iughts,  lift  up  my  boqI  on  high  ! — 
T*  liof^  of  thinga  unaeen^  fbe  AiHiff  world  bring 
nigh. 

AnaJ  whim  I  griew*,  O,  rather  let  it  be 
Thai  I*-»whomi  nature  tan|z:fat  ta  Att  wilh  her 
On  hxT  proruJ  mountains,  by  her  rolling  aea. — 
Wh^  wh<-n  the  wmtk  are  np»  with  mighty  stir 
Of  wdoils  and  waten— feel  tb«  qnickening:  flpur 
To  my  strorsg  spirit; — who.  at  my  own  childf 
Do  love  the  flowef ,  and  in  the  ragged  biir 
A  beauty  He — that  I  thii  mother  mild 
WboM  Jeave.  and  go  with  cai«^  and  pa«aionj  fierce 
«iid  wild  I 

How  anddefllj  that  straight  and  glitt^ng  shafl 
8hei  "^thwatt  lh«  eaith  !     In  crown  of  living;  fire 
Up  cofmai  the  day !  A  a  if  they  conscious  quofiTd^ 
1^  Bunny  Bood^  hOL,  forest,  dty  npire 
Laugh  in  tha  wakening  [iB^hL-^Qo,  Tain  desire  I 
The  dwkf  IJghtj  are  jron^ ;  go  thou  Ihy  way  ! 
Airf  pitiin?  discofjbetit,  like  th<mi,  expire ! 
B«  atird  my  chamber,  PiJLf  e^  when  ends  the  day  i 
Mad  let  me  with  th«  dawn,  like  PiLoaTss,  sing  and 


IMTmATlONS  OF  IMMORTALITY.* 

O*  tts-ra^ftman! 
A  ^vaM  within  m  ipeaks  the  atartiiug  wttrA^ 
•  Man,  thou  shall  never  die  T     Celeatkl  Tokea 


'  riMtia»«  *<]Ui]band*i  lad  Wilh*«  Gwrn^t.' 


Hymn  It  around  our  voula :  according  harj^w, 
By  angel  fitigciB  touched  when  the  mild  Ftara 
Of  mornmg  sang  together,  sound  forth  stilj 
The  fiong  of  our  great  immortality  I 
Thick,  clufitcring  orbs,  and  tltis  our  fair  domain. 
The  tall,  dark  mountidna,  and  the  decp-toncd  petuk 
Join  in  tbL^  solemn  t  univeraat  aong, 
— O,  biilen,  ye,  our  spirits !  drink  it  in 
From  all  Ihe  nir!     Tis  in  the  gentle  moonlight; 
*Ti»  flosimg  in  day's  setting  ^lorie^;  TUfiht, 
Wfapp*d  in  her  sable  rol>e,  with  t*llir/it  «U'p 
Cornea  to  our  lied  and  bri?athc«  it  jn  oui  eara ; 
Night  anrl  the  dawn,  bright  day  and  th^ui^htful  ev% 
All  time,  all  bounds,  the  limitlei«  eipan^v 
As  ona  vast,  mystic  instrument,  are  touch 'd 
By  an  onaeent  living  Hand,  and  conscious  chofdt 
Quirtsr  with  joy  in  this  great  jubilee  ; 
—The  dying  hear  it ;  and  aa  eounda  of  earth 
Gfow  dtill  aful  distant,  wake  their  p&Haing  soutt 
To  mingle  in  thii  hearenly  hannony. 


THE  LITTLE  BEACH-BIRD, 


T»av  litUe  bird,  thou  dweller  by  the  sea, 
Why  iaktft  thou  its  mekncho!y  voioel 
And  wtlh  that  boding  cry 
OW  the  waves  doat  thou  fly  T 
0  ?  rather,  bird,  with  me 
Hmnigh  the  fair  knd  rejoin ! 


Thy  flitting  form  cornea  ghcfltly  dim  and  |mJe» 
As  driven  by  a  beatin;^  elonu  at  sea  ; 
Thy  cry  is  weak  and  ^i red, 
Aa  if  thy  matca  had  shared 
The  dcx^m  of  us:  Thy  wail^ 
What  does  il  bring  to  me  1 


Tbon  cairst  along  the  aand,  and  haunt V  the  cmigi^ 
Restleas  and  sad :  as  if,  in  strange  accoid 
With  the  motion  and  the  roar 
Of  waves  that  drive  to  ahcii^ 
One  spirt t  did  ye  nrge— 
The  Myitejy^the  Worl 


Of  thousanda,  thon  both  sepulchre  and  patl. 
Old  ocean »  art  *    A  requiem  oV  the  dead* 
From  out  thy  gloomy  cells 
A  tale  of  mourning  reJl» — 
Tells  of  man^a  wo  and  fall, 
Uu  dnteas  ^ory  fled. 


Then  tnm  ibee,  little  bird,  and  take  thy  fllghi 
Where  the  eomptoiuing  sea  shall  sadness  brtng 
Thy  sjiiril  never  more. 
Come,  quit  with  me  the  ahorOi        * 
For  gladnett  and  the  light 
Where  birds  of  tummer  sing. 


I 
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RICHARD   H.    DANA. 


THE  MOSS  SUPPLICATETH  FOR  THE 
POET. 

Thouoh  I  am  humble,  slight  me  not, 

But  love  me  for  the  Poet's  take ;  i 

Forget  me  not  till  he's  forgot ; 
I,  care  or  slight,  with  him  would  take. 

For  oft  he  passM  the  blossoms  by, 
And  gazed  on  me  with  kindly  look ; 

Left  flaunting  flowers  and  open  sky, 
And  woo'd  me  by  the  shady  brook. 

And  like  the  brook  his  voice  was  low : 
So  soft,  so  sad  the  words  he  spoke, 

That  with  the  stream  they  scem'd  to  flow : 
They  told  me  that  his  heart  was  broke ; — 

Tlicy  said,  the  world  he  fain  would  shun, 
And  seek  the  still  and  twilight  wood — 

His  spirit,  weary  of  the  sun. 

In  humblest  things  found  chicfest  good ; — 

That  I  was  of  a  lowly  frame, 

And  &r  more  constant  than  the  flower. 

Which,  vain  with  many  a  boastful  name, 
But  fluttered  out  its  idle  hour ; 

That  I  was  kind  to  old  decay, 

And  wrapt  it  softly  round  in  green, 

On  naked  root  and  trunk  of  gray 
Spread  out  a  garniture  and  screen : — 

Thoy  said,  that  he  was  withering  fast. 
Without  a  sheltering  friend  like  me ; 

That  on  his  manhood  fell  a  blast, 
And  left  him  bare,  like  yonder  tree ; 

That  spring  would  clothe  his  boughs  no  more, 
Nor  ring  his  boughs  with  song  of  bird — 

Sounds  like  the  melancholy  shore 

Alone  were  through  his  branches  heard. 

Methought,  as  then,  he  stood  to  trace 
The  wither'd  stems,  there  stole  a  tear*- 

That  I  could  read  in  his  sad  face. 
Brother,  our  sorrows  make  us  near. 

And  then  he  strctch'd  him  all  along. 
And  laid  his  head  upon  my  breast. 

Listening  the  water's  peaceful  song, — 
How  glad  was  I  to  tend  his  rest ! 

Then  happier  grow  his  soothed  souL 
Ho  turn'd  and  watch'd  the  smilight  play 

Upon  my  face,  as  in  it  stole, 

Whispering,  Above  is  brighter  day ! 

He  praised  my  varied  hues — tlie  green, 
The  silver  hoar,  the  golden,- brown ; 

Said,  Lovelier  hues  were  never  seen : 
Then  gently  pressed  my  tender  down. 

And  where  I  sent  up  little  shoots. 
He  caird  them  trees,  in  fond  conceit : 

Like  silly  lovers  in  their  suit.s 
He  talk*d,  his  care  awhile  to  cheat. 

I  said,  Fd  deck  me  in  the  dews, 
Could  I  but  chase  away  hiH  care. 

And  clothe  me  in  a  thousand  hues. 
To  bring  him  joys  that  I  might  share. 


He  aiiswer'd,  earth  no  bleaing  had 
To  cure  his  lone  and  aching  heari— 

That  I  was  one,  when  he  was  nd. 
Oft  HUAe  him  from  his  pain,  in  put 

But  e'en  from  thee,  he  nid,  I  go^ 
To  meet  the  woiid,  its  care  and  atrifry 

No  more  to  watch  this  quiet  flow, 
Or  spend  ¥rith  thee  a  gentle  life. 

And  yet  the  brook  is  gliding  on, 
And  I,  without  a  care,  at  rest, 

While  back  to  toiling  life  he's  gone, 
Where  finds  his  head  no  fidthfril  breast 

Deal  gently  with  him,  world,  f  pray ; 

Ye  cares,  like  soften'd  shadows  come ; 
His  spirit,  wollnigh  worn  away. 

Asks  with  ye  but  awhile  a  home. 

Oh,  may  I  live,  and  when  he  dies 
Be  at  his  feet  an  humble  sod ; 

Oh,  may  I  lay  me  where  he  lies, 
To  die  when  he  awakes  in  God! 


WASHINGTON  ALLSTON. 

I  LOOK  through  tears  on  Beauty  now; 
And  Beauty's  self,  less  radiant,  looks  on  me. 
Serene,  yet  touch'd  with  sadness  is  the  brow 
(Once  bright  with  joy)  I  see. 

Joy-waking  Beauty,  why  so  sad  1 
1V11  where  the  radiance  of  the  smile  is  gone 
At  which  my  heart  and  earth  and  skies  were  glad~ 
That  link'd  us  all  in  one. 

It  is  not  on  the  moimtain's  breast ; 
It  comes  not  to  mc  with  the  dawning  day ; 
Nor  looks  it  from  the  glories  of  the  west, 
As  slow  they  pass  away. 

Nor  on  those  gliding  roundlets  bright 
That  steal  their  play  among  the  woody  shades^ 
Nor  on  thine  own  dear  children  doth  it  light— 
The  flowers  along  the  glades. 

And  alter'd  to  the  living  mind 
(The  great  high-priestess  with  her  thought-bom  race 
Who  round  thine  altar  aye  have  stood  and  sfained) 
The  comforts  of  thy  fece. 

Why  shadow'd  thus  thy  forehead  fidrt 
Why  on  the  mind  low  hangs  a  mystic  glomnt 
And  spreads  away  upon  the  genial  air, 
Like  vapours  from  the  tombi 

Why  should  ye  shine,  you  lights  above  1 
Why,  little  flowers,  open  to  the  heat\l 
No  more  within  the  heart  ye  filled  with  love 
The  living  pulses  beat 

Well,  Beauty,  may  you  mourning  stand ! 
The  fine  beholding  eye  whose  constant  look 
Was  turn'd  on  thee  is  dark — and  cold  the  hand 
That  gave  all  vision  took. 

Nay,  heart,  be  still ! — Of  heavenly  birth 
Is  Beauty  sprung. — Look  up !  behold  the  place ! 
There  he  who  reverent  traced  her  steps  on  earth 
Now  sees  her  face  to  fiice. 


EICHARD   HEXRY   WILDE. 


r 

I  Titt  &mi!j  of  the  }ule  Mr.  WrLor  mn  of  Smiton  i 
«f%tD,  «itd  tbtir  ancient  name  was  Ue  WiLi^t; ; 
but  bi«  parent*  were  niitivej  at  UiaMliii  Mnd  liiM 
Ikthrr  wa*  «  mk^JeAtle  baidware  mi^n'hitiU  and 
ijoDtnangn-  la  Ibat  cily  during  the  Ainpric*n  Wdr^ 
ittmt  tb«  cksp  o^f  wLiJch  h«  eaiigraltnl  Lu  Atstr^vliiMtlt 
b&iiili  s  pr(»pcTaoi  basinesi  an4  a  Urge  cu|)iul 
m  iim  haadii  cif  a  partner,  by  wbcMtt  bad  iDsnagv- 
a«t  sb^  w^re  in  a  fevf  yisjita  boih  Icwt. 

BlPMA^P  HxirKT  Wiuii  vra£  born  in  tbe  jpcar 

lTli|»«liid  Ub  dxiidbood  waa  paased  in  Buluoiore-. 

B*  pu  toiight  UJ  read  by  bi«  inotber,  «rid  received 

iiwinirtioo  in  wrrtting  and  Latin  gmmtncr  from  u 

taT«al«  tuUir  until  he  waa  alwut  aeven  year!i  old, 

lie  AJfttfrw&rd  attended  an  academy ;  but  hift  fa- 

tbcr'a  tfUirt  twvocniiig  eutbarriu^i-d,  in  hii  eJeveulh 

|«ar  be  iraa  Ukea  boa«  and  pUi^Hl  in  a  Aon. 

Hie  OiBi^ttiitH^ii  wi«  at  first  tenJer  and  delicale, 

in  ye  in&Mj  be  wa»  not  ei  peeled  to  live  from 

ttMUb  to  flMCitb,  and  he  fiullered  miicb  from  iil 

iMAb  Ooli  b«  w««  ^Aeeti  ^r  vixtei^ti.     Thin  in* 

JiiewJ  ^otitt  tPtiring^  tolilnry,  and  itudious  babiU. 

Hii  iDolher*i  example  gave  him  a  piutiiun  for  read* 

Wigt  wu4  all  bia  kijiure  waa  dewn^tjL'd  la  booki.  I'be 

miadf  of  pOcU^  1VU  hia  pdndpal  Nource  of  plea* 

imw  wfcinhv  was  not  ax^m  than  twrdte  yeam  old. 

Aboul  thi*  tioie  hja  father  died ;  and  gatbcring  aa 

mueh  M*  »he  could  fronn  tbe  wrecJt  of  hia  property, 

Hm  miitbirr  remoTt'd    to  Aufryfiti^  Ueorgia,  and 

CiomifKnet^  tbere  a  sfnall  huumev*  for  ibe  support 

of  bir  &miiy*     Here  young  WirttE,  amid  tbe 

drodgify  of  trade«  taugbt  himaeJf  bookAeepJQg, 

Mnd  became  famdiar  with  tbe  worka  in  genera) 

litenture  wlijcb  be  f«.iuld  obtain  in  the  tneagre 

librariA  of  tbe  town,  or  from  hii  peraona]  iiienda. 

Tb«  rspenaea  of  a  Urge  family  *  and  Tarioua 

iither  cau«6a,  reduced  tbe  little  wealth  of  bia  mo- 

llier;  her  buaineid  became  unprofitablet  and  h« 

tufcihTft!  to  atudy  Law.   Unable,  however,  to  pay  tbe 

tamtuA  (ee  hr  imiruclion^  he  kept  bin  design  a  aecret, 

aa  Ur  u  tKifsibie;  borrowed  some  elemenury  bookn 

bia  friends,  and  atudted  incewantly,  taaking 

''to  read  fifty  pagd,  and  write  5ve  pagcm  of 

in  the  fbnn  fj>(  queitiona  and  aniwers,  eath 

^j,  beaidea  attending  to  his  duties  in  thcr  ab>j'e. 

And,  to  overcome  a  natural  difRdencc,  increaaed 

y-}  m.  >  tight  iiM|>ediment  in  hU  s{>ecch,  be  appeared 

f[CT|urAtly  ai  an  artor  at  a  d ram alic  lOciety,  which 

be  faaJ  called  into  eiii^tence  for  thia  purjjonef  and 

l(t  rsiK  a  fund  to  eatabliiih  a  public  library* 

AtltlUi  time  hi*  older  and  grraier  acquainUneeif 
wh»  knvm  nothing  of  hia  de»ignaf  naturally  eon- 
(fund«J  htm  with  bia  thoughtleaa  companion*, 
who  wm$hl  only  amuaeroent,  and  argued  badly 
of  hw  iuture  tifeH,  He  bi>Tt  the  injustice  in  aijenee, 
and  pursued  hi*  aecrct  itudiea  for  a  year  and  a  batf; 
at  tbw  end  of  mhkh^  paie,  eoMciateJ,  leeble,  and 


[V9rV4ir»>    DM.lMfJ 


with  a  coniumptiffl  eough,  ho  aoogrht  a  dlitant 
court  to  be  e;iamined,  that,  if  rejected,  llie  uewi 
of  hia  dvfpat  might  not  reach  hi^  mother.  When 
be  arrived,  he  found  he  had  been  wmJjgly  infonued, 
and  that  tbe  jiidgee  had  no  power  to  atJmit  biiOi. 
He  met  a  friend  there^  howo^rer^  who  wan  goin|f 
lo  the  Greene  Superior  Court;  and,  on  beina  itr- 
viied  by  bim  to  dn  so,  he  determined  to  proceed  im- 
mediately to  that  place.  It  waa  the  Mardi  term, 
Ibr  1809^  Mr.  Juatice  Eab^y  presiding;  and  the 
young  ippheant,  totally  unknown  to  every  oni^ 
«a^c  the  friend  who  occompftnied  him,  wa^  at  in- 
tenrala,  during  three  darn,  «ubjeeted  to  a  mosl 
rigormuB  eiamination.  Justice  £AitLV  wei  well 
known  for  hta  ^thc^neaa,  and  the  circunistAnce  of 
a  youth  leaving  hia  own  cimtil  excited  his  au4pi- 
don ;  but  ev«ry  queation  wm  anawered  to  the 
aati«faclion  and  evm  admirtition  of  the  cxifi min- 
ing ci)iumittee;  and  be  declared  that  **  tbti  voting 
man  could  not  have  left  hk  cmmt  [ierauw  he 
was  unprepared.'*  Hia  friend  cord  Bed  trj  the 
correctnen  of  hia  moral  character;  he  waa  ad- 
mitted without  a  diaaenting  voKe,  and  returned 
in  Irinropb  to  Augusta.  Ho  was  at  thus  Um» 
under  twenty  years  of  age. 

Bia  health  gradually  improved  ;  he  ■ppli4^d  him- 
ielf  diligently  to  the  itady  of  hcllee  lettera,  arid  lo 
hi*  dutica  aa  an  advocate,  and  rapidly  roae  to  emi- 
nence; being  in  a  few  yeat*  maie  stlorney-gene- 
ral  of  tbe  state.  He  wa«  remarkable  for  industry 
in  the  preparation  of  hia  coaea,  sound  lo^k,  and 
genera)  urbanity.  In  forenuie  disputaliortSj  lit^  iifver 
indulged  in  personalities,-- then  too  common  ut  tbe 
bar, — u  n  leaa  m  aelf-de  hn  ce ;  bu  t,  havi  ng  stud  ied  tbe 
characters  of  his  aaaociates^  and  stored  bis  mem- 
ory with  appropriate  quotations,  hia  ridicn^'  waa  a 
formidable  weapon  against  all  who  attiicked  bim. 

In  the  autumn  of  1 8 1 6, when  only  a  fortnight  over 
the  age  required  by  law,  Mr.  Wilue  was  plectL'd  a 
member  of  the  national  House  of  Representatives. 
At  the  next  election,  all  the  repreaentativo4  from 
Georgia,  but  one,  were  defeated,  and  Mr.  Wilpb 
returned  to  the  bar,  where  he  continued,  wttb  the 
exception  of  a  short  service  in  Congre&s  in  1825| 
until  iSZSt  when  he  again  became  a  repre»enta- 
tive,  and  «o  continued  until  1S35'  I  have  not 
room  to  trace  his  character  as  a  politician  v«ry 
ctotely*  On  the  occasion  of  the  Force  Bill,  oa  it 
was  called,  he  secedeiJ  from  a  majority  of  Con- 
gresa^  considering  it  a  measure  calculated  to  pro- 
duce ctril  war,  and  jtiati^ed  himself  in  a  speech 
of  much  eloquence.  Hb  speecbea  on  Ihe  larifE^ 
the  relative  advantages  and  disadvantages  of  a 
aniall»note  currency,  and  on  the  removal  of  the 
defiosites  by  (jeneral  J  AC  K^  Oil,  show  what  are 
his  pretenaiona  to  induatry  and  aagscity  oaa  poli- 
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RICHARD  HENRY  WILDE. 


Mr.  Wilde's  oppotition  to  the  Force  Bill  ^nd 
the  removal  of  the  depositee  rendered  him  as  un- 
popular with  the  Jackson  party  in  Georgia,  as  his 
letter  from  Virginia  had  made  him  with  the  nul- 
lificrR,  and  at  the  election  of  1834  he  was  left  oat 
of  Congress.  This  afforded  him  the  opportunity 
he  had  long  desired  of  going  abroad,  to  recruit  his 
health,  much  impaired  by  long  and  arduous  public 
service,  and  by  repeated  attacks  of  the  diseases  in- 
cident to  Kouthern  climates.  He  sailed  for  Europe 
in  June,  1835,  spent  two  years  in  travelling  through 
England,  France,  Belgium,  Switzerland,  and  Italy, 
and  settled  during  three  years  more  in  Florence. 
Hero  he  occupied  himself  entirely  with  literature. 
I'he  romantic  love,  the  madness,  and  imprison- 
ment of  Tasso  had  become  a  subject  of  curious 
controversy,  and  he  entered  into  the  investigation 
«<with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  poet,  and  the  patience 
and  accuracy  of  a  case-hunter,"  and  produced  a 
work,  published  after  his  return  to  the  United 
States,  in  which  the  questions  concerning  Tasso 
are  most  ably  discussed,  and  lights  are  thrown  upon 
them  by  his  letters,  and  by  some  of  his  sonnets, 
which  last  are  rendered  into  English  with  rare 
felicity.  Having  completed  his  work  on  Tasso, 
he  turned  his  attention  to  the  life  of  Dante  ;  and 
having  jeamed  incidentally  one  day,  in  conversa- 
tion with  an  artist,  that  an  authentic  portrait  of 
this  great  poet,  from  the  pencil  of  Giotto,  proba- 
bly still  existed  in  the  Bargello,  (anciently  both 
the  prison  and  the  palace  of  the  republic,)  on  a 
wall,  which  by  some  strange  neglect  or  inadver- 
tence had  been  covered  with  whitewash,  he  set  on 
foot  a  ))roject  for  its  discovery  and  restoration, 
which  afler  several  months,  was  crowned  with 
complete  success.  This  discovery  of  a  veritable 
portrait  of  Dante,  in  the  prime  of  his  days,  says 
Mr.  Irvinq,  produced  throughout  Italy  some  such 
sensation  as  in  England  would  follow  the  sadden 


discovery  of  a  perfectly  well-aathraticatad  like- 
ness of  Shakspeabe. 

Mr.  Wilde  returned  to  tl^e  United  States  in 
1840,  and  was  engaged  in  literary  studies  and  in 
the  practice  of  his  profession  until  his  death,  on 
the  tenth  of  September,  1 847,  at  New  Orleans, 
where  he  held  the  professorship  of  law  in  the 
University  of  Louisiana.  His  life  of  Dante,  and 
translated  «  Specimens  of  the  Italian  Poets,*'  were 
nearly  ready  for  publication,  but  have  not  yet 
been  given  to  the  press;  nor  has  the  public  received 
any  collection  of  his  miscellaneous  writings. 

Mr.  WiLDE*8  name  first  became  familiar  in  our 
literature  in  consequence  of  a  charge  of  having  sto- 
len his  beautiful  song,  <*My  Life  is  like  the  Sum- 
mer Rose,"  from,  an  early-  and  obteure  Irish  bard 
named  Kellt,  of  whose  pretended  genius  the  al- 
leged specimen  was  printed.  Hie  accusation  was 
met  with  a  simple  denial,  and  when  it  began  to  be 
dlBcredited,  from  a  want  of  proof  that  such  a  per- 
son as  Kellt  had  existed,  to  divert  attention  from 
this  point  it  was  declared  that  both  Kellt  a«d 
Wilde  had  translated  a  fragment  of  the  Greek  of 
Algous;  and  some  very  good  Greek  verses,  which 
might  have  been  the  original  of  the  piece,  were 
produced,  and  the  impeachment  generally  be- 
lieved until  a  gentleman  came  out  with  a  can!  ac- 
knowledging the  Greek  to  bo  his  own  rendition  of 
Mr.  Wilde's  performance  into  that  language. 

Mr.  Wilde's  original  poems  and  translations 
are  always  graceful  and  correct  Those  that  have 
been  published  were  mostly  written  while  he  was 
a  member  of  Congress  during  moments  of  relaxa- 
tion, and  they  have  never  been  printed  collectively. 
Examples  of  his  translations  are  excluded,  by  the 
plan  of  this  work.  His  versions  from  the  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  French  languages,  are  among  the 
most  elegant  and  scholarly  productions  of.  their 
kind  that  have  been  produced  in  this  country. 


ODE  TO  EASE. 

I  NETEB  bent  at  glory's  shrine ; 

To  wealth  I  never  bow'd  the  knee; 
Beauty  has  heard  no  vows  of  mine ; 

I  love  thee,  Ease,  and  only  thee; 
Beloved  of  the  gods  and  men. 

Sister  of  joy  and  liberty. 
When  wilt  thou  visit  me  again ; 
In  shady  wood,  or  silent  glen, 
By  falling  stream,  or  rocky  den, 
Like  those  where  once  I  found  thee,  when^ 
Despite  the  ills  of  poverty, 
And  wisdom's  warning  prophecy, 
I  listened  to  thy  siren  voice, 
And  made  thee  mistress  of  my  choice! 

I  chose  thee,  Ease  !  and  glory  fled ; 
For  me  no  more  her  laurels  spread ; 
Her  golden  crown  shall  never  shed 
Its  beams  of  splendor  on  my  head. 
And  when  within  the  narrow  lied. 
To  fame  and  memory  ever  dead. 


My  senseless  corpse  is  thrown. 
Nor  stately  column,  sculptured  bust, 
Nor  urn  that  holde  within  its  trust 
The  poor  remains  of  mortal  dust, 

Nor  monumental  stone, 
Nor  willow,  waving  in  the  gale. 
Nor  feeble  fence,  with  whiten'd  pale. 
Nor  rustic  cross,  memorial  frail. 

Shall  mark  the  grave  I  own. 
No  lofly  deeds  in  armor  wrought; 
No  hidden  truths  in  sdenoe  taught; 
No  undiscover'd  regions  sought; 
No  classic  page,  with  learning  fraught. 
Nor  eloquence,  nor  verse  divine, 
Nor  daring  speech,  nor  high  design, 
Nor  patriotic  act  of  mine 
On  history's  page  shall  ever  shine: 
But,  all  to  future  ages  lost, 
Nor  even  a  wreck,  tradition  tosa'd. 
Of  what  I  was  when  valued  most 
By  the  few  friends  whose  love  I  boast, 
In  after  years  shall  float  to  shore, 
And  serve  to  tell  the  name  I  bore. 


REUHARD  HENRY  WlLLE. 


!^A 


I  dtuam  tboBp  Basi  !  «nd  W«Alth  wiihdtvw, 

tmlisn^ni  at  the  choice  I  iuad«, 
AtuI,  Ui  h**r  ftrsi  re9*ntm(?nt  lojc, 

My  team  wilh  tenfold  scorn  r^piiiLp 
KoWi  ]i«bii  ptliJO^  lofty  donw, 
Or  fheerful,  bospltfthle  hofnc, 

At*  eoiufarts  [  mu^  never  lui0W ; 
My  oiaiucfl  shall  ue'er  rtfpiii^ 
Al  poop  or  pagPiLiilr^  of  niineif 
Ifflr  pmo,  I7  bowing  nX  my  ahiin^ 

Hbm  ■Dub  a»  alijcct,  ba^,.  and  low< 
Hi  wMkd)erui|^  oomrd  eholL  ever  sijxnd 
Whh  gx^ag  eve  ftni!  waYJng  h&nil, 

To  tttirk  my  tmiti^  atid  pomp,  qa J  bhow : 
Atait.  wofwt  of  all,  I  Hh&ll  not  ltT@ 
^  ta^  the  pk&surtra  Wesltli  cstn  give^ 

W1l«a  used  to  soothe  another*!  wo. 
The  pcttMutv  of  m J  naiiTe  knd 
8b*Il  n^er  hUm  mj  open  band  ; 
Hd  Vramdchng  bard  ehnil  cokbrate 
Wm  pi£trari'i  hijApi  tabic  lEttt^  : 
No  itar-wom  soldier,  ahatter'd  tax, 
Kor  eiilc  driTen  from  afar^ 
Nor  haplow  friend  of  fonnor  7ean> 
Nor  widofw*A  prsvcnft«  nor  orphan''*  teu^ 
Nor  btlplem  ng*  relieved  from  care«, 
Kor  inncMfFncv  prwerttti  from  marea, 
Nof  boQjiclesi  wnnd^ror  clothed  and  fed, 
Nor  «tbw©  from  bitter  bondage  led, 
Nor  youth  to  noble  turtiorw  bred. 
Shall  c*U  down  bleann^  on  my  head. 

I  <JuiM  tb^  E4Ki  I  and  jH  the  wbii«r 
Bo  <w«et  was  Beuity'A  ■comftd  «Qil% 
&•  6i^fbt  with  6Mtrf  Undj  wils, 
Ytt  iMieBmgly  io  void  of  ^ik*, 

U  did  but  heighleo  all  h«r  ch»rmi; 
And,  foddcai^  hnd  I  bved  tbc«  theQ 
Butt  with  the  coQunon  love  of  mcn^ 
Mj  fickle  heart  had  cbaiigL^  agen. 
Even  at  the  very  momrnt  when 

i  woo'd  thee  to  my  longing  ann«; 
For  nettr  may  I  hope  to  meet 
A  fiiiilfl  wo  Bweet,  so  heavenly  e^oeL 

I  duMo  tbi%  Ej^ax  i  and  now  for  mo 

No  fatinidull  «ver  fumlij  swell, 
Ho  voie«  of  i%ptorouJi  harmony 

Awake  the  mimie-bfeaihin^  i^h^II ; 
^or  tongue,  m  witching  melody 

It*  lore  ui  fidtering  aece  ntn  tell ; 
Nor  flnihing  cheet,  nor  languid  eye. 
Nor  MfMMtrre  smile,  nor  aitieas  Mgh, 

Ckm«i  a^etion  all  a*  welL 
No  anowy  boaomV  fiiEl  and  rue 
Shall  e'er  agam  enebont  ray  eyet ; 
No  melting  liptf,  profuse  of  Uiac, 
Shall  erw  i^wt  me  with  a  Idaa ; 
Nor  balmy  bn»lh  pour  In  m j  ear 
Tbe  triHea  Love  delighta  to  hemr : 
But,  lining,  loveleaa,  hopel«aa,  f 
Unmoumed  and  tintoved  mujst  die. 

I  dioao  thee,  Birk  !  and  yet  to  me 
Coy  and  unftTaleful  thou  ba«t  proved; 

Tboofh  I  have  nchiif^ed  to  thoo 
Modi  that  waa  wvTtby  to  be  birod. 


But  rom^  a^n,  and  I  wlH  yet 

Thy  p»i!t  ingmtitodtf  forget : 

O  !  oome  again  1  thy  filching  pow^i* 

Shall  claim  mj  eoblaiy  hours : 

With  thee  to  cbc^'F  m^^  heavenly  fjutrn. 

And  conscience  clcafi,  and  ht'dhh  s*ri'ne^ 

And  friend  s»  and  book^,  to  banivh  f=plct'n. 

My  hfe  should  be^  a»  it  had  been, 

A  sweet  variety  of  jov»; 
And  Gbry*s  crown,  and  Beanty'fi  (tmile. 
And  tresasiii^l  hourdi*  ehoold  teem  tho  while 

The  idlest  of  all  human  toys. 


SOLOMON  AND  THE  GENIUS* 

Sfirit  of  TboitohtI  Lo!  art  thou  hetet 

Iiord  of  the  false^  fotid^  ceaisele^Ba  spell 
That  mocks  the  heart,  Ibe  eye,  the  ear — 

Aft  thoti,  indeed*  of  heaven  or  hell  ? 

In  mortal  Iweoms  dost  thou  dwell, 
Self-eiiled  from  thy  native  sphere  1 

Or  ia  the  human  mind  thy  cell 
Of  torment  1     To  inflict  and  bear 

Thy  doom  1 — the  doom  of  all  who  fell  ? 

Since  thoa  hut  pought  Io  prove  tny  skill. 

Unquestioned  thou  »halt  not  depait. 
Be  thy  bebe«ta  or  good  or  UJ, 

No  matter  what  or  whence  thou  art ! 

I  will  commune  with  the«  apart, 
Yeat  and  compi>l  thee  !o  my  will — 

If  thou  haMt  power  lo  yield  my  heart 
What  earth  and  Heaven  deny  it  fitilL 

I  know  thee,  Spirit  \  thou  haji  been 

Light  of  my  soul  by  niEfht  and  day; 
Ail-Boeing,  ibongh  ihy^lf  unseen ; 

My  dreams—my  thought*— andwhat  are  they* 

But  visions  of  a  calmer  my  1 
All !  ail  were  tbine-^ond  thine  between 

Each  hope  that  melted  fojst  away^ 
The  throh  of  an^i»h,  Jeep  and  keen  I 

With  thee  Fve  searehM  the  earth*  the  «*, 
The  mJt  nun,  vtaTn,  man,^  nature^  time, 

Explored  the  miivww  with  the«, 

Plungpd  to  the  dcptbi»  of  wo  and  crime^  ' 
Or  dared  tbe  fearfu]  height  to  climb. 

Where,  amid  glory  rone  may  see 

And  hve,  the  ETJta^j.L  fcigna  subUniey 

Who  (>,  and  «?«*,  and  is  fo  bt .' 

And  I  hare  sought,  with  thee  have  Bought, 
Wisdom*H  celestial  path  lo  tread. 

Hung  o'er  each  page  with  learning  fraught; 
Questioned  tbe  living  and  tbe  dead : 

*  Tlw  Moflleni  hxiAAlne  that  SoLohoM  aFquilrr<l  (to^ 
DaUiloti  ovfiT  all  the  orden  of  ihe  irenll^'food  afid  *vir» 
ft  Is  cv^n  believed  he  iDtnednieB  Cf^udFteeadfd  t'l  citii^ 
Tersif  with  hli  new  iuKjecU.  On  Xhk  nopiHwUlcm  htf  hai 
hpi*n  rfi^reteatcd  Inif  rrn^tlini;  a  fpnhii.  In  ibo  vaty 
Wtie,  hut  %«fr  dljai^reeabk  mood  of  mind  whklh  1«4  lo 
ttad  tone  rot  ion  that  **A[r  ic  vanny  1'*  Tuiiching  tha  «ld 
fenluf,  tbe  QOihor  bM  nat  bei^n  «hle  to  ditcftvtr  whr<ib«r 
he  or  nba  f?ven  the  Kf  i  l»  «qalvoral>  wii  of  Xllah  Or 
&blli,ttnd,  therrfare,  left  tbt  matter  wberv  he  fD0a4 
k— In  diKftct  Ooubi, 
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The  patriarchs  of  ages  fled^— 
The  prophets  of  the  time  to  < 

All  who  one  ray  of  light  could  shed 
Beyond  the  cradle  or  the  tomh. 

And  I  have  task'd  my  busy  brain 

To  learn  what  haply  none  may  know, 

Thy  birth,  seat,  power,  thine  ample  reign 
0*cr  {he  heart's  tides  that  ebb  and  flow, 
Throb,  languish,  whirl,  rage,  freeze,  or  glow 

Like  billows  of  the  restless  main. 
Amid  the  wrecks  of  joy  and  wo 

By  ocean's  caves  preserved  in  vain. 

And  oil  to  shadow  forth  I  strove. 

To  my  mind's  eye,  some  form  like  thine. 

And  still  my  soul,  like  Noah's  dove, 
Returned,  but  brought,  alas !  no  sign : 
Till,  wearying  in  the  mad  design. 

With  fever*d  brow  and  throbbing  vein, 
I  left  the  cause  to  thread  the  mine 

Of  wonderful  ^ects  again ! 

But  now  I  see  thee  face  to  face. 
Thou  art  indeed,  a  thing  divine ; 

An  eye  pervading  time  and  space, 
And  an  angelic  look  are  thine. 
Ready  to  seize,  compare,  combine 

Essence  and  form— and  yet  a  trace 
Of  grief  and  care— a  shadowy  line 

Dims  thy  bright  forehead's  heavenly  grace. 

Yet  thou  must  be  of  heavenly  birth, 

Where  naught  is  known  of  grief  and  pam ; 

Though  I  perceive,  alas !  where  earth 
And  earthly  things  have  left  their  stain : 
From  thine  high  calling  didst  thoa  deign 

To  prove — in  folly  or  in  mirth— 

With  daughters  of  the  first-bom  Caiv, 

How  little  HuxAX  Lots  is  worth  t 

Ha !  dost  thou  change  before  mine  eyes ! 
Another  form !  and  yet  the  same, 

But  lovelier,  and  of  female  guise, 
A  vision  of  ethereal  flame, 
Such  as  our  heart's  despair  can  frame, 

Pino  for,  love,  worship,  idolize, 

*    Like  HEas,  who  horn  the  seapfoam  came, 

And  lives  but  in  the  heart,  or  skies. 

Spirit  or  Chavox  !  I  know  thee  too, 

I  know  thee  by  thine  Iris  bow. 
By  thy  cheek's  ever-shifting  hue, 

By  all  that  marks  thy  steps  below ; 

By  sighs  that  bum,  and  tears  that  glow— 
Falne  joys — vain  hopes — that  mock  the  heart ; 

From  Fahct's  urn  these  evils  flow. 
Spirit  or  Lixs !  for  such  thou  art ! 

Saidst  thou  not  once,  that  all  the  charms 

Ot  life  lay  hid  in  woman's  love. 
And  to  be  lock'd  in  Beauty's  arms, 

Was  all  men  knew  of  heaven  above  1 

And  did  I  not  thy  counsels  prove, 
A  nd  all  their  pleasures,  all  their  pain  1 

No  more !  no  more  my  heart  they  move, 
For  I,  alas !  have  proved  them  vain  I 


Didst  thou  not  then,  in  evil  hour, 
Light  in  my  soul  ambition's  flame  1 

Didst  thou  not  say  the  joys  of  power, 
Unbounded  sway,  undyifig  fiiine, 
A  monarch's  lore  alone  should  elaimt 

And  did  I  not  pursue  e'en  these  ? 

And  are  they  not,  when  won,  the  aemel 

All  Vawitt  or  tavitixs  I 

Didst  not,  to  tempt  me  once  again, 
Bid  new,  deceitful  visions  rise, 

And  hint,  though  won  with  toil  and  pain, 
**  Wisdom's  the  pleasure  of  the  wiae !" 
And  now,  when  none  beneath  the  akiea 

Are  wiser  held  by  men  than  me. 
What  is  the  value  of  the  prize  1 

It  too,  alas !  is  Vasitt  ! 


Then  tell  me— since  I've  found  on  earA 

Not  one  pure  stream  to  slake  this  thint. 
Which  still  torments  us  from  our  birtfa. 

And  in  our  heart  and  soul  is  nursed ; 

This  hopeless  wish  wherewith  we're  cnrseil. 
Whence  came  it,  and  why  was  it  given  1 

Thou  speak'st  not  t-^-Let  me  know  the  wofst! 
Thou  pointest ! — and  it  is  to  Hxativ  !  . 


A  FAREWELL  TO  AMERICA.* 

Farxwsll  !  my  more  than  &therland ! 

Home  of  my  heart  and  friends,  adien ! 
Lingering  beside  some  foreign  strand. 

How  oft  shall  I  remember  you ! 

How  often,  o'er  the  waters  blue, 
Send  back  a  sigh  to  those  I  leave, 

The  loving  and  beloved  few. 
Who  grieve  for  me,— for  whom  I  grieve ! 

We  part ! — ^no  matter  how  we  part. 

There  are  some  thoughts  we  utter  not. 
Deep  treasured  in  our  inmost  heart. 

Never  reveal'd,  and  ne'er  forgot ! 

Why  murmur  at  the  common  lot  ? 
We  part ! — ^I  speak  not  of  the  pain,— 

But  when  shall  I  each  lovely  spot 
And  each  loved  face  behold  again  ? 

It  must  be  months,— it  may  be  years^— 

It  may — but  no !— I  will  not  fill 
Fond  hearts  with  gloom,— fimd  eyes  with  tean^ 

**  Curious  to  shape  uncertain  iU." 

Though  humbler-^ew  and  far« — ^yet,  still 
Those  hearts  and  eyes  are  ever  deer ; 

Theirs  is  the  love  no  time  can  chill, 
The  troth  no  chance  or  change  can  sear ! 

All  I  have  seen,  and  all  I  see. 

Only  endears  them  more  and  more ; 
Friends  cool,  hopes  fade,  and  hours  flee, 

Affection  lives  when  all  is  o'er ! 

Farewell,  my  more  than  native  shore ! 
I  do  not  seek  or  hope  to  find. 

Roam  where  I  will,  what  I  deplore 
To  leave  ¥rith  them  and  thee  behind ! 


*  Written  on  board  ship  Weftmlnnter,  at  sea,  oflTtbe 
Hlghlandi  of  Nevenink,  Jane  1, 1835. 
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of  the  dying  waifc ; 
1||«  wind  m  St.  Helen's  tele, 
Ai  I  ^tood  hf  tLe  nde  of  Ni  polios 'a  gniye. 

Asd  b  it  hem  that  (he  hero  liet, 

Wlukw  nAiat  hsA  thakcn  lh«  earth  mth  ^ie&d  t 
Aad  n  this  aII  tbat  the  eaitli  Eopplics — 

A  ^tone  hb  pillow — the  turf  hi»  bed ! 


li  mcfc  fte  OKuraJ  ot  hiimflji  life  1 
An  ihem  Ihit  limits  of  glf^rj^A  feign  ? 

If«Tv  oceans  of  bl^Hkl^  and  an  ago  of  striTe, 
Afvl  ft  thouau)d  b«UJ«9  been  iiU  in  Tain  7 

li  aikthmg  bA  of  hu  Tktod«a  now 
Wm  kgioiu  lirokeii — ft  sword  in  nut — 

A  fMilvtl  tliAl  cumbers  a  dotard'a  broi¥'~ 
A  mam  and  a  req;aicm — dust  lo  dust ! 

Of  all  llie  dii«fUuia  whose  thrones  be  Ttfar'd, 
WHrtSMV&iKKtii?  thflt  kmdness  or  Ikith  eotild  bind! 

or  idf  Ibe  i|Kni»rr.hi  wbooe  crowiiB  be  Kparedf 
Bad  ihOQA  oiDC  »park  of  hif  Konuui  mind  T 

Bid  Proiflui  cast  no  rpprntimt  gbncc  1 
Did  Auctm  thtA  no  remorfiefiU  teoTf 

WiiRi  Engtaod*!  truth,  and  thine  tionoafi  France^ 
And  Ihj  &i»ukhip,  Russia,  were  blfl^ted  here  1 

Ko  Wy  bacDis.  like  the  be«tbcn  hcnTctit 
I*ii0od£il«  shrunk  ^m  the  giant's  shock ; 

AaA  ffl«no^  Tit  aw,  Ihe  tmforgiTen^ 

Wm  dooin*d  V>  Ws  TultuttT  wvJ  chains,  and  fociu 


ho  WW  the  gods  that  decreed  thy  doom  t 
A  Gennan  C^s^m — a  Prassiivn  tagc— 
The  d«ndy  prince  of  a  counting-room — > 

And  &  RujKian  Gn^k  of  earth's  Jai-k<3«t  agti, 

Mtn  csiXVd  tbee  D^pot,  and  catiM  then  tru«; 

But  the  laufel  was  eam'd  that  bound  thy  brow; 
And,  of  all  who  wore  it,  alai  I  bow  frw 

W«f«  ffeer  from  treason  and  guilt  than  thou  I 

I     Sliamc  to  thoe.  Omul,  and  thy  fiuthjet*  horda ! 

Whtw  waa  the  oath  which  th j  soldien  swoio  ? 
Fiattd  itilt  lurks  m  the  gown^,  but  the  sword 
Wai  ne^m  ao  fal»  to  its  trust  beforv-, 

WlM>Te  was  thy  Tetrmn's  boast  that  day^ 
*♦  The  old  Ouard  diea,  but  it  n^ver  jielda  V* 

O!  ft^r  mw  h«ait  like  the  bniTe  Dk«siix« 
Dim  phakax  like  thoee  of  thin«  oarty  fields ! 

B«L  PQv  no,  no  f-^t  was  Froedom's  chann 
Gar«  them  the  courage  of  mor«  than  men ; 

Von  Uwkit  the  spell  thai  twice  nerved  each  arm, 
Tboilgh  rou  wer«  invindble  only  them  " 

ir#tf  dt  Jean  was  a  deep^  not  a  deadly  blow ; 

One  ftitiTifle,  and  France  pit  her  faults  rcpairv-^ 
Bui  ^hm  wild  f  A¥STTa,  and  the  «tcm  C^aMor 

A;«  dnpes^  and  niin  thy  £ite  and  theirs  J 


STANZAS. 

Mt  life  is  like  the  ^mmer  rose 

'llittt  openij  to  the  cjoming  sky. 
But  ere  the  eJiade*  of  evenitig  close, 

la  Bcatter'd  on  the  ground— t^i  die ! 
Yet  on  the  rofle'a  humble  hed 
The  aweetest  dews  of  night  are  abed,. 
As  if  she  wept  the  waste  to  sec^ 
But  none  shall  we«!p  a  tew  for  mo! 

My  life  is  Liki?  the  autumn  leaf 

That  tremblea  in  the  moon*8  pale  my, 
Its  hold  is  frail — its  date  h  bnet 

TLt^Mtt.f' — and  soon  to  paaa  away  f 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  and  fade, 
Tbe  parent  tree  will  momti  ila  diad^, 
The  winds  bewail  Ihe  Ico^eaa  tree. 
But  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for  Olel 

My  life  is  like  tho  prinU,  which  feet 

Have  left  on  Tampa' a  dt^en  stmnd ; 
Soon  &£  the  rUiiig  tide  shall  Iwat, 

All  tiiBce  will  vanish  from  the  sand  ; 
Yet,  OS  if  grieving  to  elTace 
All  vestige  of  tlie  human  riiee. 
On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  s^a, 
But  none^  alaal  shall  mourn  for  mo  I 


TO  LORD  BYRON. 

B  raoiT  !  't  is  thine  alone,  on  eagles'  pinion«, 

In  solitary  strength  and  grandeur  soaring. 

To  daxzle  and  delight  all  eyes;  outpouring 
The  electric  bloM  on  tyrontja  and  their  miniona 
Earth,  aca,  and  air,  and  powers  and  dominions. 

Nature,  man»  time,  the  universe  exploring ; 
And  &om  the  wreck  of  worlds^  thrdbes,  eieed^ 
opinions, 

Thought,  beauty*  eloquence,  and  wieilom  ctoriu^f 
O I  how  I  love  and  envy  thee  thy  glory, 

To  every  age  and  clime  alike  belonging ; 
Link'd  b?  all  longues  with  every  nation ^s  glory. 

Tboo  T  A  E  IT  r  B  of  so  n  g !  wh  Off?  echoe*,  thronging 
0*cr  the  Atlanlic,  fill  the  monntainfi  honry 

And  formats  with  the  name  mj  verse  is  wronging 


TO  THE  MOCinNG  BIRD, 

Wiwo^D  mimic  of  the  woods !  thou  motley  fool  f 

Who  shall  thy  gay  buffoonery  describe  1 
Thine  ever^rcady  notea  of  ridicule 

Piirfue  thy  fellows  still  with  jest  and  gibe; 

Wit,  sophist,  songnter,  Yomcit  of  tlvy  tribe, 
Thoo  sportivo  saliridt  of  Nature^s  achool : 

To  thee  the  palm  of  scolling  we  ascribe, 
Arch-mocker  aiMJ  msd  Abbot  of  Misrule  1 

For  sncb  thou  art  by  day— but  all  night  Jong 
Thon  pour'iit  a  soft,  sweet,  pensive,  Bolenm  strain. 

As  if  thou  did*t  in  this  tliy  moonlight  song 
Like  to  the  melaneboly  JjictirLa  complaii;, 

Mnstng  on  faJaehood,  folly,  viee,  and  wrongs 
And  sighing  for  thy  modey  coat  again. 


FRANCIS  SCOTT  KEY. 


[Born.  IT  ^    DUd.lMS.] 


Tns  author  of  tho  «  Star  Spangled  B^ner"  was 
a  very  able  and  eloquent  lawyer,  and  one  of  the 
most  respectable  gentlemen  whose  lives  have  ever 
adorned  American  society.  During  our  second 
war  with  England  he  was  residing  in  Baltimore, 
and  left  that  city  on  one  occasion  for  the  purpose 
of  procuring  the  release  from  the  British  fleet  of 
a  friend  who  had  been  captured  at  Marlborough. 
He  went  as  far  as  the  mouth  of  the  Patuxent,  but  was 
not  permitted  to  return,  lest  the  intended  attack 
on  Baltimore  should  bo  disclosed  by  him.  Brought 
up  tho  bay  to  the  mouth  of  the  Petapsco,  he  waa 
placed  on  board  one  of  the  enemy*B  ships,  from 


which  he  was  compelled  to  witneM  the  bofflbtm- 
ment  of  Fort  McHeniy,  which  the  admiral  had 
boasted  that  he  would  carry  in  a  few  hoon»  and 
the  dty  soon  after.  Mr.  Kbt  watched  the  Hag 
over  the  fort  through  the  whple  day,  with  intonae 
anxiety,  and  in  the  night,  the  bombabells;  bat  he 
aaw  at  dawn  "the  star-apangled  banner"  atiU, 
waving  over  its  defenders.  The  following  aottg 
was  partly  composed  before  he  was  set  at  liberty. 
He  was  a  man  of  much  literary  cultivation  and 
taste,  and  his  religious  poems  are  not  without  merit. 
He  died  very  suddenly  atBaltimora  on  the  clefeath 
of  January,  1843. 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

O !  8AT,  can  you  see,  by  the  dawn's  early  light, 
What  BO  proudly  we  hiadl'd  at  the  twilight's  last 

gleaming; 
Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  through  the 

perilous  fight, 
O'er  the  ramparts  we  watch'd,  were  so  gallantly 

streaming  ] 
And  the  rockets  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air, 
Gave  proof  thro'  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still 

there; 
O !  say,  docs  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  fi:ee  and  the  homo  of  the  brave  1 

On  the  shore,dimlyseen  through  the  mistsof  the  deep 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  re- 

What  is  that  which  the  breeze  o'er  the  towering  steep 

As  it  fitfully  blows,  half-conceals,  half  discloses? 

Now  it  catches  thegleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam; 

Its  full  glory  reflected  now  shines  on  the  stream : 


'T  is  the  star-q>angled  banner,  O !  long  may  it  wm 
O'er  the  land  of  the  firoe  and  the  home  of  the  bi«f«b 

And  where  is  the  band  who  so  vanntingly  swont 

Mid  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's  oonfusioDt 

A  home  and  a  country  they'd  leave  us  no  more  T 

Their  blood  hath  wash'd  out  their  foul  footsteps' 

pollution; 
No  refuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave 
From  the  terror  of  flight,  or  the  gloom  of  the  gravep 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  doth  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

O !  thus  be  it  ever,  when  fipeeman  shall  stand 
Between  our  loved  home  and  the  war's  desolation; 
Bleas'd  with  victory  and  peace,  ma^toe  heaven* 
rescued  land 
Praise  the  power  that  hath  made  and  preserved  as 
a  nation ! 
llien  conquer  we  must,  for  our  cause  it  is  just. 
And  this  be  our  motto,  **  In  Goo  is  our  trust," 
A  nd  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  homo  of  the  brave. 


JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE. 


(Bon.  1791.   ]>M,186S.] 


Mr.  Patke  was  bom  in  New  York,  on  the  ninth 
of  June,  1792.  His  remarkable  career  as  an  actor 
and  dramatist  belongs  to  the  history  of  the  stage. 


As  a  poet  he  will  be  known  only  by  a  single  song. 
He  died  at  Tunis,  where  he  was  sometime  CoosqI 
for  the  United  States. 


VN/V>^>/S/>/S/>^>/N^>^ 


SWEET  HOME. 

Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home ! 
A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us  there, 
Which  seek  through  the  worid,  is  ne'er  met  ¥rith 
elsewhere. 
Home!  home,  sweet  home! 
There's  no  place  like  home ! 
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An  exile  from  home,  ^Jbndor  dazales  in  vain 
Oh,  give  me  my  lowly  thatched  cottage  again 
The  birds  singing  gay'y  that  come  at  my  call: 
Give  me  these,  and  the  j  cace  of  mind,  dearer  than  alL 

Home!  sweet  .sweet  home ! 

There's  no  place  like  home 

•  From  an  opsn  liy  tfat  aipithor,  eBtltlsd  "Ctail,  sr  the 
lfaldofMIlsa.*» 


JAMES  A.  HILLHOUSE. 


[Bora  ITHl    DM  1841.] 


Thk  author  of  ^  Hadad"  was  descended  from 
au  ancicni  and  honourable  Irish  family,  in  the 
countT  of  Perry,  and  hia  ancestors  emigrated  to 
this  country  and  settled  in  Connecticut  in  1720. 
A  high  order  of  intellect  seems  to  have  been  their 
right  of  inheritance,  for  in  every  generation  we 
find  their  name  prominent  in  the  political  history 
«»f  the  state.  The  grandfather  of  the  poet,  the 
Honourable  William  Hillhocsx,  was  for  more 
than  fifty  years  employed  in  the  public  service,  as 
a  representative,  as  a  member  of  the  council,  and 
in  other  offices  of  trust  and  honour.  His  father, 
the  Honourable  Jaxes  Hillhouss,  who  died  in 
1833,  after  filling  various  offices  in  his  native 
state,  and  being  for  three  years  a  member  of  the 
House  of  Representatives,  was  in  1794  elected  to 
the  Senate  of  the  United  States,  where  for  sixteen 
years  he  acted  a  leading  part  in  the  politics  of  the 
cottntry.  His  wife,  the  mother  of  the  subject  of 
this  sketch,  was  the  daughter  of  Colonel  Mklaitc- 
T«03r  Woo^iT,  of  Dosoris,  Long  Island.  $he 
was  a  woman  distinguished  alike  for  mental  su- 
periority, and  for  feminine  softness,  purity,  and 
delicacy  of  character.  Although  educated  in  re- 
tirement, and  nearly  self-taught,  her  son  was  accus- 
tomed to  say,  when  time  had  given  value  to  his 
opmions,  that  she  possessed  the  most  elegant  mind 
he  had  ever  met  with ;  and  much  of  the  nice  dis- 
crimination, and  the  finer  and  more  delicate  ele- 
ments of  his  own  character,  were  an  inheritance 
from  her.  Among  the  little  occasional  pieces 
which  he  wrote  entirely  for  the  family  circle, 
w  i-i  one  composetl  on  visitinq:  her  birth-place,  after 
her  <!'  ath,  wliich  I  have  been  permitted*  to  make 
l'u>'lic. 

**  \»  yonder  frith,  round  ^reen  Dosoria  roU'd, 
R-  fl**rts  ihe  partini^  glorieg  of  the  skies, 

f  )r  q-uv-JTine  irlanceH,  like  the  paly  gold, 

\Vh«r:i  on  in  breast  the  midnight  oioonbeam  lies; 

**  Thn«,  thouph  h«»diminM  by  many  a  changeful  year, 
Th«»  hum  of  feeling  varied  In  her  cheek, 

Thi!.  '■■rirhtly  flufih'd,  or  glittering  with  a  tear, 
t^fiiii'd  the  rapt  i>oet's,  or  the  seraph's  meek. 

"  I  hare  fnlfill'd  her  charge,— dear  scenes,  adieu! — 
Th»>  t»T  !-r  charge  to  see  her  natal  spot ; 

Mv  tf\r*  have  flow'd,  while  busy  Fancy  drew 
Tb  •  picture  of  her  childhood's  happy  lot. 

"  W.-il.J  I  eould  paint  the  ever-varying  grace, 
Th»  f-th*'real  glow  and  lustre  of  her  mind, 

WiiKh  own'd  not  time,  nor  bore  of  age  a  trace. 
Pur?  as  the  sunbeam,  gentle  and  refined !" 

•  I  -im  intlebt^d  for  Ihe  materials  for  this  biography  to 
ih*"  pr«^t's  tr.timate  friend,  the  Reverend  William  In- 
r.««it»M  Kirr,  Rector  of  8t.  Paul's  Church,  In  Albany, 
Srw  York,  who  kindly  consented  to  write  out  the  cha- 
ncer of  the  poet,  as  he  appeared  at  home,  and  as  none 
t/«it  his  a««<xuu-s  ci^uld  know  him,  for  this  work. 
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Mr.  HiIlhousx  was  bom  in  New  HaTen,  on 
the  twenty-sixth  of  September,  1789.  The  home 
of  such  parents,  and  the  society  of  the  intelligent 
circle  tliey  drew  about  them,  (ot  which  President 
DwiGHT  was  the  most  distinguished  ornament,) 
was  well  calculated  to  cherish  and  cultivate  his 
peculiar  tastes.  In  boyhood  he  was  remarkable 
for  great  activity  and  excellence  in  all  manly  and 
athletic  sports,  .and  for  a  peculiarly  gentlemanly 
deportment.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  he  entered  Yale 
College,  and  in  1808  he  was  graduated,  with  high 
reputation  as  a  scholar.-  From  his  first  junior 
exhibition,  he  had  been  distinguished  for  the  ele- 
gance and  good  taste  of  his  compositions.  Upon 
taking  his  second  degree,  he  delivered  an  oration 
on  «  The  Education  of  a  Poet,"  so  full  of  beauty, 
that  it  was  long  and  widely  remembered,  and  in- 
duced an  appointment  by  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
Society,  (not  much  in  the  habit  of  selecting  juve- 
nile writers,)  to  deliver  a  poem  before  them  at 
their  next  anniversary.  It  was  on  this  occasion 
that  he  wrote  "The  Judgment,"  which  was  pro- 
nounced before  that  society  at  the  commencement 
of  1812. 

A  more  difficult  theme,  or  one  requiring  loftier 
powers,  could  not  have  been  selected.  The  re- 
flecting mind  regards  this  subject  in  accordance 
with  some  preconceived  views.  That  Mr.  Hill- 
house  felt  this  difHculty,  is  evident  from  a  remark 
in  his  preface,  that  in  selecting  this  theme,  "  he 
exposes  his  work  to  criticij?m  on  account  of  its 
theology,  as  well  as  its  poetr>-;  and  they  who 
think  the  former  objectionable,  will  not  easily  be 
pleased  with  the  latter."  Other  poets,  too,  had 
essayed  their  powers  in  describing  the  events  of 
the  Last  Day.  The  pu])hc  voire,  however,  has 
decided,  that  among:  all  the  poems  on  this  preat 
subject,  that  of  Mr.  Hillholsk  stands  unecjualled. 
His  object  was,  "  to  i)rescnt  such  a  view  of  the 
last  grand  Fpcctarlc  as  seemed  the  most  suRcej)tible 
of  poetical  emln'llishment;''  and  rarely  have  we 
seen  grandeur  of  conception  and  simplicity  of  de- 
sign so  admirably  united.  His  re{)resentation  of 
the  scene  is  vivid  and  energetic:  ^^hile  the  man- 
ner in  which  ho  has  grouixtl  and  contrasted  the 
countless  amy  of  characters  of  even,-  ape,  displays 
the  highest  degree  of  artistic  skill.  Each  character 
he  summons  up  appears  In-fore  us.  with  historic 
costume  and  features  faithfully  preserved,  and  we 
seem  to  gaze  upon  him  as  a  reality,  and  not  merely 
as  the  bold  imagery  of  the  poet. 

"  For  nil  appenr'd 
As  in  thoir  days  of  earthly  prid*- ;   thp  clanlt 
Ofsleel  announced  the  warrior,  ami  ihrrolx* 
Of  Tyrian  luftrc  spoko  the  blood  of  kxna,^  " 

His  description  of  the  last  setting  of  the  sun  in 
the  west,  and  the  dreamer's  farewell  to  the  even- 
ing star,  as  it  was  fading  forever  from  his  sight, 
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JAMES  A.  HILLH0U8E. 


are  passages  of  beauty  which  it  would  be  difficult 
to  fiiul  Hurpasaed. 

About  this  period  Mr.  Hili.hoi78e  passed  three 
yeurs  in  Boston,  preparing  to  engage  in  a  mercan- 
tilo  lifo.  During  the  interruption  of  business  which 
toiik  place  in  consequence  of  the  last  war  with 
Eni^lanil,  he  employed  a  scaiion  of  leisure  passed 
at  home,  in  the  composition  of  several  dramatic 
pii".'C8,  of  which  *'  Demetria**  and «» Percy's  Masque" 
iM»st  satisfied  his  own  judgment  When  peace  was 
restored,  he  went  to  New  York,  and  embarked  in 
coHinierce,  to  which,  though  at  variance  with  his 
tmtes,  he  devoted  himself  with  fidelity  and  persc- 
veranco.  In  1819,  he  visited  Europe,  and  though 
the  months  passed  there  were  a  season  of  great 
anxiety  nnd  business  occupations,  he  still  found 
time  to  sec  much  to  enlarge  his  mind,  and  accu- 
mulated stores  of  thought  for  future  use.  Among 
other  distinguished  literary  men,  from  whom  while 
in  London  he  received  attentions,  was  Zacakt 
Macau  LA T,  (father  of  the  Hon.  T.  Babbingtox 
Macaulat,)  who  subsequently  stated  to  some 
American  gentlemen,  that  "he  considered  Mr. 
lliLLiiorsE  the  most  accomplished  young  man 
with  whom  he  was  acquainted."  It  was  during 
hw  stay  in  England  that  «« Percy's  Masque"  was 
revised  and  published.  The  subject  of  this  drama 
is  the  successful  attempt  of  one  of  the  Percies,  the 
son  of  8hakspeare*s  Hotspur,  to  recover  his  an- 
cestral home.  The  era  chosen  is  a  happy  one  for 
a  poet.  He  is  dealing  with  the  events  of  an  age 
where  every  thing  to  us  is  clothed  with  a  roman- 
tic interest,  which  invests  even  the  most  common 
e\ery-day  occurrences  of  life. 

"Thoy  carved  at  the  meal 
Whti  Eloves  of  itecl, 
And  thf>y  drank  the  red  wine  through  the  helmet  barr*d." 

Of  this  opportunity  he  fully  availed  himself,  in 
tlio  picture  he  has  hero  given  us  of  the  days  of 
chivalry.  As  a  mere  work  of  art,  "Percy's 
Mtisquc*'  is  one  of  the  most  faultless  in  the  lan- 
gua^.  If  subjected  to  scrutiny,  it  will  bear  the 
strictest  criticism  by  which  compositions  of  this 
kind  can  \ye  tried.  We  cannot  detect  tlie  violation 
of  a  single  nile  which  should  be  observed  in  the 
construction  of  a  tragedy.  When,  therefore,  it 
was  republished  in  this  country,  it  at  onc«  gave 
its  author  an  elevated  rank  as  a  dramatic  poet 

In  1822,  Mr.  Hillhoitre  was  united  in  mar- 
ria'JTC  to  Cornf.lt a,  eldest  daughter  of  Isaac  Law- 
RKNCE,  of  New  York.  He  shortly  afterward 
returned  to  his  native  town,  and  there,  at  his 
beautiful  i)lace,  called  Saehem*8  Woodt  devoted 
himself  to  the  pursuits  of  a  country  gentleman 
and  ])nictical  agriculturist  His  taste  extended 
also  to  the  arts  with  which  poetry  is  allied ;  and 
in  the  embellishment  ot  Ins  residence,  there  was 
exhibited  evidence  of  the  refinement  of  its  accom- 
plished occupant  Here,  with  the  exception  of  a 
few  months  of  the  winter,  generally  spent  in  New 
York,  he  passed  the  remainder  of  his  life.  «  And 
never."  remarks  his  friend,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Kipp, 
»'  has  a  domestic  circle  l)een  anywhere  gathered, 
uniting  within  itself  more  of  gmce,  and  elegance, 
and  intellect     He  who  formed  its  centre  and  its 


chann,  poflsefsed  a  chaivctfr  c(mibining  iiMMt  beao* 
tifully  the  high  endowments  of  Hteimiy  gemoi, 
with  all  that  is  winning  and  brilliant  in  aociai  life. 
They  who  knew  him  best  in  the  sacred  reUtioDB 
of  his  own  fireside,  will  never  cease  to  realise,  thai 
in  him  their  circle  lost  its  greatest  ornament  All 
who  were  accustomed  to  meet  his  cordial  greetiiig^ 
to  listen  to  his  fervid  and  eloquent  converBalion, 
to  be  delighted  with  the  wit  and  Tivacity  of  his 
playful  moments;  to  witness  the  grace  and  ele- 
gance of  his  manners,  the  chivalric  spirit,  the 
indomitable  energy  and  high  finish  of  the  whole 
character,  can  tell  how  nobly  he  united  the  com- 
bined attractions  of  the  poet,  the  scholar,  and  the 
perfect  gentleman.  Never,  indeed,  have  we  met 
with  one  who  could  pour  forth  more  eloquently 
his  treasures,  drawn  from  the  whole  range  of  Eng- 
lish literature,  or  bring  them  to  bear  more  ad- 
mirably upon  the  passing  occurrences  of  the  day. 
Every  syllable,  too,  which  he  uttered,  conveyed 
the  idea  of  a  high-souled  honour,  wMch  we  asso- 
ciate more  naturally  with  the  days  of  old  romance, 
than  with  these  selfish,  prosaic  times.  His  were 
indeed  *  high  thoughts,  seated  in  a  heart  of  cour- 
tesy.'" 

*<Hadad"  was  written  in  1824,  and  printed  in 
the  following  year.  This  has  generally  been 
esteemed  Hi llhouse's  masterpiece.  As  a  secred 
drama,  it  is  probably  unsurpassed.  The  scene  is  in 
Judea,  in  the  days  of  David ;  and  as  the  agemj 
of  evil  spirits  is  introduced,  an  opportunity  is  a^ 
forded  to  bring  forward  passages  of  strange  sub- 
limity and  wildness.  For  a  work  like  this,  HilIf 
HOUSE  was  peculiarly  qualified.  A  most  intimsto 
acquaintance  with  the  Scriptures  enabled  him  to 
introduce  each  minute  detail  in  perfect  keeping 
with  historical  truth,  while  from  tiie  same  study 
he  seems  also  to  have  imbibed  the  lofly  thou^ts, 
and  the  majestic  style  of  the  ancient  Hebiew 
prophets. 

In  1840,  he  collected,  and  published  in  two 
volumes,  the  works  which  at  that  time  he  was 
willing  to  give  to  the  world.  In  addition  to  those 
I  have  already  mentioned,  was  «I>emetria,*'  a 
domestic  tragedy,  now  first  revised  and  printed, 
after  an  interval  of  twenty-six  years  since  its  firrt 
composition,  and  several  orations,  delivered  in  New 
Haven,  on  public  occasions,  or  before  UteniTy 
societies  in  other  parts  of  the  country.  The 
manly  eloquence  of  the  latter,  is  well  calculated 
to  add  the  reputation  of  an  accomplished  ora- 
tor, to  that  which  he  already  enjoyed  as  a  poet. 
These  volumes  contain  nearly  all  that  he  left  us. 
It  is  a  mistake,  however,  to  suppose  that  he  passed 
his  life  merely  as  a  literary  man.  The  early  part 
of  it  was  spent  in  the  anxieties  of  business,  while, 
through  all  his  days,  literature,  instead  of  being 
his  occupation,  was  merely  the  solace  and  delight 
of  his  leisure  moments. 

About  this  time  Ids  friends  beheld,  with  anxiety, 
the  symptoms  of  failing  health.  For  fifteen 
months,  however,  he  lingered  on.  alternately  cheer- 
ing their  hearts  by  the  prospect  of  recovery,  and 
then  causing  them  again  to  despond,  ar  his  weak« 
ncss  increased.     In  the  fall  of  1840,  ne  left  hone 
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fo  the  ImI  tiinc,  to  Tist  bis  fHen^i  m  Boetf^n.  He 
wmaamdt  t^f^nrntly  benefited  bf  the  eximmi^nt 
ladi  Bft  iflUBitdiatA  duller  was  appnihutided  unit] 
J  of  Ibe  fbUowm^  JiitnAjy.  On  the 
ol  that  miMilh  his  diMinler  assumed  an 
fbnn*  anil  the  next  day  was  passed  in 
On  Mondaj,  lib  pntn  wa«  jJlts- 
,  j«t  bi«  iktlful  in^^lteal  atlcnd^titfl  beheld 
hi  dtta  inil  llie  pracurMr  of  dtfatli ;  and  it  beeatne 
iMt  dvitf,  on  ihe  fi>lloiring  momlng,  to  unpart 
•o  Um  fba  nvm  tbftt  Iub  haui*  were  few  and 


mOt  Ihtf  CTcnU  of  thw  solemn  diiv,  when  he 
bdbtld  the  nnd^^  of  life  foft  running  out,  ]imil 
I  qp  hk  utrengih  to  ro«et  the  King  of  Ter- 
aju  the  writer  to  whom  I  have  befote  al- 
lad^^  "I  omtiot  ^icfik.  The  loss  U  xtiU  too 
fr>t^nl  (o  allow  u»  to  withdraw  the  veil  and 
taH  «r  &b  d^iiif  hourfl^  Yet  tan^^hing:  wan  tho 
vm^  Mf  th«  ininti  aifpctiona  of  that  noble  heart 
gptfhiwd  in  Hose  fbldi  around  thoae  he  wia^  nlKHit 
ta  iw*%  M^  w«nd«red  b«ck  in  rvmembrttncfi  to  ^e 
lapminf  of  Ufe^  afid  iLe  frienda  of  childhood  who 
lad  shvutTy  j^ne.  It  wa«  abo  the  Christian** 
d—fhi  The  mind  which  hnd  conceived  Mvividfj 
tiM  »»nefl  «f  the  jinigment,  must  often  hi>Y© 
iM^ked  fbrwird  to  that  hoar,  which  he  now  could 
■nMt  tn  an  hnmbk,  trtuiung  fkllh.  And  thos  the 
dttf  wore  on,  until,  d»at  «ig:ht  o*clock  in  the  ev^ 
luiig,  vrifhoiit  a  Riju^le,  he  fell  asleep," 

Aa  •  ptwl^  he  potiwased  qualities  seldotn  found 
I:    a  maMrnli^n^  «t|iength  of  mind,  and  ft 
t  ig^mb^  pr nreptlon  of  the  beautifiiL     With 
n^tnatiim  of  the  loftiest  oider — with  **  the 
I  ami  the  fluniltj  divine"  in  its  fnUetit  exer- 
fi^!,  the  wanderings  of  !Tb  faiiej  were  chtistcnod 
bj  exqatKite   taste.     Tba   grand 


<"har»£t^riift»c  of  liia  writioga  Is  thci/  classieal 
beuuty.  Every  paBnage  lA  polbhcd  ti>  t^m  utiitiVMtt 
yet  there  is  do  exnbenmce,  no  Ba^ri6t*e  ta  fiilsi? 
and  mcretrieioHf*  Iftsle*  He  threw  itside  the  gundy 
and  affected  brillmncy  with  which  too  matiy  wtt 
forth  their  poemtt^  and  tell  his  to  stmid,  Itku  the 
done  coimnn,  charrtiiiig  l>y  itj  aimpiirtty.  Writini* 
not  for  present  pnpiilurityt  of  to  cutch  Uu?  iM;nii«^ 
LesA  ;ippl]iviKe  of  the  multitude^  he  wn»  wiltinf  to 
cominit  bis  wark*»^-ft9  Lonl  Bucoo  did  iiis  menio^ 
ry*— **  to  tJie  next  age«."  And  the  fe^^uU  k  pro^ioj? 
how  ^i*e  were  hi*  calculations.  The  **  fit  andi- 
enc«»"  whk'h  at  fir^t  hutltxl  his  poems  with  pka- 
sUTs^,  from  rftttlribff  ihc^r  worth,  hiiis  been  atmidily 
in^^t^cb^iijg^  The  ftrhoUr  studies  (hem  aa  th^  [iro* 
ductiouit  of  a  liLLfidn'd  *piritt  which  hod  ilnink 
deeply  at  the  founUins  of  tinciont  kwe,  unit  J  it 
bad  lt«e[f  tteen  tiiouided  into  HbS  msm  fonn  of 
stem  and  antique  lii:>»uLy.  whidb  ll^Tfeod  the  old 
Athenian  drtiniaUnts*  'l*ho  intelkctijal  and  the 
gifted  ^lium  him  a^t  one  of  their  oivn  aarrt'd  hn^ 
therhood ;  and  all  who  \m\v  a  *hjmjnithy  with 
genius,  and  are  amtiona  to  hold  communion  ythh 
it  as  they  ttayal  on  the  worn  »nd  henlen  path  of 
life,  turn  with,  ever  renewed  delight  to  his  page«^ 
They  see  the  eyidence*  of  one,  who  wrote  not  bc^ 
CA\xm  he  must  write,  ttut  been  use  he  po#«e«si?d  a 
mind  crowded  and  glowing  with  imugea  of  beanty, 
and  rburefoTe,  in  the  language  of  iw>ctry,  he  poured 
forth  Its  hoarded  treosurfu^  Much  as  we  niuat 
lament  the  withdrawal  of  that  bright  mind,  at  an 
age  when  it  hud  jnst  ripened  into  the  maturity  of 
its  power,  and  when  it  secmetl  ready  for  grejjter 
cffortfl  than  it  yet  Kad  made,  we  rejoice  ibat 
the  event  did  not  happen  until  a  permanent 
funk  had  been  giuned  among  the  noblest  of  gut 
poets* 


THE  JUDGMENT. 


Tm  fitca  wei«  post  of  that  anEpietous  d<iy 
When  vf  hite^robed  altars  ^tresth'd  with  living  green 
Adorn  the  tem]»lrt ; — when  nnnumber'd  lonfuea 
iU^p9MA  11m  glorious  anthem  snn;;^  to  harps 
Of  Utfili  wMk  the  star  o'er  Bethlehem  fltood  ; — 
Wbcn  pilifbl  heafU  bow  low,  and  deeper  joy 
Smaduv  la  Iba  Christian  than  the  angel  fiongf 
Oct  111*  §fmA  birthday  of  our  PrieM  and  King, 
t  niht,  while  muMng  on  his  wondrous  life, 
I  and  promises  to  be  fulOird^ 

Mp  lell  on  me.,  and  a  dream 
Of  4md&l  diawter  appalled  my  soul. 
Wild  wa«  th#  pageant  t^^foee  to  loee  with  kinga^ 
Hct^Mii,  and  aa^ts  of  o!d  note,  I  stood ; 

,  and  prophets,  and  apostles  law, 
aldtf  Tirmsi  ere  round  the  globe 
ftnd  waste  a  weltering  flood  wai  roU'Jf 
Witk  w%ela,  compmmng  the  nriiant  throne 
Of  Msar*a  Son,  anow  de«rendni,  ^Towa'd 
With  ^ory  *«bH  to  judge  the  woHd,* 


Methonght  t  jonmey'd  o'er  a  honndjeB^  plain, 
Unbroke  by  vale  or  hill,  on  all  eides  stretch'd, 
Like  circling  ocean,  to  the  low-brow'd  aky ; 
8a  re  in  the  midnt  a  verdant  monni,  whose  ddes 
Flowers  of  all  hu^  and  fff  sn^nt  breath  adorn'd. 
Lightly  I  trod^  as  on  some  joyoUi  qU(*«t, 
Beneath  the  axore  vault  and  early  sun  ■ 
But  while  my  pleased  cyt«  mnged  the  circuit  irrccn, 
Ne^'  light  shone  round;  n  mormnr  came,  conftistid. 
Like  many  voices  and  the  rush  of  wings. 
Upward  I  j^aieil,  and,  'mid  the  glittering  skim. 
Begirt  by  flying  myriad  %  saw  a  throne 
Whoso  thousand  isplendourB  blamed  upon  the  earth 
Refijlgenl  an  another  flun.     Through  clouds 
They  camf',  and  vapours  coloured  by  AuttoaSj 
Mingfrng  in  ewcII  sublime,  voices,  and  harps, 
And  sounding  wingi*,  and  hallelujahs  ewoeL 
Sudden,  a  aeraph  that  before  them  (lew^ 
Pausing  upon  his  wide-unfoldefl  pliuneif. 
Put  to  hia  mouth  the  likeness  of  a  tromp, 
Anfi  to  wan!  the  four  winds  four  lime*  fiercdy 

breathed. 
Doubling  along  the  arch,  the  mfghty  peal 


r 
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To  heaven  resounded ;  hell  rctum*d  a  groan, 
And  shuddering  earth  a  moment  reel'd,  confounded, 
From  her  fixed  pathway  as  the  staggering  ship, 
Stunii'd  by  some  mountain  billow,  reels.  The  isles. 
With  heaving  ocean,  rock'd :  the  mountains  shook 
Their  ancient  coronets :  the  avalanche 
Thunder'd :  silence  succeeded  through  the  nations. 
Earth  never  listen'd  to  a  sound  like  this. 
It  Ktruck  the  general  pulse  of  nature  still, 
And  broke,  forever,  the  dull  sleep  of  death. 


Now,  o'er  the  mount  the  radiant  legions  hung, 
Like  plumy  travellers  from  climes  remote 
On  some  sequestered  isle  about  to  stoop. 
Gently  its  flowery  head  received  the  throne ; 
Cherulus  and  seraphs,  by  ten  thousands,  round 
Skirting  it  far  and  wide,  like  a  bright  sea. 
Fair  forms  and  faces,  crowns,  and  coronets,- 
And  glistering  wings  furVd  white  and  numlierless. 
About  their  Lobd  were  those  seven  glorious  spirits 
Who  in  the  Alxiohtt's  presence  stand.     Four 

lean'd 
On  golden  wands,  with  folded  wings,  and  eyes 
Fix'd  on  the  throne :  one  bore  the  dreadful  books, 
The  arbiters  of  life :  another  waved 
The  blazing  ensign  terrible,  of  yore, 
To  rebel  angels  in  the  wars  of  heaven : 
What  seom'd  a  trump  the  other  spirit  grasp'd, 
Of  wondrous  size,  wreathed  multiform  and  strange. 
Illustrious  stood  the  seven,  above  the  rest 
To^vering,  like  a  constellation  glowing, 
Wliat  time  the  sphere-instructed  huntsman,  taught 
By  Atlas,  his  star-studded  belt  dis}>lays 
Aloft,  bright-glittering,  in  the  winter  sky. 


Then  on  the  mount,  amidst  these  glorious  shapes. 
Who  reverent  stood,  with  looks  of  sacred  awe, 
I  saw  Emmanuel  seated  on  his  throne. 
His  robe,  mcthouirht,  was  whiter  than  the  light ; 
Upon  his  breast  the  heavenly  Urim  glow'd 
Bright  as  the  sun,  and  round  such  lightnings  flashed, 
No  eye  could  meet  the  mystic  symbol's  blaze. 
Irradiant  the  eternal  sceptre  shone 
Which  wont  to  glitter  in  his  Father's  hand : 
llesplendent  in  his  faoc  the  Godhead  beam'd, 
Justice  and  mercy,  majesty  and  grace, 
Divinely  mingling.     Celestial  glories  play*d 
Around  with  beamy  lustre ;  from  his  eye 
Dominion  look'd ;  upon  his  brow  was  stamped 
Creative  power.     Yet  over  all  the  touch 
Of  gracious  pity  dwelt,  which,  erst,  amidst 
Dissolving  nature's  anguish,  breathed  a  prayer 
For  guilty  man.     Redundant  down  his  neck 
His  locks  roll'd  graceful,  as  they  waved,  of  old. 
Upon  the  mournful  breeze  of  Calvar>'. 


His  throne  of  heavenly  substance  scem'd  com- 
posed, 
W^ose  pearly  essence,  like  the  eastern  shell. 
Or  changeful  opal,  shed  a  silvery  light 
Clear  as  the  moon  it  look'd  through  ambient  clouds 
Of  snowy  lustre,  waving  round  its  base, 


That,  like  a  lodiac,  thick  with  embknu  Ml, 
Flaah'd  wondrous  beama,  of  unknown  chandery 
From  many  a  burning  rtone  of  hutre  nze, 
Stain'd  like  the  bow  whose  mingling 

ttream'd 

Confusion  bright  upon  the  daxxled  eje. 
Above  him  hung  a  canopy  whose  aluiti 
The  mount  o'-ershadow'd  like  an  evening  ctood. 
Clouds  were  his  curtains :  not  like  their  dim  tjpei 
Of  blue  and  purple  round  the  tabernacle, 
That  waving  vision  of  the  lonely  wild, 
By  pious  Israel  wrought  with  cherubim ; 
Veiling  the  mysteries  of  old  renown, 
Table,  and  altar,  ark,  and  mercy-seat. 
Where,  'twixt  the  shadow  of  cherubic  wings, 
In  lustre  visible  Jxhotah  shone. 


In  honour  chief,  upon  the  Lord's  right  hand 
His  station  Michael  held :  the  dreadful  sword 
That  from  a  starry  baldric  hung,  proclaim'd 
The  Hierarch.    Terrible,  on  his  brow 
Blazed  the  archangel  crown,  and  from  Ids  eye 
Thick  sparkles  flash'd.    Like  regal  banners,  waved 
Back  from  his  giant  shoulders  his  broad  vans, 
Bedropt  with  gold,  and,  turning  to  the  sun. 
Shone  gorgeous  as  the  multitudinous  stars, 
0^  some  illumined  city  seen  by  night. 
When  her  wide  streets  pour  noon,  and,  edioug 

through 
Her  thronging  thousands,  mirth  and  muiie  ring; 

Opposed  to  him,  I  saw  an  angel  stand 
In  sable  vesture,  with  the  Books  of  Life. 
Black  was  his  mantle,  and  his  changeful  wings 
Gloss'd  like  the  raven's;  thoughtful  seem'd  his 

mieh. 
Sedate  and  calm,  and  deep  upon  his  brow 
Had  Meditation  set  her  seal ;  his  eyes 
Look'd  things  unearthly,  thoughts  unutterable, 
Or  utter'd  only  with  an  angefs  tongue. 
Renown'd  was  ho  among  the  seraphim 
For  depth  of  prescience,  and  sublimest  lore ; 
Skill'd  in  the  mysteries  of  the  Eterital, 
Profoundly  versed  in  those  old  records  where. 
From  everlasting  ages,  live  God's  deeds ; 
He  knew  the  hour  when  yonder  shining  worlds, 
That  roll  around  us,  into  being  sprang ; 
Their  system,  laws,  connexion ;  all  he  knew 
But  the  dread  moment  when  they  cease  to  be. 
None  judged  like  him  the  ways  of  GroD  to  man. 
Or  so  had  ponder'd ;  his  excursive  thoughts 
Had  visited  the  depths  of  night  and  chaos. 
Gathering  the  treasures  of  the  hoaxy  deep. 


Like  Ocean  billows  seem'd,  ere  this,  the  plaiii» 
Confusedly  heaving  with  a  sumless  host 
From  earth's  and  time's  remotest  bounds :  a  von 
Went  up  before  the  multitude,  whose  conns 
The  unftirl'd  banner  guided,  and  the  bow, 
Zone  of  the  universe,  athwart  the  xenith 
Sweeping  its  arch.    In  one  vast  conflox  nXTdf 
Wave  following  wave,  were  men  of  etefy  ag«^ 
Nation,  and  tongue ;  all  heard  the  wmming  UuC 
And,  led  by  wondrous  impulse,  hither  < 
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id  in  will!  confbeion,  now,  tbci«e  m«t 
•Ot  igoi  bom,     Gmy  faruu,  that  tiv^ 
Tlsw  hims«jif  «u  ^^otuig,  whcwe  temples 

jfcjy  haiunnB  of  a  thaufiand  jcarB, 
ude  b^  side  wilh  Roman  coiimitR: — ^bere» 
ibfiivti  oH  and  he&TeD'ifiBpired  b&Tn^^ 
drtetiit  htiiOB»  «eea ; — there,  fwm  a  crowd 
pUiktidifl^    tomtT^d    thi&    noddiag 


■Jid  h«rlcnii,  )U)d  tp^jrklinf  diftdenu^ 
naiiX  E^^t'fit  or  Amyriati  kings  ; 
N  wImh  fiirth  ibc  bumlred  gates  of  Thebe» 
tnAnf  cfen  W  hundred  prirtce«  rush'd ; 
mi*  at  night,  ham  oCT  the  tcrracs  top 
.  mtwi  gttnkn,  touched  lo  w>othe 
milled  SMUUichf  came  the  sDlcmn  tMma 
^bmitpmillmijt  mnA  haq>,  mlown 
AiplinlPi,  floating  in  the  mooiiJlght  wide 
■ll^pil^  DAbflon.     For  all  Bp|j<ni*d 
their  Jayi  tif  oiirthly  pride ;  the  clank 
el  titn*MiiiC(?d  the  wamor,  and  the  robe 
TtMJO  lUidTB  Kpok^  the  blood  of  kingH. 
^  on  the  tJigeU  whiKe  I  gazed,  their  names 
fed  not,  vet  amongst  the  mortal  throng: 
ntou«  power  of  drcama  i)  (kmiliar  wemM 
vmiieiunee,  and  ttexy  namt  well  known. 


ml  te  ttOttOl*  flf  Ichiil  mLx^d  plialamc  firet, 
mt  flood :  not  as  be  louk'd 
,  •!  etA,  amid  the  chady  bowers 
I  giewi  of  that  ddkkni  pIt^tl^ 
wrrf  lankf  of  vomf;  ««i^r(9Umg  atrcsin, 
IK  lo  tkl  itft  luUiin^  antrmtir,  hand 
kd  iiUh  peciSe^sd  Kvk,  Uit  rose  too  Bwcet^ 
bo  PaimdiM-.     ¥lv4  from  hi<  cheek 
toom  of  Eden  ;  his  hjjurinthine  locks 

rKui^l  to  gray ;  with  yeara  and  Borrowi 

horned 

mj'd,  but  thitnu^h  hia  mined  fbmi  atUL  ahone 
knje^ty  of  bi»  t'refttor :  round 
hia  lona  a  ^ev^y]  and  pitying  look 
^  and  in  hia  vecture  hid  Ms  face. 


■e  it  hia  tide  appear'd  fl  martial  foniip 

rt  maj^alic,  dud  in  massive  anns, 
iaf  aiboTe  whose  helm  with  oiit^rpad  wbgi 
i  eA'^le  flew;  around  it«i  brim 
f-rd  the  nann^  at  which  earth**  quoen 
I  from  her  leven'fold  ihrone  and  ownetl  her 

Kwd* 

dibtrd  I've  iim«^mp'Tit  Moo*l ; 
V  vnTprifip,  and  bbnk  astonishment 
b'd  hi*  fifTO  d»ek,  e«  when,  of  old,  ^Iom 

hemmed 
n  the  cjtptloU  amidnt  the  rrond 
itorn.  firaHffM  elw,  h(c  caught  the  ffleam 
icTV**  ftet^,     Dannteil,  yet  on  the  pomp 
»^m  *efaphim.  iheir  w  ini?«,  Ihcir  crowns, 
dazdiiji^  faci**,  and  upon  llii?  I- nan 
*d  a  AeuiilfaJt  k«k  of  anxiouri  note, 
hat  rkAa«4Li4*ii  hurtling  «4|u ad rons  d?ew 
I  (ilt  hia  foTtuD«a  huny^  upon  the  hour. 


Near  him,  for  wisdom  famous  through  the -eaitj 
AaftAii^ia  I'ceted  on  hia  sttlT;  in  guise 
A  Chaldee  shepherd,  simple  in  his  raiment 
As  when  at  Mamre  in  hii  tejit  he  «at. 
The  bout  of  angeb.     Bnow*white  were  hia  lockl 
And  silvery  beanJ,  that  to  hia  girdle  roU'd. 
Fondly  his  meek  eye  dwelt  upon  \m  lioas. 
Like  one,  that,  ailer  long  and  troubEed  drpama^ 
A  night  of  sorrows,  dfeary,  vniUj  and  fiad. 
Beholds,  at  lasl,  the  dawn  of  proinificd  joyi*. 

With  Liikdred  looks  hin  great  deseendinit  g9Z«d 
Not  in  the  poor  array  of  shepherdsi  he, 
Nor  in  the  many-coloured  coat,  fond  gift 
Of  doating  age,  and  caum  of  direful  bale  i 
But,  statelji  ss  his  native  p[dm,  hh  fomi 
Was,  lik*!  Egyptian  princes^  proudly  deckM 
In  tissued  purplo  « weeping  lo  the  ground. 
Plumes  from  the  deaert  w^iTod  above  hta  bead, 
And  down  his  breast  the  golden  collar  bung, 
BcfltowM  by  Pa  A  HA  on,  when  througb  Egypt  word 
Went  forth  to  l>ow  tbe  knee  a  a  to  her  king* 
Graced  thaa.  hia  chanot  with  impetuous  wbc^U 
Bore  him  toward  Go«hen,  where  Ibc  lainting  he  Art 
Of  Ihhakl  wailed  for  hi*  long*lo*t  eon. 
The  SOD  ofFlAcuEU    Ahf  bad  ^he  »unriired 
To  see  him  in  bis  glory  1 — As  he  rod^, 
Hia  boyhood,  and  his  mother's  tent,  arowe, 
Link'd  with  a  ihousftud  rcK^olIections  dear. 
And  JoiXfH^a  heart  was  in  the  tomb  by  Ephnlh. 


At  biandf  a  group  of  fi&gm  markM  the  scenA. 
Plato  and  BocnATti  together  stood, 
With  Kim  who  m^iiRiircd  by  their  shades  those  piles 
Gigantic,  *mid  thu  desert  s^t^n,  at  ev©» 
By  toiling  camnin*  for  Memphis  bound, 
Peering  Uke  specks  above  the  horizon's  ^erge, 
Who«e  huge  foundations  vanif»h  in  the  tnist 
Of  t^liefft  time.     Transfixed   they  seem'd  with 

wonder, 
Awe-struclL, — sms^ment  rapt  their  inmost  aoula. 
Such  giftnce  of  deep  inquiry  and  nispense 
They  threw  around,  as,  in  untutor'd  agea^ 
Astronomer*  upon  some  dark  eclipee, 
Close  counselling  amidjit  the  dubious  light 
If  it  portended  Nature's  death,  or  spoke 
A  change  in  heaven.     What  thought  they,  theti, 

of  all 
Their  idle  dreams,  their  proud  philosopby, 
When  on  their  wildefd  souls  redemption,  Caai*T, 
A  nd  the  A  LM 1 R II T T  broke  ?    But,  though  tliry  errM 
When  all  was  dark,  they  reasoned  for  tlie  Imth. 
They  sought  in  earth,  in  ocean,  and  tlic  »tnr% 
Tlieir  maker,  arguing  from  his  work^  towanl  Gottl 
And  from  hia  word  bad  not  Icfiw  nobly  argued. 
Had  they  N^hcld  tfie  go«pel  sendiuff  forth 
Its  pure  effulgence  o'er  the  farthest  ffca, 
laR^bllng  the  idol  niountain-top*,  and  gilding 
The  banncTH  of  vfilvation  there.     These  men 
NcVt  ftUgbted  a  Rbdef.^kp  j  of  hi*  name 
They  never  heard.     Perchunce  Iheir  lalc-found 

hjirps, 
Miting  with  angel  symphonies,  may  aound 
In  Btrains  more  rapturous  things  (o  them  v%  new. 
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Nearer  the  mount  stood  Mosis ;  in  his  hand 
Tho  rod  which  blasted  with  strange  plagues  the 

realm 
Of  Misraim,  and  from  its  time-worn  channels 
UpturiiM  the  Arabian  sea.     Fair  was  his  broad, 
Hii;li  front,  and  forth  from  his  soul-piercing  eye 
Did  Ic^iMlntion  took ;  which  full  he  fix*d 
Upon  the  blazing  panoply,  undazzlcd. 
No  terrors  had  the  scene  for  him  who,  oft, 
l-'pon  the  thundrr-sliaken  hill-top,  veil'd 
With  snioicc  and  li^^htnings,  with  Jehovah  talk'd, 
And  from  his  fiery  hand  received  the  law. 
K:^yond  the  Jewish  niler,  banded  close, 
A  company  full  glorious,  I  saw 
The  twelve  apostles  stajid.    O,  with  what  looks 
Of  ravishment  and  joy,  what  rapturous  tears, 
Wliut  Iiearts  of  ecstasy,  they  giized  aydin 
On  their  beloved  Master!  what  a  tide 
Of  overwhelming  thou;;hts  pressed  to  their  souls, 
When  now,  as  he  so  frequent  promised,  throned, 
And  circled  by  the  hosts  of  heaven,  they  traced 
The  well-known  lineaments  of  him  who  shared 
Their  wants  and  sufferings  here !    Full  many  a  day 
Of  fu'ttinqr  spent  with  him,  and  ni;i:ht  of  prayer, 
llush'd  on  their  swelling  hearts.     Before  the  rest. 
Close  to  the  angelic  spears,  had  Petkr  urged. 
Tears  in  his  eye,  love  throbbing  at  his  breast. 
As  if  to  touch  his  vesture,  or  to  catch 
The  murmur  of  his  voice.     On  him  and  them 
Jesus  beam*d  down  benignant  looks  of  love. 


How  diverse  from  the  frpnt  sublime  of  Paul, 
Or  pale  and  placid  dignity  of  him 
Who  in  the  lonely  Isle  saw  heaven  unveil'd, 
AVas  his  who  in  twelve  summers  won  a  world ! 
Not  such  his  countenance  nor  garb,  as  when 
Ho  foremost  breasted  the  broad  Granicus, 
Dnrk-rushing  through  its  steeps  from  lonely  Ida, 
His  double-tufted  plume  conspicuous  mark 
(»f  every  arrow;  cheering  his  bold  steed 
'i'hrough  pikes,  and  spears,  and  threatening  axes,  up 
The  slippery  bank  through  all  their  chivalry. 
Princes  apd  satraps  linkM  for  Ctrcs'  throne, 
AVith  cuirass  pierced,  cleft  helm,  and  plumeless 

head. 
To  youthful  conquest :  or,  when,  panic-struck, 
D.vRira  from  his  plunging  chariot  sprang, 
Away  the  bow  and  mantle  ca«t,  and  fled. 
His  rol>e,  all  splendid  from  the  silk-worm's  loom, 
Floiited  eireniinate,  and  from  his  neck 
HunsT  chains  of  gold,  and  poms  from  eastern  mines. 
n.'diifht  with  inany-colourM  plumipe,  flamed 
Hi-*  proul  tiara,  plnma;^e  which  had  spR'ail 
Its  q^litterin;^  dyes  of  scarlet,  green,  and  gold, 
To  cveiiinar  suns  by  Indus*  stream :  around 
'i'wined  careless,  plowM  the  whiu*  and  puq)le  band. 
The  imperial,  sa'?ri»d  biulj^e  of  Persia's  kings. 
Thus  his  triumph:tl  car  in  Babylon 
l)isj)l.iyM  him.  drawn  by  snow-white  elephants, 
Wh.»ie  feet  crusli'd  o:lours  from  the  flowery  wreaths 
Biiy-f 'lipids  scatter'd,  wliile  soft  music  breathe*! 
All.!  iin'iMi<e  fum:>d  around.     But  dire  his  hue. 
Bloated  and  bacchanal  as  on  the  night 


When  old  Penepolis  was  wnqpp'd  in  flanw ! 
Fear  over  all  had  flong  a  livid  tiiige. 
A  deeper  awe  aubdued  him  than  amaxed 
Pakmknio  and  the  rest,  when  they  beheld 
The  white-fitoled  LeVitea  from  Jeroaalem, 
Thrown  open  as  on  some  high  festival, 
With  hynms  and  solemn  pomp,  come  down  tlie  hil 
To  meet  the  incensed  king,  and  wondering  anr, 
As  on  tho  pontifTs  awful  form  he  gazed. 
Glistering  in  purple  with  his  mystic  gnns, 
JoTx's  vaunteid  son,  at  Jaddua'b  foot,  adorn. 

XIT. 

Turn,  now,  where  stood  the  spotless  Viiigin: 

sweet 
Her  azure  eye,  and  fair  her  golden  ringlets; 
But  changeful  as  the  hues  of  infancy 
Her  face.     As  on  her  son,  her  CrOD,  she  gazed, 
Fix'd  was  her  look, — earnest,  and  hreathleai^ 

now, 
SuflTusod  her  glowing  cheek;  now,  changed  to 

pale; — 
First,  round  her  lip  a  smile  celestial  play'd. 
Then,  fast,  fast  rain'd  the  tcanL— Who  can  ii^ 

terpret 1 — 
Perhaps  some  thought  maternal  cro8S*d  her  heiit, 
That  mused  on  days  long  past,  when  on  her  braait 
He  helpless  lay,  and  of  his  mfant  smile ; 
Or,  on  those  nights  of  terror,  when,  from  worse 
Than  wolves,  she  hasted  with  her  babe  to  Egypt 


Girt  by  a  crowd  of  monarchs,  of  whoae  fiune 
Scarce  a  memorial  lives,  who  fought  and  reign'd 
While  the  historic  lamp  shed  gtimmering  bght. 
Above  the  rest  one  regal  port  aspired, 
Crown'd  like  Assyria's  princes ;  not  a 
O'ertoppM  him,  save  the  giant  aeraphim. 
His  countenance,  more  piercing  than  the 
Of  the  sun-gazing  eagle,  earthward  bent 
Its  haught,  fierce  majesty,  tempered  with  awe. 
Seven  years  with  brutish  heids  had  quell*d  hit 

pride. 
And  taught  him  there's  a  mightier  king  in  heaTcn. 
His  powerful  arm  founded  old  Babylon, 
Whose  bulwarks  like  the  eternal  mountains  heated 
Their  adamantine  heads;  whose  brazen  gates 
Beleaguering  nations  foil'd,  and  bolts  of  war» 
Unshaken,  unanswered  as  the  pelting  haiL 
House  of  the  kingdom !  glorious  Babylon ! 
£arth*s  marvel,  and  of  unborn  time  the  theme ! 
Say  where  thou  stood^st : — or,  can  the  fisherman 
Plying  his  task  on  the  Euphrates,  now, 
A  silent,  silver,  unpolluted  tide. 
Point  to  thy  grave,  and  answer  1     From  a  sash 
O'er  his  broad  shoultlcr  hung  the  ponderous  swoxd. 
Fatal  as  sulphurous  fires  to  Nineveli, 
Tiiat  leveird  with  her  waves  the  walls  of  Tynia» 
Queen  of  the  stm ;  to  its  foundations  shook 
Jerusalem,  and  reap'd  the  fields  of  Eg)'pt. 

XVI. 

Endless  the  task  to  name  the  multitudes 
From  every  land,  from  isles  remote,  in  iii*as 
Which  no  adventurous  mariner  has  saiPd :— 
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le«en^|inU«d  oiiBi,  of  ^haae  pomp 
niiisrgr  w«tid^r«r,  by  the  ^tara 
did  iW  ilk*  burning  vt]dcniF«s«, 

c%  »inl,  m  iair  Pero, 
I  fkmpk  of  the  Sun,  its  pde«to, 
^  sad  Ito  Ibi^  fQTvvvr  itiiiBrht, 
Udi^li  tettTd,  vitd^  fur  belief^  met  seom. 
!  ftlitT«t  g3iing  thufl.  far  in  ihe  tky 
r^il  whM  loiok^d,  at  lirst,  a  moviTig^  star; 
iw«id«  wberiinf  through  the  clouds  it  came, 
fttgtit^itiig  fplendour  and  incrpo^lng  sl^^ 
liya  tai  A  jR^rj  ehibriat  ru^h'd, 

\  dt^wiip  whose  h^wlfi  «hot  forth 
.     O'er  iu  fierce  wheela 
I  ftHghted  on  the  mount, 
,  bnl  desthtcw  rapt  to  h^ven, 
I  thfir  looye  bciLrds  floatedi,  white 
I  £ilv{?T*d  ;  fair  they  fieem'd, 
IgM  n«ii0eb;  feUowahip  with  heaven 
IMQfiml  jTiMiiiaiM  m  hstd  ptirijied* 
E  ibair  mu3tl«w ;  otli^r  than  the  «eer 
dia  cauBpht ;  aod  tn  thti  prophet's  face 
lif  luatiiEf  like  the  Uhm**,  gleanied* 

r  Ibr  tlw  dread  tribunal  all  prepared  i 

llMAMMiii  the  angd  with  the  bfTok* 
fing  kneefdr  atid,  rToeaing  on  his  brea.^t 
He  pinioiu^  there  the  ^olumfifl  tfpread^ 
nd  ipumraons  echoed  from  iht>  trump, 
I  MTundind,  when  the  mighty  work  began. 
I  OB«rKd  h|^  a  aeraph's  wand,  ^  sea 
I  toward  tiie  mount 
i  fidJM.,     No  •o*>n«fr  had  the  firat 
I  ila  iny*terious  circle  tou<;bed 
,  «wiA  as  faney's  flash, 
lltnlngdtftiiig  from  the  aummer  cloud, 
I  c^Mlenoe  nue  befon*  the  saul, 
yi  itt  dwd«,  with  all  lU  secret  ttora 
ibifO  works,  and  dark  in:mgiaing». 
I  die  chaos,  thoughts  aa  numberless 
iding  kaire*  when  autumn  strips  the  woods, 
•od  dipidiiited  as  the  «ibiftV  thoughts 
E^d  upon  the  waste  of  long,  dim  years, 

in  a  mornent  throug;^h  the  qutcken'd  aouL 
ilh  Ihe  giozini^  eje  of  e^th  Iwihetd  ; 
Kiw  «^  with  thi>  glance  of  Heltj* 
ience*  stem  arbiifr  in  every  breast, 
hi,     3iK4equltt&d  or  condemned, 
gh  two  broadf  c^itterin^  avenues  of  apears 
1  the  wigelk  squadrons,  right,  or  left 
nt'fieat ;  by  power  supernal  led 
eir  allotted  fitations  on  the  plain ^ 
Wttrd.  onwmrtl,  numbericss,  they  came, 
oneh^d,  appal  fd,  the  versje  of  dceliny, 
^ftTcnly  Hpirits  inly  sympnthi^ted  :^ 
[  ymithful  BainUi,  or  martyrs  ^arr^d  and  white, 
irtjicamtng  fajcpa,  hands  «»tatic  elasp'd, 
^  t^  lh«  right,  eeleslial  beaminif  imilcs 
u^ing  beauty  to  their  ratliance  ^vt ; 
owne^aat  look*  of  pity  chiU'd  the  kiL 
dtnfVd  hand^,  and  f  rcu  i.\  imI  ste  pa  were  iKart ! 
m  my  shuddering  fioal,  (he  i^tificd  groan, 
kg  fnxn  sotn^  proud  hltsphfme?,  m$  he  Tusb'd, 


Constrained  by  conHCiHicF,  down  the  path  of  death, 
KncUs  horrible^ — On  all  the  Imrrjing  throng 
T\w  unerring  i^cn  siamp'd,  lis  they  p»»s'd*  their  faSeu 
ThuSf  in  a  day,  amaztn;^  thoui^ht!  were  juil god 
The  milHonfl*  siuct^  from  the  Almiahti^h  hand, 
LaonchM   on   her  conrae^  earth  roird  rejoiving. 

Whose 
Th«  doom  to  penal  firea,  and  whose  to  joy. 
From  manV  presumption  mitts  and  darkncM  T«i|, 
So  pasG^d  the  day  ]  divided  stood  the  world, 
An  ftwful  line  of  sepanition  drawn » 
And  from  hifl  labours  the  MEssiia  ceased. 


By  likis,  llie  Pun  his  westering  ear  drove  low ; 
Round  hin  brond  wheel  full  many  a  ludil  cloud 
Floated,  like  happy  ifile*,  in  seas  of  gold ; 
Along  the  horbon  ca^jtkd  ehapc«  were  piled, 
Turrets  and  to wera,  whose  fronts embatllcdglcani'd 
With  yellow  light ;  smit  by  the  sJanttug  ray, 
A  nidBy  l>etim  the  eanopy  reflectt^d  ; 
With  deeper  light  the  ruby  blush*!]^  and  thick 
Upon  the  seraphs^  wingH  the  glowing  spots 
SeemM  drop  of  ftre,     UncoHmg  ffom  tf»  stuff 
With  fainter  wave,  the  gorgiEKnii  ensign  hung. 
Or,  aweUing  with  the  iwelling  breeie,  liy  fit*, 
Cai*  off  upon  the  dewy  air  huge  flakes 
Of  golden  lustre.     Over  all  the  hill, 
The  heavenly  legions,  the  assembled  world, 
EveulDg  her  crimson  tint  farcver  drew* 


But  while  at  gajce,  in  eoremn  silence,  men 
And  ongcla  stood,  and  mnny  a  quaking  heart 
With  expectation  throbbM ;  about  tht  thrima 
And  glittering  hill -top  slowly  wreathed  the  cload% 
Erewhile  like  curtainfl  for  adornment  hung, 
Involving  Shiloh  and  the  seraphim 
Beneath  a  snowy  tent.     The  band*  around, 
Eyeing  the  gonfalon  that  through  the  smoke 
Towefd  into  air,  resembled  hosts  who  watch 
The  king**  pavilion  where,  ere  battle  hour, 
A  council  tit*.     What  their  consult  might  be, 
Those  aeren  dread  mpmln  ai>d  their  Loan, !  mused, 
I  marveird.    Was  it  ^race  and  |>i*aco  7 — or  death! 
Was  it  of  man  I — Did  pity  fnr  thi=j  lost 
His  gf?nt!c  nature  wring,  who  knew,  who  felt 
How  frail  is  this  poor  teni?ment  of  clayl* — 
Arose  there  from  the  nupty  tabemaclo 
A  cry  like  thttt  upon  Gethsemane  ! — 
What  passed  in  J^stra'  bosom  none  may  know. 
But  close  the  cloudy  dome  ia^asted  him  ; 
And*  weary  with  eonjeclupe,  round  I  gnxed 
Wheft?t  in  the  purple  west  no  more  to  dawn, 
Faded  the  glorie«  of  the  dying  day. 
MiU!  twinkling  through  a  crim«on-skijted  cloud, 
7*he  «olitJiry  star  of  evening  flhone. 
Wliile  (lazing  wistful  on  that  pcerleajs  light. 
Thereafter  to  be  seen  no  more^  (aji*  oft. 
In  dreiun«  strange  images  will  miit,)  wad  thoughia 
Pass* J  o*er  my  houI.   Sorrowing,  I  crioil,  ^  Farewell, 
Pale,  beauteous  pianet,  that  dinpluyest  so  aoft 

*  War  w#  hat  ft  n*»t  mn  hi^li  prt-'H  which  wnau-t  1» 
ioBche4  with  the  fevHaf  of  uur  tanrmtikei^-ffita  it.  IX 
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Amid  yun  glowing  itreak  thy  transient  beam, 
A  long,  a  last  farewell !     Seasons  have  changed, 
Ages  and  empires  roll*d,  like  smoke,  away, 
But  tlvou,  unnltcrM,  bcamest  as  silver  fair 
As  on  thy  birthnight !     Bright  and  watchful  eyes, 
From  palaces  and  bowers,  have  haifd  tliy  gem 
With  secret  tnmsport!     NaUd  star  of  love, 
And  souls  that  love  the  shadowy  hour  of  fancy. 
How  much  I  owe  thee,  how  I  bloss  thy  ray ! 
How  oft  thy  rising  o'er  the  hamlet  green, 
Sicrnal  of  rc»t,  and  social  converse  sweet, 
Boneath  some  patriarchal  tree,  has  checr'd 
The  i)rasant*8  heart,  nnd  drawn  his  l)6nison . 
Pride  of  the  west !  IwncAth  thy  placid  light 
Tlie  tt'nder  talc  shall  never  more  be  told, 
Man's  soul  shall  never  wake  to  joy  again  : 
Thou  sj'tt'st  forever, — lovely  orb,  farewell !" 


Low  warblinga,  now,  and  solitary  harps 
Were  heard  among  tlie  angels,  touch'd  and  tuned 
As  to  an  evening  hymn,  preluding  sofl 
To  cherub  voices ;  louder  as  they  swellM, 
Deep  strings  struck  in^  and  hoarser  instruments, 
MixM  with  clear,  silver  sounds,  till  concord  rose 
Full  as  the  harmony  of  winds  to  heaven ; 
Vet  sweet  as  nature's  springtide  melodies 
To  some  worn  pilgrim,  first  with  glistening  eyea 
Ci  reeling  his  native  valley,  whence  the  sounds 
Of  rural  gladness,  herds,  and  bleating  flocks, 
The  chirp  of  birds,  blithe  voices,  lowing  kine, 
The  dash  of  waters,  reed,  or  rustic  pipe, 
Blent  with  the  dulcet,  distance-mellowM  bell. 
Come,  like  the  echo  of  his  early  joys. 
In  every  pause,  from  spirits  in  mid  air, 
Responsive  still  were  golden  viols  heard. 
And  heavenly  symphonies  stole  faintly  down. 


Calm,  deep,  and  silent  was  the  tide  of  joy 
That  roird  o'er  all  the  blessed ;  visions  of  bliss, 
R;ipture  too  mighty,  swell'd  their  hearts  to  bursting ; 
Prelude  to  heaven  it  seem'd,  and  in  their  sight 
Celestial  glories  swam.     How  fared,  alas ! 
That  other  band  ?     Sweet  to  their  troubled  minds 
The  solemn  scene ;  ah !  doubly  sweet  the  breeze 
Refreshing,  and  the  purple  light  to  eyes 
But  newly  oped  from  that  benumbing  sleep 
Whose  dark  and  drear  abode  no  cheering  dream, 
No  bright-hued  vision  ever  enters,  souls 
For  ages  pent,  perhaps,  in  some  dim  world 
Where  guilty  spectres  stalk  the  twilight  gloom. 
For,  like  the  spirit's  last  seraphic  smile. 
The  earth,  anticipating  now  her  tomb, 
To  rise,  perhaps,  as  heaven  magnificent, 
Appeared  Hesperian :  gales  of  gentlest  wing 
Came  fragrance-laden,  and  such  odours  shed 
As  Yemen  never  knew,  nor  those  blest  isles 
In  Indian  seas,  where  the  voluptuous  breeze 
The  ]>eaceful  mtive  breathes,  at  eventide. 
From  nutmeg  groves  and  tuwors  of  cinnamon. 
How  solemn  on  their  ears  the  choral  note 
.>Wfird  of  the  angel  hyjnn  !  so  late  escapcil 
Tlic  cold  embraces  of  the  'i:rave,  whose  damp 
Silence  no  voice  or  string'd  instrument 


Has  ever  broko !    Yet  with  the  nrannaring 
Full  sadly  chimed  the  muaic  and  the  ■ong. 
For  with  them  came  the  memory  of  joje 
Forever  past,  the  stinging  thought^  what 
They  once  had  been,  and  of  tt^  rature  lot 
To  their  grieved  view  the  peaaages  of  earth 
Delightful  rise,  their  tender  ligamenta 
So  dear,  they  heeded  not  an  aAer  state. 
Though  by  a  fearful  judgment  uaher'd  in. 
A  bridegroom  fond,  who  lavish'd  all  his  heart 
On  his  beloved,  forgetful  of  the  Man 
Of  many  Sorrows,  who,  for  him,  reaign'd 
His  meek  and  spotless  spirit  on  the  croea, 
Has  marked  among  the  blessed  bazids,  anmy*d 
Celestial  in  a  spring  of  beauty,  doom'd 
Xo  more  to  fade,  the  charmer  of  his  aonl. 
Her  cheek  soft  blooming  like  the  dawn  in 
He  recollects  the  days  when  on  his  smile 
She  lived ;  when,  gently  leaning  on  his  breast^ 
Tears  of  intense  affection  dimm'd  her  eyea. 
Of  dove-like  lustre. — Thoughtless,  now,  of  him 
And  earthly  joys,  eternity  and  heaven 
Engross  her  soul. — What  more  accursed  pang 
Can  hell  inflict  ?     With  her,  in  realms'  of  ligbti 
In  never-dying  bliss,  he  might  have  roU'd 
Eternity  away ;  but  now,  forever 
Tom  from  his  bride  new-found,  with  cruel  fiends, 
Or  men  like  fiends,  must  waste  and  weep.  Now,  now 
He  mourns  with  burning,  bitter  drops  his  days 
Misspent,  probation  lost,  and  heaven  despised. 
Such  thoughts  from  many  a  bursting  heart  drew 

forth 
Groans,  lamentations,  and  despairing  ahrieki^ 
That  on  the  silent  air  came  from  a£u. 


As,  when  from  some  proud  capital  that  crowiw 
Imperial  Ganges,  the  reviving  breexe 
Sweeps  the  dank  mist,  or  hoary  river  fog 
Impervious  mantled  o'er  her  highest  towers. 
Bright  on  the  eye  rush  Brahma's  temples,  copp'd 
With  spiry  tops,  g-.iy-trellised  minarets, 
Pagods  of  gold,  ond  mosques  with  bumish'd  < 
Gilded,  and  glistening  in  the  morning  sun. 
So  from  the  hill  the  cloudy  curtains  roll'd, 
And,  in  the  lingering  lustre  of  the  c^-e, 
Again  the  Saviour  and  his  seraphs  shone. 
Emitted  sudden  in  his  rising,  flash'd 
Intenser  light,  as  toward  the  right  hand  host 
Mild  turning,  with  a  look  incflable, 
The  invitation  he  proclaim'd  in  accents 
Which  on  their  ravish'd  ears  pour'd  thrilling,  liks 
The  silver  sound  of  many  trumpets  heard 
Afar  in  sweetest  jubilee ;  then,  swift 
Stretching  his  dreadful  sceptre  to  the  left. 
That  shot  forth  horrid  lightnings,  in  a  voice 
Clothed  but  in  half  its  terrois,  yet  to  them 
Seem'd  like  the  crush  of  heaven,  pronounced  tho 

doom. 
The  sentence  utter'd,  as  with  life  instinct. 
The  throne  upro«*»  majestically  slow ; 
Each  angi^l  spread  his  wings;  in  one  dread  swell 
Of  triumph  minglin<;  as  they  mounted,  trumpets. 
And  harps,  and  golden  lyres,  and  timbrels  sweet. 
And  many  a  strange  and  deep-toned  instnime.it 
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tefciitiWHitBry  onkoown  im  earth, 
I^iV  vok«s.  *nd  the  loud  hccIjuiq 
^m  mamm'd,  tike  a  thun4er-fihouL 
W^^  1^  ftkies  melotiku*  echoes  Tuird, 
iat  Uaiffxuu  distaot  iMm&i  returned. 

m  ^om  th«  teveoing  muliUwIe  canio  f^t 
iBl«fr  Mill  the  tnLmpet'^  dying  p*^, 
t  in  dutetiee  ItMl ;  when*  to  receive 
B0W  tnhmbhaitt<^  tbo  heavens  unfolded. 
aoq^  lh«j*  with  itreainiiigf  eye*,  a  glimpao 
Edtnl  e»ughe  of  Paniaifte,  whence  Btrt&ki 
mJour,  g^den  quivering  radiance  shone, 
m  the  «howeTj  evejiiog^  isuu  t^kea  leare, 
ti|^  ■  raoittcnl  aVr  ihr  illujaincd  world* 
ir  withiA,  fiu/  forms  ino^  m1  gleeful  by, 
inring:  to  tht  Ught  thdr  snowy  wings. 
h4tvwAf  ■gDnixmicr  groan  escaped 
fif"  ^otcftsts,  when  uj>ou  the  Lord 
9«ving  poftals  eIo«^L     Cndone,  they  etood 
Pj  t>£ln^  on  the  ctdd,  ^ray  hoiTvij^ 
p  eileh,  «J«« !  a  hope  not  there. 
ll«v  hegKn  to  gmh«?;  ni^hl  approoeh'd 
tnd  loweKng:  found  with  horror  roU*d 
f  ojnather,  their  dcppairinfjf  eyes 
bfied  with  Juijfukh :  »tArU:»8,  hopeleai  gloom 

I  iheir  ftoub,  never  to  know  an  end* 

II  in  the  f;ir  homon  Uni^d  yet 

I  bIhuh.  black  doutU  were  moitering;  thera; 
Aw%  followed  by  kiw  mulLerin;^  ftnundii, 
ored  the  fieiy  ti?nipi?«t  tloom*d  to  hurl 
igmentii  of  Iho  earth  aR«in'  to  chaos. 
[B^  «wc|k|  by,  upon  whcMie  hollow  wing 
ll|f  fifaw,  jelLai*  and  f^hwtlj  peals 
xm  laughter  came.     Infernal  shapen 
filoQ^  the  snlphuroQs  wreaths,  or  plunged 
tark,  impufe  abyxs.  aa  oea-fowt  divo 
ralwy  element.- — O  erwhclmod  with  eightJ 
find*  appaUing,  I  awoke ;  and  found 
llieting  Consul,  and  ei^m  of  comtuig  wo, 
idnighl  moon  gleaming  upon  my  bed 
mnd  pea^^fuL     Gladly  I  surveyM  her 
t^  in  bri(?btne4«  throuf  h  the  fit^rii  of  beaveni 
Baaed  the  reapitc  ere  the  day  of  doom. 
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J>*S  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  CITY 
OF  JERUSALEM, 

«; — the  hoary  harper  stn^  an;;rbt; 
eauilfot  u  Zion  I^^Iiike  a  queen, 
with  a  hehnt  in  viri^in  lovelinei^ 
avin?  boaora  in  a  httmj  eutrassp 
•  alofl,  tiefirt  with  battlements 
kNadu  aweUiiifr  from  tiio  rock,  to  gtuu d 
ered  eovftv.  pa^iliotii,  palaces, 
anam^  Uimuj^h  the  umhro^  of  tha  woods 
tuft  oer  »uriirmt^  ajul,  like  raven  trc«9e«t 
Iheir  djrt   t«eiiuty  round   Ihd   tower  of 
Darid. 

wlent  with  a  thfftiminJ  ppolden  buekler% 
dWBJiifa^  o^  akhaiter  ahine ; 


Kaird  by  th©  pilgrims  of  ibe  desert,  bound 
To  Judtih'i)  mart  with  orient  merchandbe. 
But  not,  for  thou  art  fair  and  turret-ciown'ii 
Wet  with  the  rhoicest  devT  of  heaven^  and  Iteas^d 
With  golden  fmitft.  and  gab's  of  frankmcenoe, 
DwcU  I  beneath  thine  ample  cnrtainji.     Here, 
Where  eainta  and  prophets  teach,  whcje  the  stem 

law 
Stih  vpcaks  in  thunder,  where  chief  singe  la  watch. 
And  wbcro  the  glory  hovers,  heire  I  war. 


UNTOLD  LOVE,» 

Th*  soul,  my  lord,  i^  fashionM — ^like  the  lyro- 
Strike  one  chord  suddenly,  and  others  vibrote. 
Your  name  abruptly  mention 'd,  cn^iunl  words 
Of  comment  on  your  deeda,  pnuw?  from  your 

uncle* 
New*  from  the  armiea,  talk  of  your  return, 
A  word  let  fall  touchlnj?  your  youthful  pnFsion, 
SuiTused  her  cheek,  calKd  to  her  drooping  eye 
A  momentoxy  lustre;  made  her  pal^c 
Leap  beadlongf  and  her  bnsom  palpitates. 
I  could  not  long  bo  blind,  for  love  defies 
Caneeaiment,  making  every  gkiice  and  motion, 

Silence,  and  specteh  a  telt-toJe -. . ,  *  . . 

These  thini^,  though  trivtil  of  themaiclvca.begat 
SuKpieion.     But  long  months  elapsed, 
Ere  I  knew  alL     She  had,  you  know,  a  fever. 
One  night,  when  ail  were  weary  and  at  rest, 
1,  sitting  by  hez-  cj>uch,  tired  and  o*erwatch'd» 
Thinking  she  slept,  eufler*d  my  lida  to  close* 

Waked  hy  a  voice,  I  found  her never,  Signor, 

Ir^TiiJe  life  eadurert,  will  that  scene  faile  from  me, — 
A  dying  lamp  wink'd  in  the  hejulh,  that  cast, 
And  snatched  the  shadows.     Something  ntood  b^ 

fore  mo 
In  white.     My  flesh  bc^n  to  creep*     I  thought 
I  pjiw  a  i^irit.     It  was  niy  lady  risen, 
And  standing  in  her  night-rohe  with  elajcp'd  hand^. 
Like  one  in  prayer.     Her  piillid  fiwre  diwplny'd 
Something,  roethoui^t*  surpasajng  mortjkl  beauty. 
She  ppe«ently  tom'd  round,  and  fijtM  her  large, 

wild  eyea^ 
Brimming  with  tears,  upon  me*  fetched  a  sigh. 
As  from  a  riven  heart,  and  cried:  **Hp'<<  dead! 
But,  hush! — weep  not,^ — I've  bargained  for  hi# 

souU'- 
That  *s  Aofe  in  liliiw !" — Demanding  who  was  dead. 
Scarce  yet  aware  she  r^ved.  she  answered  quickj 
Her  Cuexo*  her  beloved ;  for  that  bin  jrhosl. 
All  pale  and  gory,  thrice  had  pawM  her  he^h 
With  that,  her  pa^aton  breaking  loow?.  my  lord, 
She  iKjur'd  her  lamCTitotfon  forth  in  Rtmina 
Patbeticat  beyond  the  re^ch  of  reason. 
**Gone.  aone.  gone  to  the  grave,  and  never  knew 
I  lowed  biin  !" — I  *d  no  power  to  apeak,  or  move* 
I  aat  atone  still,' — a  horror  fell  upon  m*.- 
At  last,  her  little  strength  ehh'd  out,  she  sank. 
And  by,  a«  in  deatl/a  annjt,  tilt  morning. 


*PrtJin"Dffnwslrl*." 
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SCENE  FROM  HADAD. 

The  terraced  roof  of  Ansji'LOTg^B  house  hy  night: 
adorned  with  vases  of  flowers  and  fragrant 
shrubs ;  an  awning  over  part  of  it.  Taxak 
and  Hadad. 


Tarn.  "Soj  no.  I  well  remember — proo&,  you  said, 
Unknown  to  Mqsks. 

Had.  Well,  my  love,  thou  know'st 
I've  l)oen  a  traveller  in  various  climes; 
Trod  Ethiopia's  scorching  sands,  and  scaled 
The  snow-oiad  mountains;  trusted  to  the  deep; 
Travcrseil  the  fragrant  islands  of  the  sea, 
And  with  the  wise  conversed  of  many  nations. 

77/ 7/1.  I  know  thou  hast 

Had,  Of  all  mine  eyes  have  seen, 
The  greatest,  wisest,  and  most  wonderful 
Is  that  dread  sage,  the  Ancient  of  the  Mountain. 

Turn.  Who? 

Had.  None  knows  his  lineage,  ago,  or  name : 
his  locks 
Arc  like  the  snows  of  Caucasus ;  his  eyea 
Beam  with  the  wisdom  of  collected  ages. 
In  green,  unbroken  years  he  sees,  'tis  said, 
The  generations  pass,  like  autumn  fruits, 
Garner'd,  consumed,  and  springing  fresh  to  life. 
Again  to  perish,  while  he  views  the  sun, 
The  seasons  roll,  in  rapt  serenity, 
And  high  communion  with  celestial  powers. 
8ome  say  'tis  Shex,  our  fathei^  some  say  EirocH, 
And  some  Melchisedek. 

Tarn.  I  've  heard  a  tale 
Like  this,  but  ne'er  believed  it. 

Had.  I  have  proved  it 
Through  perils  dire,  dangers  most  imminent, 
Seven  days  and  nights,  mid  rocks  and  wiklomesses. 
And  l)oreal  snows,  and  never-thawing  ice. 
Where  not  a  bird,  a  b**ast,  a  living  tiling, 
8avp  tlie  far-soaring  ^nilturo  comes,  I  darod 
My  desi>erate  way,  resolved  to  know  or  perish. 

Tarn.  Rash,  rash  adventurer ! 

Hiid.  On  the  highest  peak 
Of  stormy  Caucasus  there  blooms  a  spot 
On  which  perpetual  sunbeams  play,  where  flowers 
And  venlure  never  die ;  and  there  he  dwells. 

Tarn.  But  didst  thou  see  himi 

Had.  Never  did  I  view 
Such  awful  majesty;  his  reverend  locks 
Hun?  like  a  silver  mantle  to  his  feet; 
Hifj  raiment  glittered  sjuntly  white,  his  brow 
Rose  liko  the  gate  of  Paradise;  his  mouth 
Was  musical  as  its  bright  guardians'  songs. 

Ta/n.  What  did  he  tell  thee  ?    O !  what  wisdom 
f.^ll 
From  lips  so  hallow'd  ? 

Had.  Whrther  he  possesses 
The  Tetrajfrarnmaton — the  powerful  name 
IiisrrilHwl  on  Mosks'  rod,  by  whioh  ho  wrought 
('iilu^ard-of  wonders,  which  Qons^trams  the  heavens 
To  shower  down  blessings,  shakes  the  earth,  and 

rulos 
The  stronj«'st  s[)irit'?;  or  if  Gon  hath  given 
A  dolcgated  power,  I  cannot  tell. 


But  ^twas  from  him  I  leam*d  their  late,  their  &U, 
Who  erewhile  wore  reti^endent  citmni  in  he«fe&; 
Now  scattered  through  the  etrth,  the  air,  the  sok 
Them  he  compeli  to  amvrer,  tnd^pm  thcmr 
Has  drawn  what  Moeis,  nor  no-  mortal  ear 
Has  ever  heard. 

Tarn.  But  did  he  tell  it  thee  1 

Had.  He  told  me  much — mcHrctbanldaiereftil 
For  with  a  dreadful  oath  he  aeal'd  my  lips. 

Tarn.  But  canst  thou  tell  me  nothing  1     Whj 
unfold 
So  much,  if  I  must  hear  no  more? 

Had^  You  bade 
Explain  my  words,  almost  reproach  me,  iwert, 
For  what  by  accident  eacaped  me.^ 

Tarn,  Ah!  | 

A  little — something  tell  me-^«uro  not  all 
Were  words  inhibited. 

Had,  Then  promise  never. 
Never  to  utter  of  this  conference 
A  breath  to  mortal. 

Tarn.  Solemnly  I  vow. 

Had.  Even  then,  'tu  little  I  can  aaj,  compued 
With  all  the  marvels  he  related. 

Tarn.  Come, 
I  'm  breathless.    Tell  me  how  they  tinned,  how  felL 

Had.  Their  head,  their  prince  involved  them  in 
his  ruin. 

Tam4  What  black  offence  on  his  deTotad  heil 
Drew  endless  punishment  1 

Had.  The  wish  to  be 
Like  the  All-Perfect 

Tarn.  Arrogating  that 
Due  only  to  his  Maker !  awful  crime ! 
But  what  their  doom  1  their  place  of  punishment  * 

Had.  Above,  about,  beneath ;  earth,  sea,  and  air; 
Their  habitiitions  various  as  their  minds. 
Employments,  and  desires. 

Tarn.  But  are  they  round  ns,  HadidI    nut 
confined 
In  penal  chains  and  darkness  ? 

Had.  So  he  said,. 
And  so  your  holy  books  infer.     What  saith 
Your  prophet  1  what  the  prince  of  Ux  1 

Tarn.  I  shudder. 
Lest  some  dark  minister  be  near  us  now. 

Had.  You  wrong  them.    They  ai^  bright  in- 
tcUigences, 
Robb'd  of  some  native  splendour,  and  cast  down, 
'Tis  true,  from  heaven;  but  not  deform'd  and  foul. 
Revengeful,  malice-working  fiends,  as  fools 
Suppose.    They  dwell,  like  princes,  in  the  clouds 
Sun  their  bright  pinions  in  the  middle  sky ; 
Or  arch  their  palaces  beneath  the  hills, 
With  stones  inestimable  studded  so. 
That  sun  or  stars  were  useless  there. 

Tarn.  Good  heavens ! 

Had.  He  bade  me  look  on  rugged  Caurasna. 
Crag  ]>iled  on  crag  beyond  the  utmost  ken. 
Naked  and  wild,  as  if  creation's  ruins 
Were  heaped  in  one  immeasurable  chain 
Of  barren  mountains,  beaten  by  the  storms 
Of  everlasting  winter.     But  witliin 
Are  glorious  palaces  and  domes  of  light, 
Irradiate  halls  and  crystal  colonnades. 
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I  mt  with  gems  the  piirchiae  of  m.  crown, 
tg  wttfa  luvtre  put  th«  noontiite  btamf 
ith  a.  mikieT  b^nty^  mtmickiiig 

ElJ^ic  MCD«  of  Cbmtg^fu]   MliZZATOlh. 

it^  lliilwanl-<if  tipLcndour! 
(L  Th«i«  thej  dwell,  and  muw, 
rmnder;  beicigt  betutLful,  immorUl, 
I  v««t  Hi  bcttren,  cuparious  ra  the  akj, 
#  tiliMi^lSconQect  [Hul,  prvMFtit,  and  to  comCj 
^Ofprwidi  light  irttenA<-,  Lmp«rii^iabtG, 
in  die  tp^rrj  £hamber»  of  the  $ea 
jr-paTilioii:;^  rainbow  tAliCTliiir-lc^f 
ftuJj  n^lurc'v  secrets,  and  enjof 
ior  dominion* 
B.  Aid  they  bisautirul, 
Kkwpffut  fitf  bejond  the  human  race  1 
i  Majk'm  f&Me  bcari  civnnol  conedvo  it. 

1^  dcvtiM  Ihenit  fiery  elot^ijeTicic 
I  ffum  til*  Lipi ;  ht»  hcHonn  heuved,  his  ey^ 
brif  ht  ftnJ  myBticd ;  moTcd  by  the  llieme, 
mm  who  feele  n  ddlj  withmn. 
».  Wmidrous!    What  btercour»e  have  they 
wiiliiMiil 

fcftffflwtiiua*  they  deign  to  intemiu  wiih  man, 
^  wtUi  wotnmi. 
It.  H«!  wiib  woman  T 

r.  ma 

b  llkrm  with  hc^r  gvntler  rirtueii.  »oftt 
feautlfuU  and  hpAvi^nlrt  Like  tJieinjseWes. 
lavv  been  known  to  love  her  wilh  a  pavion 

pr  thofi  humjin. 

».  TlHlniq»wcfl  all 

it  hAfe  told  ine. 

t  Ttii»  the  luge  afErmi ; 

l4»i:««  darkly. 

1^  Bow  do  they  «p|ie4r  T 

Etiuiifcst  theif  bf  e  ! 

f.  Sometimes  *t  u  fptrilnal^  ilgmfied 

itific  ilfftimss  or  more  distirict 

lon-JiiJ  apparition,     Thty  have  fit4M>p*d 

m]iie  a  human  f\jTuu  and  Love 

I,  Frightfd  to  be  PO  beloved  1 
f?uld  cnduiethe  homd  thoag;ht !  Whflt  makes 
>U  hand  IreitiMe  !  or  U*t  mine 
^h  w  drjlhy  ! 

I  Dark  imaginations  haunt  me 
I  r^cail  the  dreajful  iiiUrrview. 
u  O,  tcU  them  nyt :  I  would  not  hear  them* 
'>  Bat  why  contemn  a  Rpirit'^  Love!  so  bigh^ 
litNt*,  if  he  hiiply  dclgn'd  I 
$^  F*ifww<tar 
ikerl  lii»vc  a  d^mon  ! 
:  Xo^^O,  no — 

tj ^hu  Uti  wand t-r' d.  O ft,  ala* !  tli ev  wander* 
u  Whj  lUi^l  tluHi  tipe^k  »j  *adlv  now  I    And 
err*  are  fiit*!!  agnjn  ijp>n  Aivlunis.      [!o  f 
Ffrf,  wtirn  Ibjf  droopintf  spirits  ebL»,  ■ 
f3k£c.4  on  thai  ittar.     Ilatfi  U  tlie  power 
m  at  cttTB  ihy  roriljvneholy  mooil  ? 

[fff  *tppf4xr§  Itttt  in  ihoughL 
B,  sM^ribf^  thou  induencD  to  the  Blani  1 
,  (9(^ffn^.)  The  ^Lv*4     Wliftl  kiumVt 
IIhmi  of  lb«  at«.rs  I 


Tarn.  X  know  that  they  were  made  to  rale  the 

night. 

Mad.  Like  puleee  kmpfi !     Tbnu  echeest  weU 
iJiy  grand  Bine. 
Woman  1  the  atare  are  living,  gtoriouii 
Amazing*  infinite! 

Tarn.  Speak  not  so  wildly. 
r  know  them  numberle^s^  r^i^plendent,  $et 
Am  fymbola  of  the  countleiis,  countless  jeari 
l^it  make  eternity. 

ffmi*  Etemiiyl 
O  I  mighty,  glorious,  miiveraMe  thought ! 
Had  y&  endured  like  tho«e  great  aul^L'teTB, 
Like  them,  acen  agea,  myriad  Kgei)  roll ; 
Cmild  ye  htii  look  into  the  void  abyss 
With  ojea  experienced  J  ianob»eur«l  by  tonnentj;^ 
Then  mightst  thou  name  it,  name  it  feelingly ^ 

Tam.  What  aib»  ihce,  Hah -in?     Draw  me  not 
BO  close. 

Had.  Txmn  I  I  need  tbj  love — auore  than  thy 
Lo*-e— 

Tafti.  Thj  cheek  is  wet  with  teafs— Nay,  let  u 
'Tie  Ute-^ — I  caimol,  must  not  linger-  [jitrt — 

Had,  Loved  and  aUhorrM  f    »tilt,  still  a«eilli»d! 
[Ht  pa^it  tiLHtf.  orthric*  up  mid  dtm'n,  teitk 
ptUMhnatu  ge^iufr^  /  ihe^ti  inn^  hi /t  face  to 
She  #%r  <^^  ftdTtdj  a  momeni  in  aikaet^] 
or  whcr»% 
In  the  illimilabLe  Ffmee,  in  what 
Profound  of  untried  mi^tyf  when  all 
Hia  worlds,  his  rolling  orh»  of  Light,  that  fiJl 
With  life  and  beauty  yonder  Iniinite, 
Their  radiant  journey  mn,  forever  set. 
When,  where,  in  what  abjaa  ahall  I  be  groanhig! 

1-^ 

ARTHUR'S  SOLILOQUY.' 

H  £  (I  K  let  me  pause,  and  breathe  a  w  bite,  and  v 
These  servile  drops  from  off  my  burning  brow. 
Amidst  theae  venerable  tree»j  the  air 
Seems  hnllowM  by  ihe  breath  of  other  timea, — 
Companiona  of  my  father* !  ye  have  mark'd 
Their  generationja  pass.     Your  giant  arms 
ShoilowM  liieir  youth^  and  proudly  canopied 
Their  adver  haira,  when,  ripe  in  years  and  glory, 
The*e  walka  they  trod  to  raeiljtate  on  heaven. 
What  warlike  pugeanti*  hnve  ye  eceo!  whattraini 
Of  captives,  and  what  beap9  of  spi>il !  what  pomp. 
When  the  victorious  chief,  war'*;  temjkost  oVt, 
In  W  ark  worth's  bt^wers  unbound  bifl  panoply  I 
\V%at  floudii  of  splendour,  bunfts  of  jocund  dm. 
Startled  the  slumtiering  tenants  of  these  shades, 
When  night  awoke  the  turoutt  of  the  feJwt, 
The  song  of  damscb,  and  the  swoeWoned  lyre  f 
Then,  prinecly  pRaCT  reigned  amidst  his  balls, 
Champion,  and  judge,  and  fatlier  of  the  north, 
O,  days  of  aricjeut  grandeur !  are  ye  gone  1 
Forever  gone  t     Do  these  ftame  srenes  b(?hold 
His  oE&prin^  here,  the  hiri'limjr  of  a  foe  ? 
O,  that  I  knew  my  fate  I  that  I  c^uld  rezyj 
The  destiny  which  Heaven  hsji  mark'd  for  me ! 


•  Front  **  V^Ttf  '•  Mu4|a«. " 


JOHN   M.   HAKNEY. 


[Bon,  1789.    Died,  18B.] 


John  M.  Habnet,  the  second  of  three  tons  of 
Thomas  Habnet,  an  officer  in  the  continental 
forces  (luring^  the  revolution,  was  born  in  Sussex 
county,  Delaware,  on  the  ninth  of  March,  1789. 
In  1791  the  &raily  removed  to  the  vicinity  of 
Nashville,  Tennessee,  and  in  a  few  years  to  Lou- 
isiana.   The  elder  brother  and  our  author  studied 
medicine,  and  the  former  became  a  surgeon  in  the 
army.     The  younger   brother  also   entered  the 
army,  was  commissioned  as  lieutenant  in  1818, 
and  in  18'17  was  brcvettcd  a  brigadier  general  for 
gallant  conduct  in  the  battle  of  Cerro  Gordo. 
Dr.  John  M.  Habnet  settled  in  Bardstown, 
.  Kentucky,  where  in  1814  he  was  married  to  a 
daughter  of  Judge  John  Rowan.     In  18 16  he  vi- 
sited the  eastern  states;  and  the  death  of  his  wife, 
soon  afler,  caused  him  to  abandon  his  pursuits 
I        at  Bardstown  and  return  to  Tennessee ;  and,  as 
1 1        soon  ns  he  could  make  suitable  preparations,  to  go 
1 1        abroad.     Ho  travelled  in  Great  Britain,  Ireland, 
France,  and  Spain;  spent  several  years  in  the 
naval  service  of  Buenos  Ay  res ;  and  coming  back 
to  the  United  States,  took  up  his  residence  at  Sa- 
vaniiah,  Georgia,  where  he  conducted  a  political 
news}iaper.     Excessive  exertion  and  exposure  at 
a  fire,  in  that  city,  brought  on  a  fever  which  under- 
I        mined  his  constitution,  and  having  removed  again 
to  Bardstown,  he  died  there,  on  the  fifteenth  of 
January,  1825. 

His  *<  Crystalina,  a  Fairy  Tale,"  in  six  cantos, 
was  completed  when  he  was  about  twenty-three 
years  of  age,  but  in  consequence  of  *<  the  proverb- 
ial indifference,  and  even  contempt,  with  which 
Americans  receive  the  works  of  their  country- 
men,'* he  informs  us  in  a  brief  preface,  was  not 
published  until  1816,  when  it  appeared  anony- 
mously in  New  York.  It  received  much  atten- 
tion in  the  leading  literary  journals  of  that  day. 
Its  obvious  faults  were  freely  censured,  but  upon 
the  whole  it  was  reviewed  with  unusual  manifeiBta- 
tions  of  kindly  interest.  The  sensitive  poet,  how- 
ever, was  so  deeply  wounded  by  some  unfavor- 
able criticisms,  that  he  suppressed  nearly  all  the 
copies  ho  had  caused  to  be  printedt  so  that  it  has 
since  been  among  our  rarest  books. 

The  poem  is  founded  chiefly  upon  superstitions 
which  ])rcvail  among  the  highlands  of  Scotland. 
A  venerable  seer,  named  Altagband,  is  visited 
by  the  knight  Rinaldo,  who  informs  him  that 
the  monarch  of  a  distant  island  had  an  only 
daughter,  Cbyhtalixa,  with  whom  he  had  fall- 
en in  love;  that  the  princeas  refused  to  marry 
him  unloKS  he  first  distinguished  himself  in  bat- 
tic  ;  that  he  "  plucked  laurel  wreaths  in  danger*s 
bloody  path,"  and  returned  to  claim  his  promised 
reward,  but  was  informed  of  the  mysterious  disap- 
pearance of  the  maid,  of  whose  fato  no  indica- 
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tions  could  be  discovered,  and  that  he  for  JMM 
had  searched  for  her  in  vain  through  erery  qa«r- 
ter  of  the  world.  He  imploroa  the  aid  of  Um 
seer,  who  ascertains  from  fiimiliar  apirita^  mim> 
moned  by  his  spells,  that  Cbtstaluta  has  been 
stolen  by  Obebon,  and,  arming  Rucaldo  with  a 
cross  and  consecrated  weapona,  .oondacts  him  to 
a  mystic  circle,  within  which,  upon  the  perfonn- 
ance  of  a  described  ceremony,  the  earth  openi 
and  discloses  the  way  to  Fairy  Land;  In  the 
second,  third,  and  fourth  cantos,  are  related  the 
knight's  adventures  in  that  golden  ■ubterraneaii 
realm ;  the  various  stratagems  and  enchantmenti 
by  which  its  sovereign  endeavored  to  seduce  or 
terrify  him;  his  annihilation  of  all  obatadea  by 
exhibiting  the  cross ;  the  discovery  of  Cbtsta^ 
LiXA,  transformed  into  a  bird,  in  OBK&oif'fl  pa- 
lace ;  the  means  by  which  she  was  reatored  to  her 
natural  form  of  beauty ;  and  the  triumphant  r^ 
turn  of  the  lovers  to  the  upper  air.  In  the  fifth 
and  sixth  cantos  it  is  revealed  that  Altagbahd  ia 
the  father  of  Rinaldo,  and  the  early  friend  of  the 
father  of  Cbystalina,  with  whom  he  had  fought 
in  the  holy  wars  against  the  infideL    The  king, 

'*  Innplred  with  joj  and  wIim, 

From  his  loose  locks  sliook  off  the  snows  of  tiuMk" 

and  celebrated  the  restoration  of  hia  child  and 
his  friend,  and  the  resignation  of  hia  crown  to 
Rinaldo,  in  a  blissful  song: 

.  .."Ye  rolling  streams,  make  liqnkl  melody. 

And  danoe  into  tho  sea. 

Let  not  mde  Boreas,  on  this  halcyon  daj, 

Forth  in  his  stormy  chariot  be  whirled; 
Let  not  a  cloud  its  rsTen  wings  display. 

Nor  shoot  the  oak-rending  Ughtziings  at  the  wodd. 
Let  JoTe,  auspicious,  from  his  red  right  hand. 
Lay  down  his  thunder  brand — 
A  chUd  I  lost,  but  two  this  day  Inveimnd, 
Let  the  earth  shout,  snd  let  the  skies  T 


<Let  Atropos fcrego  her  dismal  trade, 
And  cast  her  Iktal,  hortM  shears,  away, 

While  FiSrhasiB  spins  outa flrmsr  thread; 
Let  hostile  armies  hold  a  tmoe  tiHlay, 

And  grim-fiued  war  wash  white  his  goiy  haa^ 

And  smile  around  the  land — 

A  child  I  lost,  but  two  this  day  have  ftmnd. 

Let  the  earth  shout,  and  let  the  sk 


U- 


**  Let  all  the  stars  of  influence  benign. 

This  sacred  night  In  heavenly  ^nod  meet; 
Let  Mars  and  Venus  be  in  happy  trine, 

And  on  the  wide  world  look  with  aspeet  eirset; 
And  let  the  mystic  music  €i  the  spheres 
Bo  audible  to  mortal  ears— 
A  child  I  lost,  but  two  this  day  have  ftmnd, 
Then  shout,  oh  earth,  and  thou,  oh  sea,  nsoand.'' 

In  1816,  Mr.  John  Nbal  wai  editing  ^The 
Portico,"  a  monthly  magazine,  at  Baltimore,  and 
he  reviewed  this  poem  in  a  I6ng  and  character- 
istic  article.    After  remarking  that  it  was  *•  the 
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1  All  Itoi  n4kiiM  ol  lOtT^md 


C  liif*  tpfgoTf^-tht  fiOBlUtl'M'  would  tuifu  Outui  ^nidit 

mlb^ir  ftf  *rTT»t4Uii4"  ■oii  thw 
,  fir  Mll.T«««  i)t  •HiUMf  «i>iiiitf>. . .  . 
I  Ik  t  dUhntd  t  mAtlou.  b«l  b«  wotih  1«  »  ntdkiit 
■  ^sl%  H>4  ftE  M  •ilff>at*tt  A  polbt.  tu  bit  Utult«d  «|pt»T<«f 

I  laiUlAt  qnitc  agree  with  Mr,  Nej^l*  ♦*  OryvCa- 
Ihii**  do«v  not  letin  ta  m«  tefj  tnueh  Auperiof  to 
hm  own  **  E*tt]eor  Niagara/'  h  however  eTiiii»<i 
di«ide*i  poetical  power,  an  J  if  ctreftiUy  revised, 
hf  a  mail  iif  even  \eTj  inferior  talcrita,  if  of  a  more 
etilllYaUd  taate  and  greatrr  skilt  iu  the  ua?ft  of 
lanfiaaite.  it  mt^hl  he  rendered  one  of  tbe  moet 
aUr^rintt  pn«I\jrlit:inii  tji  il^  cJai<,  Tb*  precept 
of  IIo^Act,  xhht  a  poel  should  t^nnstruct  his  fabl« 
from  «tBU«i  |iiief«i]j  UlieTed  lo  betme,  b  jtvii- 
ifd  l^f  1^  iitt  tto  «a  fi^w  wurks  ill  which  the 
dlafue^Afa  tfv  1f»po»ib|e,  »tid  the  jnddet)r«  »lto- 
l^eliier  inaudible,  bate  been  lUcet'sttrul  in  rjiodcm 
^fDn.  DmAKA'f  "Doljitit  Kay"*  ia  OdJcnibte% 
a  ftoer  potm  tban  Mofliii***  ♦♦  Wofflhiinn,  »pnr6 
tkst  Tre«/'  btrt  it  wilt  never  be  baJf  an  jk>|iuJar. 

I'hat  iJr.  [InUi^Kr  bad  art  original  and  poet' 
knl  fJmcj  «tll  bo  iul!lci£ntl|  cv^ideut  frum  a  few 

«'Tbflevliiid  |ofi  mfioa  bir  fwar^  durliit  drlTFti 


I^rh^lonrVi.  .  ^  >' TT>|*i'rliii'«  »r." 

r .  > .  *■  IH*  I .  - 1  <  i  I,  •*>  <Ji*(i|H  muni  drf44t 

Tbaitboy  [Ml   .  Hjh4«t  t™*4* 

lil£bl  )ii«r  li»u  h|ii4<v  HM  th*  wi>vt»  iil«  itJfiret 
,  Frrttt  twit  t?»  mi?fc.r 

Tnnwdi  In  tliAnt^nit ..   :i     ;!.        ,.  .  | 

Of  IroMi  uploriip  Bijil  II I  '■■  '•   'iiv;  t   ■  ■•■  ' 

Fl^  to  tbi^lr  utpjs  OTcroui'blntf  wtth  ^Idrrn^ 

E^^-bk Jilfip;  nfiwtmt  A»4  bMpJsvd  lOtiUiit^flf, 
With  iniTw-whlt*  niaHrtilt  and  dl«|)ii)i[it4d  hmv^ 
Be^ife  IbtMD  ctma«^  aod  luiftiMn  ikiwiEMl?  4if«, 
Around  tbam  tJ^«d  l^«lr  adataUlliiff  fliv.* 
. .  .,*^ Tb« ft«t1a«  vnofifb^t  ^bjtt 
A&a  rotmd  mo  H  uttvi'  mltb  ftmlUaf  vliii;. 
Or  Enid  tl»  flo^qf*^  lilfd  mnbKtUd  glMJiOL-  HtnuU 
Slpplbfr,  wHbilei}d«rlaagiH>i^tlleda]ntj  nwliftr  trul,.* 

.,,,''  Mom,  mHXTOlh^E  ^^QO  til*  HfSuUli^  owil«, 
rnli»kv4  livr  fr^Idciti  itU||;a£UiA«  of  light, 
And  on  tbe  fl«a,  iind  bMitfin't  c«ruleati  plntttt 
Plin«4n^  ittjiili  rublM*^  ^hUv  rvtrwiln^  3il^Ut 
lDDib«<r  rllnuM  bw  cUrj^  pnvniqawpitoid/' 
After  ihe  publicatiou  of**  CryBtaitna/*  Dr.  Hah - 
KEY  rommpncecl  an  epic  poejii,  of  iwbieh  fraginenl* 
were  found,  with  nmrifirTKis  shorter  conipn*tttmvpi, 
amon g  b w  pn f K»ft?,  i1  (!*? r  b*^  d i eiL    Mr,  Ci  a  u.sa  u  mti , 
wb«    examined    «oiiie  of  b^a   mfinuiH'ripU,   niiy* 
"Ihey  were  worihiortban  *■  t'rptahna*  of  hi*  E^eniua 
and  ftt'quircmentA  ;'*  but  nearly  all  of  I  be  in  dtAKp- 
pea  red  J  through  the  nc<gb(jence  or  the  jealonn  catp 
of  his  fmnibi.     Among  bw  Jatt^t  product  ton  ■  wai 
**  The  Fever  Drenm/*  wliirb  wm  writl^n  at  Hm- 
VDimabt  after  bo  bad  bfrrj^vlf  been  a  suflerer  from 
Ihe  dUeo^e  he  ifl  I'ivjdjy  deamboa.     In  n  bgbter 
vein  ii  the  ing<^iiiouii  bh^atdl^entiLW  **£(;1io  and 
Ibe  liOvor/'  ^birh,»«  w<*U  aa  'O'he  Fever  Dream/* 
was  fint  publiKbed  after  tbv  poet's  dentb. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  "CRISTALINA." 
SYLMI^,  BATIIiarG. 

Tm  iboreii  with  a<?ci*maliona  rung, 
As  in  the  0ooil  the  plajftil  damteta  iprung : 
i:pou  iheif  beaotcoaa  bodiec,  with  dehgbt. 
The  biilowi  kapt.     Ob.  't  nas  a  plcaaant  tight, 
To  ••*  Ibe  watera  dim  pie  round,  for  joy, 
CUii^  tbair  while  necka,  uid  on  their  ho^nkA  loj : 
Lik«  uriowj  aWMnt  tbej  vei'd  the  jiptrVting  tide, 
TJI  htiJe  rmtobovra  ditieed  on  every  aide, 
Ha«M  gwam,  oouM  doal«df  aome  on  pearly  fe«| 
i*iaoi  MMoiVfr  railing,  eitquiiiitetj  aweeU 


tlTAJriA^S  COXCEftT. 

Ix  robea  of  green,  ft*mh  youlba  the  eoneert  led, 
HfVUfiDf  tkm  Mlik,  wiLb  nice,  emphalic  tread 
Of  tinUisf  Mftdak  tb«  meJodioui  aound 
Of  wmUBm  ti&ibrela;  »me,  with  myrtlei  erownM, 
¥w  t^  flftootb  eoirrenl  of  twe^t  melody ^ 
T^re>ag%  vntry  tubei ;  tome  blo^  the  bugle  free, 
Aod  •orpfi,  at  bappy  intervali,  around, 
Wiib  Lnimp  »ODoroii<  awefl  the  lido  of  ooutid ; 
Svai^^  b«f»duif  riptU7«d  o*tir  their  golden  Ijras, 


With  cunning  iingei*  ftel  tbc  luneful  wirftii 
Mlth  rosy  hpi,  some  preas  the  §yren  J<btfl, 
And,  ihfougb  ita  crimHin  lahyrilitba,  im|K-| 
Mdlifloou*  b^atJi^  with  artful  sink  am!  nvtvlL 
Some  hlow  the  mellow,  melonrholy  ho^fl, 
WbJeh,  aavc  the  kiiigbt,  no  man  of  womun  bom, 
EVr  heard  and  ft? LI  not  ieni^ele«e  In  tbe  {ground, 
With  Tiewleaa  fetter*  of  enehtnlment  bound. 


'  ON  A  FRIEND. 

DivorT,  yet  ebe«rfu) ;  pioua,  not  austere ; 
To  otben  lenient,  to  himaelf  aevere; 
Tbongb  honored,  m^K^ft;  dinTili?ru,ihooi*bpraJ#edf 
The  proud  he  humbleil,  and  the  humble  raised; 
Studioue,  yet  social ;  though  polite,  yet  plain ; 
No  man  more  learn <5d,  yet  no  man  lesa  vaint 
Hja  fame  would  universal  envy  move, 
But  envy's  lost  in  univeraal  love. 
That  be  has  f»ulU,lt  may  bo  bold  to  dout*t. 
Vet  certain  *t  i»  we  ne'er  bfl*e  found  them  out, 
tf  fanlta  be  has,  (aa  man,  l  k  said,  must  hate,) 
They  are  the  only  faults  he  ne*er  forgave. 
I  Butler  not :  absurd  to  flatter  where 
Jual  praice  iw  fulsome,  and  oflenda  the  e«r. 
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THE  FEVER  DREAM. 

A  FEVER  scorched  my  body,  fired  my  brain; 
Like  lava  in  Vesuvius,  boiled  my  blood 
Wiihin  the  glowing  caverns  of  my  heart ; 
I  rnged  with  thirst,  and  begged  a  cold,  clear  draught 
Of  Ibuiitnin  water.     'T  was,  with  tears,  denied. 
I  drank  a  nauseous  febrifuge,  and  slept. 
But  rested  not — harassed  with  horrid  dreams 
Of  burning  deserts,  and  of  dusty  plains, 
Mountains  disgorging  flames,  forests  on  fire, 
iijteani,  sunshine,  smoke,  and  ever-boiling  lakes — 
}{ill8  of  hot  sand,  and  glowing  stones,  that  seemed 
Embers  and  ashes  of  a  burnt^up  world. 
Thirst  ra^ed  witbin  me.  I  sought  the  deepest  vale, 
And  called  on  all  the  rocks  and  caves  for  water ; — 
I  clinilicd  a  mountain,  and  from  cliff  to  cliff. 
Pursued  a  flying  cloud,  howling  for  water; — 
I  crusbed  the  withered  herbs,  and  gnawed  dry  roots. 
Still  crying,  "  Water!''  while  the  cliffs  and  caves, 
In  horrid  mockery,  re-echoed  "  Water  !" 
Uelow  the  mountain  gleamed  a  city,  red 
M'ith  solar  flame,  upon  the  sandy  bank 
Of  a  broad  river.     «« Soon,  oh  soon,"  I  cried, 
*♦  I  '11  cool  my  burning  body  in  that  flood. 
And  quafl' my  fill !"     I  ran ;  I  reached  the  shore ; 
The  river  was  dried  up ;  its  oozy  bed 
M'as  dust ;  and  on  its  arid  rocks  I  saw 
The  scaly  myriads  fry  beneath  the  sun ; 
Where  sank  tlie  channel  deepest,  I  beheld 
A  Ptirring  multitude  of  human  forms, 
A[id  board  a  faint,  wild,  lamentable  wail. 
Thither  I  sped,  and  joined  the  general  cry 
Of  ••  VN'ater !"     They  had  delved  a  spacious  pit 
In  search  of  hidden  fountains:  sad,  sad  sight! 
I  paw  them  rend  the  rocks  up  in  their  rage, 
With  mad  impatience  calling  on  the  earth 
To  open  and  yield  up  her  cooling  springs,     [gaze. 

Meanwhile  the  skies,  on  which  they  dared  not 
Stood  o'er  ihem  like  a  canopy  of  brass — 
Undimmed  by  moisture;  the  red  dog-atar  raged. 
And  l'hu?bu8  from  the  house  of  Virgo  shot 
His  scorching  shafbi.     The  thirsty  multitude 
Grew  stiH  more  frantic^    Those  who  dug  the  earth 
Fell  lifeless  on  the  rocks  they  strained  to  upheave, 
And  filled  again,  with  their  own  carcasses. 
The  pits  they  made — undoing  their  own  work. 
Despair  at  length  drove  out  the  laborers. 
At  sight  of  whom  a  general  groan  announced 
The  death  of  hope.   Ah !  now  no  more  was  heard 
The  cry  of  "  Water!"     To  the  city  next, 
Howling  we  ran — all  hurrying  without  aim : — 
Thence  to  the  woods.     The  baked  plain  gaped 

for  mouiture. 
And  from  its  arid  breast  heaved  smoke,  that  seemed 
Dreath  of  a  furnace — fierce,  volcanic  fire. 
Or  hot  monsoon,  that  raises  Syrian  sands 
I'o  clouds.     Amid  the  forests  we  espied 
A  faint  and  bleating  herd.     Suddenly,  shrill 
A  nd  horrid  shouts  arose  of  <•  Blood !  blood !  blood !" 
We  fell  upon  them  with  a  tiger's  thirst, 
And  drank  up  all  the  blood  that  was  not  human; 
We  were  all  dyed  in  blood.     Despair  returned ; 
'J'he  cry  was  hushed;  and  dumb  confusion  reigned. 
Even  then,  when  hope  was  dead,  and  all  past  hope, 


I  heard  a  laugh,  and  saw  a  wretched  man 
Rip  madly  his  own  veina,  and  bleeding  drink 
With  eager  joy.    The  eiample  seized  on  all ; 
Each  fell  upon  himself^  tearing  his  veina 
Fiercely  in  search  of  blood.   And  some  there  were, 
Who  having  emptied  their  own  veins,  did  seize 
Their  neighbors'  arm8,and  slay  them  for  their  blood. 
Oh !  happy  then  were  mothers  who  gave  suck. 
They  dashed  their  little  infanufrom  their  breasts. 
And  their  shrunk  bosoms  tortured,  to  extract 
The  balmy  juice,  oh !  exquisitely  sweet       [gone! 
To  their  parched  tongues !  'T  is  done !  now  all  is 
Blood,  water,  and  the  bosom's  nectar! — all! 

«  Rend,  oh,  yo  lightnings !  the  sealed  firmament, 
And  fiood  a  burning  world.  Rain !  rain !  pour!  poor! 
Open,  ye  windows  of  high  heaven !  and  pour 
The  mighty  deluge !     Let  us  drown  and  drink 
Luxurious  death !  Ye  earthquakes  split  the  globe, 
The  solid,  rock-ribbed  globe — and  lay  all  bare 
Its  subterranean  rivers  and  fresh  seas !" 

Thus  raged  the  multitude.     And  many  lell 
In  fierce  convulsions;  many  slew  themselves. 
And  now  I  saw  the  city  all  in  flames — 
The  forest  burning— earth  itself  on  fire ! 
I  saw  the  mountains  open  with  a  roar. 
Loud  as  the  seven  apocalyptic  thunders. 
And  seas  of  lava  rolling  headlong  down. 
Through  crackling  forests, fierce,  shd  hot  as  hell — 
Down  to  the  plain.    I  turned  to  fiy — and  waked ! 
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ECHO  AND  THE  LOVER. 

Echo  !  mysterious  nymph,  declare 
Of  whatyou  're  made  and  what  you  i 

"Air!" 

'Mid  airy  cliffs,  and  places  high, 
Sweet  Echo !  listening,  love,  yon  lie — 

-You  lie!" 
You  but  resuscitate  dead  sounds — 
Hark !  how  my  voice  revives,  resounds ' 

•'Zounds!*' 
ril  question  you  before  I  go- 
Come,  answer  me  more  apropos ! 

«Poh!  pohl''. 
Tell  me  fair  nymph,  if  e'er  yon  saw 
So  sweet  a  girl  as  Phoebe  Slhaw  1 

•*  Pshaw  I" 
Say,  what  will  win  that  friakinjg  eoney 
Into  the  toils  of  matrimony  1 

"Money!" 
Has  Phoebe  not  a  heavenly  brow  t 
Is  it  not  white  as  pearl — as  snow  ! 

•'Ass,  no!" 
Her  eyes !    Was  ever  such  a  pair ! 
Are  the  stara  brighter  than  they  are  1 

"They  are !" 
Echo,  you  lie,  bat  can't  deceive  me ; 
Her  eyes  eclipse  the  stars,  believe  me— 

"Leave  me." 
But  come,  you  saucy,  pert  romancer, 
Who  is  as  fair  as  Phabel  answei. 

"  Ann.  sir."* 
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TH^  PORTRESS, 

f  Atm  ftaint  t  who,  in  thy  btighteat  day 

Of  tile V  meridian  joja, 
Halt  turn'd  thy  aertous  though ta  aWaj 

From  &»hion*a  fleeting  toy  a, 
And  fiften'd  them  with  bfty  view 
Vpati  the  Only  Good  and  True, 
Come,  li»ien  to  me  while  I  tell 
A  tale  of  hoty  mifade* 

Cof&e !  fly  with  me  on  lancy*a  wing 

To  that  &n  »ea-girt  itrand, 
Thf!  clLiEie  of  aunahine,  love,  and  apnng, 

*rby  fiitOTite  8paniih  land ! 
And  lo !   belbre  our  curioua  eyes 
An  annrnt  dly'i  turreu  rise, 
Ami  c^rcU'd  hy  ita  mou-grown  Walt, 
There  htanda  i  va^  barunlal  hall. 

And  oppoMte*  a  convent  pile 

Its  tntfi^  (tructure  rears. 
And  in  the  chapeTi  vaulted  ajaja 

A  holy  fcbrioe  appear* : 
And  at  the  *hrine  devoutly  bent, 
Tbrr*  knee  In  a  lovely  penitent, 
In  table  veature,  aadly  (air, 
Ctfni*-^li«t«n  with  me  to  her  prayer 

n  ALL  AD* 

«  Blc«t  ihrineft  f  from  which  in  evil  hour 

My  erring  footttepa  fttray'd. 
Oh !  ftant  your  kind  protecting  power i 

To  a  repentant  maid ! 


Sweet  Virgin  I  if  in  other  da  jb 
I  sang  thee  hrmna  of  love  and  praise. 
And  plaited  garlands  far  Ihy  brow. 
Oh!  Hifteu  to  thy  votary  now  ! 

«The  robe,  in  which  thy  form  is  dreat. 
These  patient  fiugera  wrought; 

The  flower3  that  bloom  upon  thy  breast 
WHh  loving  zeal  [  brought ; 

That  f\fiiy  crowf  of  diamond  clear, 

I  often  waah'd  with  many  a  tear, 

And  dried  again  in  pioun  blisf. 

Sweet  Virgin !  with  a  burning  ki»«. 

<»  And  when  by  cruel  aria  betrayed, 

My  wayward  oourae  began, 
And  I  forsook  thy  holy  shade, 

With  that  falBe-hcarted  man, 
I  breathed  to  thee  my  parting  prayer, 
And  pave  mo  tu  thy  lEfentle  cart' ; 
Sweet  Virgin  !  hear  thy  voinry  a  tow. 
And  grant  her  thy  protection  now  !" 

Unhappy  Margaret !  abe  had  been 

The  £ilri-«t  and  the  beeti 
In  pioua  leal  and  modest  mien 

Outfihtniiig  all  the  real ; 
And  waa  ao  diligent  withal, 
That  ahe  had  won  the  truat  of  aU, 
A  nd  by  auperiof  order  fcate 
Aa  PorttCBs  at  the  convent  gate* 
And  well  Jibe  watch 'd  that  enif  ance  o'er  ;- 

Abl  had  ahe  known  the  art 
To  guard  aa  faitlifully  tb«  door 

Of  her  own  virgin  heart. 
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But  when  the  glozing  tempter  came 
With  honied  wonl«  of  sin  and  shame, 
She  hrokc  her  order's  sacred  bonds. 
And  follow 'd  him  to  distant  lands. 

And  there,  in  that  delicious  clime 
Of  8ong,  romance,  and  flowers, 
While  guilty  love  was  in  its  prime, 

They  dreara*d  away  the  hours ; 
But  soon  jHitisegHion's  touch  of  snow 
Subdued  his  paeeion's  fiery  glow, 
Converting  love  to  scorn  and  hate. 
And  he  has  left  her  desolate. 

And  shb  from  Madrid's  courtly  bowers 

A  weary  way  has  gone, 
To  seek  in  old  Palcncia's  towers 

False-hearted  Alakcox 
His  hall  is  vacant :  not  a  beam 
Is  from  the  windows  seen  to  gleam, 
Nor  sound  of  life  is  heard  to  pour 
From  balcony  or  open  door. 

But  lo !  where  in  the  cool  moonlight, 

Her  home  of  former  years. 
The  well-known  convent  opposite 

Its  masFy  structure  rears: 
And  open  stands  the  chapel  door. 
Saying,  with  mute  language,  to  the  poor, 
The  heavy-laden,  and  distrcst, 
"Come  in !  and  I  will  give  you  rent  I" 

And  she  has  enter'd,  and  hw  knelt 

Before  the  blcsKcd  shrine. 
And  stealing  oVr  her  sensen  felt 

An  influence  divine; 
And  the  false  worM's  corrupt  control 
No  more  can  subjugate  her  soul. 
Where  thoughts  of  innocence  again 
With  undivided  empire  reign. 

Again  she  sees  her  quiet  cell. 

And  the  trim  garden  there; 
Again  she  hears  the  matin  bell. 

That  summons  her  to  j)rayer; 
Again  she  joins,  in  chorus  high, 
The  strain  of  midnight  minstrelsy, 
That  Viiia  her  with  each  thrilling  tone. 
In  transport  to  the  eternal  throne. 

<<Ah!  who  will  give  me  back?"  she  said, 

With  hotly-gushing  tears, 
"The  blameless  heart,  the  guiltless  head 

Of  my  departed  years  1 
What  heavenly  power  can  turn  aside 
The  course  of  time's  unchanging  tide, 
And  make  the  Penitent  again 
The  Pure  one,  that  she  might  ha^e  been!* 

While  musing  thus,  around  the  dome, 

She  casts  a  vacant  glance; 
She  sees,  emerging  from  the  gloom, 

A  graceful  form  advance. 
Proceeding  forth  with  noiseleaa  feet. 
From  a  far  chapel's  dim  retreat. 
The  figure,  clad  in  duq's  array. 
Along  the  pavement  took  her  way. 


A  lantern  in  her  hand  she*  bore, 

The  shade  upon  her  face; 
And  Mabqarbt  vainly  scann'd  it  o'er. 

Familiar  lines  to  trace; 
Then  murrour'd,  feitring  to  intmde, 
"  She  is  not  of  the  sisterhood— 
Perhaps  a  novice,  who  has  come. 
Since  Maboabet  left  her  convent  home." 

From  shrine  to  shrine  with  measured  pace. 

The  figure  went  in  turn. 
And  placed  the  flowers,  and  trimoi'd  the  dnm. 

And  made  the  tapers  bum : 
Nor  ever  rested  to  look  back : 
And  Mabqabbt  foUow'd  in  her  track. 
Though  &r  behind :  a  charm  unknown 
With  secret  impulse  led  her  on. 

Fair  sight  it  was,  I  ween,  but  dread 

And  strange  as  well  as  fair. 
To  see  how  as  she  visited 

Each  separate  altar  there, 
A  wondrous  flame  around  it  play'd. 
So  soil  it  scarcely  broka  the  shade. 
But  glow'd  with  lustre  cold  and  white^ 
Like  fleecy  clouds  of  boreal  light 

Save  only  where  around  the  nun 

A  warmer  blaze  it  threw ; 
For  there  the  bright  Bufiusion  shone 

W'ith  tints  of  various  hue ; 
Pale  azure,  clear  as  seraph's  eyes, 
Mix*d  with  the  rose's  blushing  dyes. 
And  gathering  to  a  halo, spread 
In  rainbow  circles  round  her  head. 

And  every  flower  her  touch  beneath 

Renew'd  its  former  bloom. 
And  from  its  bell  of  odorous  breath, 

Sent  forth  a  sweet  perfume; 
And  though  no  voice  the  silence  atiiT*d, 
A  low,  sweet  melody  was  heard, 
That  fell  in  tones  subdued  but  dear, 
Like  heavenly  music  on  the  car 

Entranced,  in  ecstacies  of  awe. 

And  joy  that  none  can  tell. 
The  Penitent  at  distance  saw 

The  beauteous  miracle ; 
And  scarce  can  trust  the  evidence 
That  pours  in  floods  through  every 
And  thinks,  so  strange  the  vision 
That  she  is  in  the  land  of  dreama. 

At  length,  each  altar  dnly  dight. 

And  all  her  labors  o'er. 
The  wondrous  nun  resumed  the  light. 

And  cross'd  the  minster  floor; 
Returning  to  the  chapel  shade. 
From  which  her  entrance  she  had  made. 
Along  the  aisle  where  Mabqabbt  stood. 
And,  passing,  brush'd  the  maiden'a  hood. 

Then  she  the  ■tranger'a  mantle  eangfat. 

And  something  i^e  would  lay. 
But  on  her  lipa  the  unutter'd  thought 

In  silence  died  away, 
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^  Willi  iffotilJ  *t  thou  wilb  roe^  gentle  ooe  I" 
tti  •wmtmC  lonei  mquifeJ  the  nun. 
Toof  «^lA]t«;4BftT  fitil]  no  latigiiHi^e  (bunil, 
But  emiMt  mt«olJy  on  the  grouud. 

"  B*ft  lli»n,  wh^  art  thou  T"  A I  her  aide 
IhiMWti  the  form  dWiije, 

■■ft  M  th«  Hm:me  vrilh  QiiDi;/' 
•* Thy  offit^r,  niaideis  V*     "I «»(}j  dear ! 
Tot  tcmrw  I  wai»  a  mwtet  here  ; 
A>»d  by  ftlt|H^or  girder  n&te 
JU  PartfMi  »t  the  cQWTent  gate," 

"J  loo/*  the  nun  rejilied,  **a«  one 

AniMig  the  MSitfa  wait^ 
And  am  to  sU  the  convent  k  no  writ 

Ai  PoitreM  at  the  gate." 
Th^fi  imL  f  Qtr&need  m  wild  nmase^ 
Htr  dtiwn^ast  eyea  did  Maboaavt  rali« 
Atid  fi^  ibtm  e«rne«tly  upon 
The  *tf anger's  fa<»; — it  ird*  Afi"  cum/ 

Reflect^il  m  that  glonooH  i^iiai 

8h^  cms  hcrtwlf  appear: 
The  »ir^  the  Imeamftnta,  ber  ovvn» 

la  iirm  and  di&r«cler; 
Tlw  dit«a  the  samif  that  vhe  hat  «tott)  ; 
Tbe  kvj'fl  the  Bamfi  thai  fibe  baa  bofne  i 
Beraetf  in  pemot),  baUti  nam^, 
At  oae«  another  and  the  nme. 

Stniek  4owft  Wllb  ap^^^hlei*  ec«ta*y, 

AMoniiiM  MAAff  ABET  fpll : 
■Itii*!"  ip«ke  the  Tision,  «I  am  ithep 

Wham  thou  baM  lerted  «o  well ; 
Airf  when  thou  fbrffftted^t  thy  tows^ 
To  h*'  a  perjured  traltor'^H  Hpouse^ 
Afid  niid'tt  to  me  thy  parting  prajer 
F«r  mj  ptoiffcting  Eove  and  caro: 

"I  heard  and  granted  thy  request. 

And  tj>  coneeal  thy  shame, 
I  left  the  maiiaion  of  the  ble<t 

Aod  look  tby  bumble  name. 
Thy  teaturesf  person,  oflicet  dfeas; 
And  did  the  duty  of  thy  ptaoe. 
And  da^j  made  report  of  all 
In  order  to  the  prindpaj. 

"Behold  I  where  stiJt  at  every  ihiine 

The  votive  taper  standfl; 
The  dreia  that  once  tbou  wor'st  ia  tbifle, 

Th^  key«  are  Id  thy  handa : 
Tb J  fame  ti  dear«  tby  trial  o'er : 
Then,  gentle  maiden  1  ain  no  more  t 
And  tbifik  on  her,  who  ^ithfully 
In  boart  of  danger  thought  on  thee !" 

A  Jightninf  llaeh!— ^  thunder  peal  J— 

And  parting  o*er  their  beadi. 
The  church*!  vaulted  pinnacle 

An  ample  passage  spreads  ; 
And  U> !  d^scendinf  angeta  come 
To  fuard  their  queen  in  triumph  home^ 


The  ^ht!o  the  echo  in  g  minuter  nng^ 
With  sweetest  notes  from  heavenly  strings* 

l*hcn  up,  on  cberub  pinions*  borne. 

The  Vtfgin-Moth«r  paa&m] ; 
And  as  she  rose*  on  the  forbm 

A  radiant  fimiip  #Iie  cost; 
And  ^Ia^oab^t  <taw,  with  fttreaming  ejcn 
Of  graUrful  joj,  the  vision  mCj 
And  watched  it  till,  from  earthty  view, 
It  vantabed  in  the  depths  of  blue. 


THE    YOUNG  AMER[CAA\ 

Scion  of  a  mi^bty  stock  I 
HE»nd«  of  ifon.^bearttf  of  oak, — 
Follow  with  unSincbing  tread 
Where  the  noble  fathers  led. 

Craft  and  sulitle  treachery. 
Gallant  youth!  are  not  for  tbe«: 
Follow  thou  in  word  and  deeds 
Where  the  God  within  thee  lead^. 

If  one«ty  with  steady  eye, 
Truth  and  pore  airaplicitj, 
I^ve  that  gently  winnetb  hemrt^, 
I'hese  aball  be  thy  only  arts, — 

Prudent  in  the  council  train^ 
Uautilless  on  the  battle  plain, 
Ready  at  the  country's  n<?ed 
For  her  glorious  caus«'  to  bleed. 

Wiiere  the  dewa  of  night  di&ti) 
Upon  Vernon's  holy  bill  ^ 
M'hefo  a  bore  it,  gleikming  far, 
Freedotn  lights  her  pi  [ding  star,— 

Tbithor  turn  the  steady  eye^ 
Flaabing  with  a  purpose  hi^b  ; 
Thither  wjlh  devotion  meet 
Ofleu  turn  the  pilgrim  feet> 

Let  tby  nobte  motto  be 
GoD,^ — ih«  CorNTRT, — LinERTf  ; 
Planted  on  Religion's  roek^ 
Thou  ahaJt  <tand  in  every  abock. 

Laugh  at  danger  far  or  near; 

8purn  it  laaeneaiit— ^purn  at  laar: 
Still  with  pereeveritig  might, 
Bpeak  the  truth,  and  do  the  right. 

So  Mhatl  peace,  a  charming  gueat. 
Doire-like  in  thy  fjosom  rest. 
So  ah  all  honor  a  steady  blaae 
Beam  upon  tby  closing  day  a. 

Happy  if  celestial  favor 
8mile  upon  the  high  endeivor; 
Happy  if  it  be  ihy  call 
In  the  bolj  cauae  to  lalb 
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SAMUEL  OILMAN. 


[Bora,  aboat  17*I.] 


Samuel  Gilman,  D.D.  was  born  in  Gloucester, 
MoMtarhusettfl,  where  his  father  had  been  aucceai- 
fully  enf^ag^ed  in  commerce,  until  the  capture  of 
fspveral  vessels  in  which  he  was  interested,  by  the 
French,  in  1798,  reduced  him  to  bankruptc}r,  with 
I088  of  health  perhaps,  for  he  died  soon  after,  leav- 
ing? a  widow  with  four  small  children.  Among 
those  Samuel  was  the  only  son,  and  his  mother, 
determining  to  educate  him  in  the  best  manner 
possible,  placed  him  in  the  family  of  the  Reverend 
^5TKPUl!N  Peabodt,  of  Atkinson,  New  Hampshire, 
a  remarkable  character,  of  whom  Dr.  Gilnan  has 
given  an  interesting  account  in.  an  article  in  *«The 
Christian  Examiner"  for  1847,  entitled  "Reminis- 
cences of  a  New  England  Clergyman  at  the  Close 
of  the  Last  Century."  Having  been  prepared  for 
college  by  Mr.  Peabodt,  he  entered  Harvard  in 
1807,  in  the  same  class  with  N.  L.  Frothixqham 
and  Edward  Evkbstt.  He  was  graduated  in 
1811,  and  was  afterwards,  from  1817  to  1819, 
connected  with  the  college  as  a  tutor ;  but  in  the 
latter  year  he  was  married  to  Miss  Caroline  How- 
A  KD,  who,  as  Mrs.  Gilman,  has  been  so  creditably 
distinguished  in  literature,  and  removed  to  Charles- 
ton, South  Carolina,  where  he  has  ever  since  re- 
sided, as  pastor  of  the  Unitarian  church  of  that  city. 

Of  Dr.  Gilman's  earlier  writings  none  received 
more  attention  than  a  series  of  able  papers  con- 
tributed to  the  "North  American  Review,"  while 
he  was  a  tutor  at  Cambridge,  on  the  philosophical 


«  Lectures"  of  Dr.  Thomas  Bbowv.  About  the 
same  time  he  translated  in  a  very  elegant  manoer 
several  of  the  satires  of  Boilkau,  which  he  also 
printed  in  the  <*  North  American  Review.'*  After 
his  removal  to  Charleston  he  completed  his  version 
of  Boilkau,  and  sent  the  MS.  to  Mr.  MumftAT, 
of  London,  for  publication,  but  bj  tome  miaehuice 
it  was  lost,  and  no  efforts  have  since  availed  for 
its  recovery.  Jn  1829  he  gave  to  the  public  his 
*<  Memoirs  of  a  New  England  Village  Choiry''  s 
little  book  remarkable  forquiet  and  natural  humor, 
presenting  a  picture,  equally  truthful  and  smoaiiifa 
of  village  life>in  New  England  in  theftrtt  quarter 
of  this  century.  He  has  more  recently  pubtished 
elaborate  and  thoughtful  papers  in  the  reviews, 
on  «  The  Influence  of  One  National  Literatnie 
upon  Another,"  *<  The  Writings  of  Edwakd  Ev- 
erett," and  other  subjects,  besides  literary  end 
tbeological  discourses,  biographies,  easays»  and 
translations,  all  executed  with  taste  and  scholar^ 
ly  finish. 

Among  the  original  poems  of  Dr.  GiLMAV,tbe 
most  noticeable  are  the  «  History  of  the  Ray  of 
Light,"  which  is  reprinted  in  the  second  volume  of 
Mr.  Kettell's  *' Specimens  of  American  Poetiy/' 
and  his  **  Poem  read  before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappt 
Society"  of  Harvard  College.  Some  of  hie  minor 
pieces  have  been  deservedly  popular,  and  may  be 
found  in  numerous  school-books  and  choice  1 
tions  of  literature.    • 


THE  SILENT  GIRL. 

She  seldom  spake;  yet  she  imparted 

Far  more  than  language  could — 
So  birdlike,  bright,  and  tender-hearted, 

So  natural  and  good ! 
Her  air,  her  look,  her  rest,  her  actions, 

Were  voice  enough  for  her : 
Why  need  a  tongue,  when  those  attractions 

Our  inmost  heiuts  could  stir! 

She  seldom  talked,  but,  uninvited, 

W'ould  cheer  us  with  a  song; 
And  oft  her  hands  our  ears  delighted, 

Sweeping  the  keys  along. 
And  oft  when  converse  round  would  lan- 
guish, 

AskM  or  unasked,  she  read 
Some  tale  of  gladness  or  of  anguish, 

And  so  our  evenings  sped. 

She  seldom  spake ;  but  she  would  listen 
With  all  the  signs  of  soul;  ' 
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I      Her  check  would  change,  her  eye  would  glisten ; 
The  sigh — ^the  smile — upstole. 
Who  did  not  understand  and  love  her, 

With  meaning  thus  o*erfraught? 

Though  silent  as  the  sky  above  her. 

Like  that,  she  kindled  thought. 

Little  she  spake ;  but  dear  attentions 

From  her  would  ceaseless  rise; 
She  checked  our  wants  by  kind  preventions. 

She  hush'd  the  children's  cries ; 
And,  twining,  she  would  give  her  mother 

A  long  and  loving  kiss— 
The  same  to  father,  sister,  brother, 

All  round — nor  would  one  miss. 

She  seldom  spake — she  speaks  no  longer; 

She  sleeps  beneath  yon  rose ; 
'T  is  well  for  us  that  tiea  no  stronger 

Awaken  memory's  woes: 
For  oh !  our  hearts  would  sure  be  broken. 

Already  drained  of  tears. 
If  frequent  tones,  by  her  outspoken, 

Still  lingered  in  our  ( 


CHARLES    SPRAGUE. 


[1-1^1  n*i,i 


Off  i*i,ift  MwKABvt  WM  bora  m  Boston,  on  the 

p£it^-«Lilh  Jaj  of  Octobtr.  in  1791.  Hia  father^ 
lo  tftiU  flurriTcs,  was  one  of  that  c^lebml^d  banc! 
lo,  tn  1 773»  nsinted  tiixatioti  by  potirinf  the  tea 
board  H«enl  Biitifih  ^hifm  into  Ihe  sea. 
Mr,  Sr«  401:1  w»i  eJucaM  in  the  achoola  of 
k  tl«£iv«  cicyv  w-Uteh  he  ]£k  at  an  enrly  period  to 
ipiifi'  ill  a  mejrantile  house  a  practieaJ  know- 
pi  of  trvJi^     When  he  was  ol^nC  twenty-one 

Eof  11^  \ut  rommeticc^]  th«  bufivneas  of  a  mi'T- 
«ll  hn  iHvn  acfoiint,  and  conhnu^d  in  il,  I 
*,  twCQ  hm  wu  elACtod  cftshii^r  of  the  Globe 
tot,  itts«f  tll»  Ibil  «ffliUudlinenU  of  iu  kind  in 
mmdkmtl^  This  ol^o4»  he  now  holilflf  «jid  he 
i  Il9l«ilte  lii)i«  he  accepted  it  diorbaji^  its 
iIm  in  m  fcttldfss  mannei-T  notwithsUuiciin^  tho 
tnlii  «fitf)i«7n  that  a  poet  iim«i  be  ttiestpable 
tmpot&AUj  tran«sctini^  practical  oBTaira.  In 
*  period  he  hon  foui>d  Imufe  to  sludy  the  ^orkH 
tba  ftvBlHi  atilhona,  and  paftlculaTty  those  of 
I  aiait«n  of  En^lisb  poetijr  ^^  which,  proba^ 
%  vitf^r  fipw  t0attmponjj  writera  are  more  fomi* 
rt  *ad  to  writ*  the  odniirahl^  poems  an  which 
b«iird  bi»  9wn  TvpuUtion, 

Ttifl  firtl  protliir lions  of  M/,  SpHAfttJH  which 
»cled  Hitith  att«ntian,  wen?  a  series  of  brilliant 
i)kNPi«<»  ^  finft  of  which  wa^i  willlen  for  the 
Ilk  Th«ilrv,  in  Npw  York,  in  162!,    Priie  ihca- 
ral  odciftMCs  am  proverbially  among  the  moBt 
irthlMi  etttnpcwilions  in  the  poetic  forni,    Th<^Lr 
vtil^F  tod  piKitiiiu  (character  preventa  the  develop- 
ms  ill  tliwa  of  originjil  conception i  and  striking 
«s,  mud  ihey  are  usiiaUy  made  up  of  cntnmon- 
lee  thongfalMtiid  ia»f^  compounded  with  tittle 
tit    Those  by  Mr.  S^a  40  r  e  are  ce  rtainty  among 
e  heH  of  ttieir  kind»  and  sdzne  passages  in  them 
^  c^raceifM  in  the  true  spirit  of  poetry.     The 
lowiiif  lint^  are  from  the  one  recited  at  the 
«n$Af  of  a  ihmUt  in  Philadelphia,  in  18 '22. 
*Ttt  irH^llM  ilfipii  tin*  tord't  »reQrlnf  rniiid 
«h»  miti  itwysi  ind  I<4Vm  ha  «ivrn  behind  ; 
t  Ntrw  Ibm  ilr  Hi  bf  ^t,  iJiiprl«/ifiM  fTm*, 
«■!•  thrmicli  llie  taoib,  sml  Uenth't  dull  ref  Ion  itorms, 

mm  Us  dttm|f  *tiiid'-*  tli«!  ktnf^aiid  tplrU  wslkf, 

b4  roaud  th*  miirdprffr'i  (N^d  In  ir«iiie^eaiic«  «nilkip 

MWi  m«hi«je  D^t'tly  frflufi  h»r  cyprfin  wreithr-^ 

rr  ■it4fl<  ft  ffitKitibcjiai  on  ft  t^lafttrd  tieftlfi ; 

M44  snaift  «n4d  fnvf  ch«!  eitmif^^  •  wi*pi  flowcts  lo  rtreWf 

wC.  kMt  m  Htmwfif^,  •lill  f'>  Iova  i»  mifr. 

II*  «h«N  llsiniit  vbrn  doTi^-*ye(t  Merer  pl^ad* ; 

P«#r  liftft  lUft  aia,  STid  Truth**  bc^it  lervlc*  bkedt} 

KflHrfH  4tniM  tntulnlii  rfom  lilft  buminf  tyt*, 

*l*  VU'i  cfriial  ifrurm^  and.  fttindd^rinf^  rfl^i  i 

»r'i  (nj^ird  fnhnlmif  l!>ft,  Ihriakpi  (Ite  diltt, 
4ft^  hli  imrn  thl#l4t  ftad  wnvn  hit  twnnl  of  ruift, 
«f1iPita  10  ItH  ftlSMthirr  «t  the  trumpet'i  c^llf 
^10  Us  cao^saf,  tiir  Mft^^n  tn  fftll.'* 

The  ode  r^ritiNl  in  the  Bo*ton  theatre,  tt  a  pa^ 
not  tn  honour  of  SdiKsrEi^aE,  in  ISSS^  b  one 


of  the  most  ^igorons  an^  beautiful  lyrtet  tn  the 
Engliah  langoflije.  The  first  poet  of  the  worlds 
the  greatness  of  hi  a  gimiiis^  the  vawt  varioly  of  bm 
scenes  and  t;baraiTteri^  formed  a  subject  well  fitted 
for  the  flow  in  c^  and  fiaU'ly  ait»iiEure  chosen  by  our 
author,  and  the  univer^ial  acqujuintancc  witEi  ttiu 
writing^^  of  the  immortal  dramatist  enables  eveiy 
one  to  judge  of  tJie  incritii  of  hi**  compowitton. 
Though  to  Bome  eitcnl  but  a  reproduction  of  the 
creatioiH ofSn*K«Pii*wi£,itis  such  a  reproduction 
as  none  but  a  man  of  geiiiti?  could  elfect 

The  longest  of  Mr*  SenAGus^s  poems  is  entitled 
« Curiosity."  It  was  delivered  before  (}ie  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  Society,  nt  Cambridge,  in  August, 
1@29,  It  is  bi  the  heroic  measure,  and  its  diction 
is  faultless.  The  a  abject  w^  happily  chosen,  and 
admitted  of  a  lerreat  \ariety  of  iUui«trationf.  The 
cfes^riptions  of  the  iniser,  the  noveUreaderi  and 
the  father  led  by  curionity  to  vii^it  foreign  lantl»,  ara 
anion^  llic  finest  ptufsagcs  in  Mr.  ^i^a^trua^s  writ- 
inifs*  "Curiosity"  w**  pubtiahcd in  Cnlcntta  a  few 
yenJ^  p^,  as  an  original  wori^  by  a  British  olUcer, 
with  no  other  alterations  than  the  otnission  of  a 
few  American  namesr  and  the  insertion  of  others 
in  their  placea,  as  Scutt  for  Coo^Ea,  and  Cujii^ 
MKK»  for  Cfi4?fiir^o;  and  tn  thia  form  it  was  re- 
printed in  London^  where  it  was  much  praised  in 
Bome  of  the  critical  giv^ttea. 

The  poem  delivered  at  the  centennial  celcbm* 
tion  of  the  settlement  of  Boston,  contains  nmny 
ipirited  pa«aage!,  bnt  it  in  not  equal  to  "Cunosliy" 
or  "The  Shakspeare  Ode*"  Its  vereificiitLon  is 
ea«y  and  variouo,  but  it  is  not  «o  carefully  finished 
as  most  of  Mr*  Spaisus**  pro<l actions.  "The 
Wini^ed  Wofshipperi/'  **LIne*  on  t!ie  Death  of 
M,  a  C„"  *'The  Family  Meeting,"** An,"  and 
several  other  pbort  poems,  evidence  great  skill  in 
the  use  of  language,  and  show  him  to  I  *  a  majster 
of  the  poetic  art  They  are  nil  in  good  taste ;  they 
ore  fr<M*  from  turgid  ne**;  and  are  pervmled  by  a 
iapirit  of  good  sense,  which  is  unfortunately  wiwtt- 
ing  in  mnch  of  the  veree  written  in  this  eg*. 

Mr.  SrnAorE  has  written,  l»esiile#  bis  poema, 
an  es*ay  on  drunkenness,  and  an  oration,  pro* 
nounceti  nt  Boston  on  thii  fiflleth  anniveraarj'  of 
the  declaration  of  independence ;  and  I  believe  he 
contributi-d  some  papers  to  the  "New  England 
MaciWEine,' '  while  it  was  edited  by  his  friend  J* 
T.  Bt  CKT^fSH  4M.  The  style  of  hi»  prose  is  florid 
and  much  It^w  carefully  finished  tliun  that  of  hiii 
poetry. 

He  mises  but  li^e  in  society,  and,  I  have  been 
told,  was  never  thirty  miles  from  his  native  city. 
His  leisure  bouri  are  pa^^wd  among-  hi*  booksi; 
with  the  few  "«ld  friends,  ibe  Ixied,  tJie  true,"  who 
truwHed  with  him  np  the  itteeps  of  nianhood  j  or  in 
the  quiet  of  his  own  fireside*  Hit  poems  show  tb' 
etreniKb  of  bis  doim'stic  and  «xual  affectionA. 
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CURIOSITY.* 

It  came  from  Heaven — iU  power  archangels 
knew, 
When  this  fair  globe  first  rounded  to  their  view; 
When  the  young  sun  reveal'd  the  glorious  scene 
Where  oceans  gathered  and  where  lands  grew  green; 
When  the  dead  dust  in  joyful  myriads  swarmM, 
And  man,  the  clod,  with  Gou's  own  breath  was 

warm*d : 
It  retgn'd  in  Eden — when  tliat  man  first  woke. 
Its  kindling  influence  firom  his  eye-balls  spoke ; 
No  roving  childhood,  no  exploring:  youth 
Led  him  along,  till  wonder  chill'd  to  truth ; 
Full-form'd  at  once,  his  subject  world  he  trod, 
And  gazed  upon  the  labours  of  his  God  ; 
On  all,  by  turns,  his  charter'd  glance  was  cast. 
While  each  pleased  best  as  each  appeared  the  last ; 
But  when  She  came,  in  nature's  blameless  pride, 
Bone  of  his  bone,  his  heaven-anointed  bride, 
All  meaner  objects  faded  from  his  sight. 
And  sense  tum'd  giddy  with  the  new  delight; 
Those  charm'd  his  eye,  but  this  entranced  his  soul, 
Another  self,  queen-wonder  of  the  whole ! 
Rapt  at  the  view,  in  ecstasy  he  stood. 
And,  Uke  his  Maker,  saw  that  all  was  good. 

It  reign'd  in  Eden — in  that  heavy  hour 
When  the  arch-tempter  sought  our  mother's  bower, 
In  thrilling  charm  her  yielding  heart  assail'd. 
And  even  o'er  dread  Jehovah's  word  prevail'd. 
There  the  fair  tree  in  fatal  beauty  grew. 
And  livmg  its  mystic  apples  to  her  view: 
«  Eiit,"  breathed  the  fiend,  beneath  his  serpent  guise, 
"  Ye  shall  know  all  things ;  gather,  and  be  wise !" 
Sweet  on  her  ear  the  wily  falsehood  stole. 
And  roused  the  ruling  passion  of  her  soul. 
"Ye  shall  become  like  God," — transcendent  fate! 
That  God's  command  forgot,  she  plurk'd  and  ate; 
Ate,  and  her  partner  lurrd  ti  share  tlie  crime. 
Whose  wo,  the  legend  saith,  must  live  through  time. 
For  this  thoy  shrank  before  the  Avenger's  face. 
For  this  He  drove  them  from  the  sacred  place; 
For  this  came  down  the  universal  lot, 
To  weej),  to  wander,  die,  and  be  forgot. 

It  came  from  Heaven — it  reigned   in  Eden's 
shades — 
It  roves  on  earth,  and  every  walk  invades: 
(yhildhood  and  age  alike  its  influence  own ; 
It  haunts  the  beggar's  nook,  the  monarch's  throne ; 
Hangs  o'er  the  cradle,  leans  alwve  the  bier. 
Gazed  on  old  Bal)el's  tower — and  lingers  here. 

To  all  that's  lofty,  all  that's  low  it  turns. 
With  terror  curdles  and  with  rapture  bums ; 
Now  feels  a  seraph's  throb,  now,  less  than  man's, 
A  reptile  tortures  and  a  planet  scans; 
Now  idly  joins  in  life's  poor,  passing  jars. 
Now  shakes  creation  ofi*,  and  soars  beyond  the  stars. 

'Tis  CuBiosiTT — who  hath  not  felt 
Its  spirit,  and  before  its  altar  kiiplt  1 
In  the  pleased  infant  see  the  power  expand, 
When  first  the  coral  fills  his  little  hand ; 
Throned  in  its  mother's  lap,  it  dries  each  tear, 
As  her  sweet  legend  falls  upon  his  ear ; 

*  Delivered  before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Ilor- 
▼ard  University,  In  1820 


Next  it  assails  him  in  his  top*t  ilruige  hmiiv 
Breathes  in  his  whistle,  echoes  in  bis  dmm ; 
Each  gilded  toy,  that  doting  love  bestows. 
He  longs  to  break,  and  every  spring  expose. 
Placed  by  your  hearth,  with  what  delight  he  poref 
O'er  the  bright  pages  of  his  pictured  stores  ; 
How  oft  he  steals  upon  your  graver  task^ 
Of  this  to  tell  you,  and  of  that  to  ask ; 
And,  when  the  waning  hour  to-bedward  bidi^ 
Though  gentle  sleep  sit  waiting  ou  his  lids, 
H  jw  winningiy  he  pleads  to  gain  yoa  o'er. 
That  he  may  read  one  little  story  more ! 

Nor  yet  alone  to  toys  and  tales  confined. 
It  sits,  dark  brooding,  o'er  his  embryo  mind : 
Take  him  between  your  knees,  peruse  bis  free. 
While  all  you  know,  or  think  you  know,  you  trace; 
Tell  him  who  spoke  creation  into  birth, 
Arch'd  the  broad  heavens,  and  spread  the  xtiDing 

earth; 
Who  formed  a  pathway  for  the  obedient  son. 
And  bade  the  seasons  in  their  circles  run ; 
Who  fiird  the  air,  the  forest,  and  the  flood. 
And  gave  man  all,  for  comfort,  or  for  fiaod ; 
Tell  him  they  sprang  at  God's  creating  nod- 
He  stops  you  short  with, «  Father,  who  made  G«d  T* 
Thus  through  life's  stages  may  we  maik  the  power 
That  masters  man  in  every  duuiging  boor. 
It  tempts  him  from  the  blandishments  of  ~ 
Mountains  to  climb  and  frozen  seas  to  roam ; 
By  air-blown  bubbles  buoy'd,  it  bids  him  rise, 
And  hang,  an  atom  in  the  vaulted  akies ; 
Lured  by  its  charm,  he  sits  and  learns  to  trace 
The  midnight  wanderings  of  the  orbs  of  apwe; 
Boldly  he  knocks  at  wisdom's  inmost  gate. 
With  nature  counsels,  and  communes  with  late; 
Below,  above,  o'er  all  he  dares  to  rove, 
In  all  finds  God,  and  finds  that  Goo  all  love. 

Turn  to  the  world — its  curious  dwellers  view. 
Like  Paul's  Athenians,  seeking  something  new. 
Be  it  a  bonfire's  or  a  city's  blaze, 
The  gibbet's  victim,  or  the  nation's  gaze, 
A  female  atheist,  or  a  learned  dog, 
A  monstrous  pumpkin,  or  a  mammoth  hog, 
A  murder,  or  a  muster,  'tis  the  same. 
Life's  follies,  glories,  g^riefii,  all  feed  the  flame. 
Hark,  where  the  martial  trumpet  fills  the  air. 
How  the  roused  multitude  come  round  to  gtare; 
Sport  drops  his  ball.  Toil  throws  his  hammer  by, 
Thrift  breaks  a  bargain  ofi*,  to  please  his  eye ; 
Up  fiy  the  windows,  even  fair  mistress  co(d[. 
Though  dinner  bum,  must  run  to  take  a  look. 
In  the  thronged  court  the  ruling  passions  rMd* . 
Where  Stort  dooms,  where  Wirt  and  Wustsb 

plead; 
Yet  kindred  minds  alone  their  flights  shall  tnt^. 
The  herd  press  on  to  see  a  cut-throal's  &ce. 
Around  the  gallows'  foot  behold  them  draw, 
Wlien  the  lost  villain  answers  to  the  law; 
Soft  souls,  how  anxious  on  bis  pangs  to  ffo&t. 
When  the  vile  cord  shall  tighten  loimd  bis  thnat; 
And,  ah !   each  hard-bought  stand  lo  quit  how 

grieved. 
As  the  sad  rumour  runs — «  The  man's  reprieved !" 
See  to  the  church  the  pious  myriads  poor. 
Squeeze  through  the  aisles  and  joaCle  nmnd  tihe  door; 
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N<^  "I  M  M«M  rwmrnod  tnim&^  Ihe  Intfflt  rngiv 


DMSt  •  vtricitft  r«£ilcr  enmit  a  house,  if  mew, 
W^«a  P*i*t  hiawir,  oft  heniO.  would  hiftlly  fijl 
m  pew, 
l^»  whrrc  thje  Mni^,  the  poor,  degrade^l  stage, 
MM.*  iu  iirm7|)*d  mirror  Icj  a  g)i|.fLngf  ago  ; 
Tberv,.  vhcK,  lA  ttim  dia  dmiiiaV  moral  Um^ 
r^  HafioqiiiA  y«lirp«  ApolIo*i  throne ; 
Thrrr«  wbtfre  irtiwiaehUUrefi  eiithor  round,  to  pniiac 
The  iiew-vtinp*d  |«frmy  of  thwir  nltr^ry  d^vs ; 
WNn  MM  tooM  ■coifl  ^udl  turn  inoi^'  bouU  to 


Tlian  U^  of  Cii^itirj^n's  Iccturafl  <ri)n  Tvclalm; 
There,  vbi!uie  in  iJiot  nLptiii43  we  a*loTi6 
Tb«  bmlMi  v^gibauda  of  every  *hore : 
W«Qm  OAiM'd,  ^iHio.  loAt  to  wotnAii'«  pnd#, 
TIm  tenkMlV  lABgger  jipe,  the  tmlly'^s  nCiide; 
Fnt*  laififigprK  who,  still  in  rhiUlhood'a  fcttcira, 
BiMi  «f  lo«v,  yvl  Unlj  knnw  their  Litf  ra ; 
HwMl  JfiiitiPtI  ttmmintt^  iiitMrliifii^  nutureV  tflupef 
Tb  pmr^  bow  ae«iij  tama  cm  mskuh  im  ape; 
VaiUcm,  mha^  Hfbtljr  teprtxl  m  bomc,  pereliiuicie 
Hid  duigk«l  from  ihii  fnp«  on  which  they  dan<^ ; 
P»tc6k  aunuci,  juficii^Itfn,  »U  that  yield  content, 
WImis  Sill  holdri  r^rnivBl  atiil  Wit  ke«pfi  J^ent ; 
Wlafv,  4imil«  *m  whoiittt,  Ui*i  ifuwle^it  miQion  nwh. 
CNw  «X  to  luig^»  and  oar  to  try  to  blush, 
Wb«i  oyneiiif  E4Tfe.TOT  fiportt  tight  p<mtHli!tt««, 
Ami  tmm  toi^  llftttU  whjlt?  taming  plroocttai ; 
Thcra^  Ct  Ml  fllMtU  ftnUy*  mlivtit  we  hear 
Tha  kiMWUif  ft^glc  and  tho  »cunilc  jM»f ; 
\Vluk  ^Qi  the  i|ik»llc<ctuii1  gulTrr)'  tint 
Rolb  lb»  bMt  plwiilit  hiiiWM  »t  the  worst 

6«ilii  I  who  can  ?rai^  yon  desecmUnl  dome, 
Wbea  he  Jtniy  tam  hu  dmiEsiPEJkiii  o'er  at  houie  1! 
Wikft  tbcft!  can  group  th«  pufe  one*  of  hiji  TnKX^ 
To  vrtt  mid  bear  what  trida  him  veil  hjfii  fare  ? 
iVik  J*  whn  r«a  ?  why  I,  and  you,  flnd  you ; 
N«  onUcr  wh^  th«  noiuien«eH»  if  't  10  rurw. 
Ta  DotboT  L^gk'fl  wit  our  aon^  ^vo  ear; 
TTiay  h«¥t*  110  licnc  for  HAMtKT^  or  for  Lkam; 
Oar  Uaufhtrn  lum  fh>m  gentle  Jitlikt's  wo, 
To  ooonl  the  twirl*  of  ALi(4Tir^'i  to^, 

NottSifin  the  btume  who  furni«h  forth  the  treat, 
Hut  (ivf«p  who  thronff  the  board  and  grotilj-  eat ; 
We  bwl,  itithwU  the  virtue-kind  liner  »t*i?e» 
.Vad  pnlf  of  8;i  I K« pr,4 a R  ^jd  bin  deathless  page  j 
BqI  fOi  aniwunee  hi^  best,  on  Coof ];u  eall, 
Co0efta^  *-thi*  noblt^it  HtMti&n  of  them  all  ;*' 
Where  are  the  er»Wilii.  m  wiJdt  to  choke  the  door? 
T  ii  ati  otd  thinir.  they  *ve  wen  it  all  liefor*?, 

Ptagr  Jteuitt,  ilf^  mdeeil  the  Ataj^  must  ot'ind, 
WtOl  iiultfiM  ibMi  it  may  deUs^ht  t\ic  Und ; 
Par  hrttmr  cW  e«eh  if^nie  temple  fnll, 
Aihl  one  a|>fwiivinf  Bilenee  eurtsun  alb 
llM|iiit4  \o  »ham0  may  yield  their  rij-in^  yoatk, 
Bui  PmNl^m  dwell*  with  purity  nnd  truth; 
Then  n»ak(»  tin*  vfttirl;  j*  who  rule  the  irtag<> — 
Witk  norel  diBe«ncy  aurpriae  the  «q^ ; 
ETrn  Wit,  mn  looi*  fnnp^t,  may  pl«iy  its  part, 
AnJ  Nabire  vet  have  piwer  to  mell  tba  heart; 


POTchuDce  the  ti«tetMra,  lo  their  itutinct  troa. 
May  fancy  common  aenao — 'twere  fiorelf  i 

thing  new* 

Turn  to  the  Pre*i — its  tivmini^  ihectfl  aurveft 
Blj;  with  the  wonders  of  eoeh  pABtiinif  day; 
Birth»,  dejithit,  and  wakUn^B^  foi;gi^rieHt  fires,  aiid 

wrecki, 
Hanin^efl,  and  hail^tonns,  brawl*,  and  broken 

"Wlif'p  liiilf-fledj^ejrl  baid^,  on  feeble  pinlonn;  nee^ 
An  imroortiility  of  near  a  we«k ; 
Whore  cruel  eulogiittf  the  dead  res  tare, 
In  maudlin  praiw,  to  martyr  them  ra>ce  more  1 
Where  ni^an  ulanderera  wreak  their  coward  ftpite. 
And  neal  no  venom'd  dagger  while  tJiey  wrifa  j 
There,  (w»th  a  quill  to  nojify  and  m  vain. 
We  almost  hear  the  goose  it  elothed  complain.) 
Where  each  hiick  Boribe,  93  hate  or  intiTreit  buruai 
To«d  or  toad-eater,  stains  the  pai^fc  by  tunm ; 
Enacts  virtu,  Uimrpd  the  critic's  chair* 
Lauds  a  mock  Gcmo^  or  a  mouthing  player; 
Viceroys  it  o'er  the  realnia  of  pro^  and  rhyine^ 
Now  pi  ills  pert  "Pelham,'^'  now  **The  Course  of 

Time;" 
And,  though  ere  Chriitinas  both  may  W  forgot, 
Vows  ibii  1mm ts  Ml  LT03r,  and  that  W* tTia S<roTT{ 
With  84M«fis*»  vigour  feela  hi«  ncrvea  expand. 
To  overtJirow  the  nobles  of  the  land  ; 
SoiU  the  green  gojlandii  that  for  Otts  hloamt 
And  ptuntfl  a  brier  eifen  on  Ciuofr'tt  tomb; 
A»  turn  the  party  eopp*fra»  heatbt  or  taila, 
And  now  tliLs  faction  and  now  ihal  premla  e 
ApplaudiJ  to-day  what  ye^tfrday  he  cunvdf 
Lampoons  the  wiiMsift,  and  eitolu  th«  womt^ 
While,  harvl  to  telb  lO  coarse  a  daub  he  byi; 
W^'hich  *uUie3  mo*t,  Ibo  filairulnr  or  t)ic  pnii^. 

Yet,  sweet  or  bitter,  benee  what  fountains  burst. 
While  sUll  the  more  we  drink,  the  more  we  lliirst 
Tnidc  hardly  deeow  the  buj»y  day  bcguUt 
Till  his  keen  eye  along  the  page  haa  run; 
The  btooming  daughter  tbrowa  her  needle  by. 
And  reads  her  scboohnatc^s  marriage  with  a  aigh; 
While  the  grave  mother  put*  her  glatses  on. 
And  give*  a  tear  to  *ome  old  emny  gone; 
The  preacheri  too^  his  j^unday  the  me  lays  down. 
To  know  whut  la/tit  new  folly  fi{\s  the  town; 
Lively  or  sail,  life's  meanest,  mightiest  thingii. 
The  fate  of  G^htini^  cocks,  or  fighting  kings ; 
Naught  comes  ami*s,  we  take  the  pauaeoua  stnfl^ 
Verjuice  or  od,  a  Ubcl  or  a  puff, 

'T  is  thii  sustains  that  coarse,  licentious  tribe 
Of  tenth-Tute  ty penmen,  gaping  for  a  bribe  ; 
Thai  reptile  race,  with  all  that*!  good  at  ctnfii, 
Who  trail  their  slime  through  every  walk  of  life; 
8tiiin  the  white  tablet  where  a  great  mati'it  name 
Sland*!  proudly  chisclTd  by  the  hand  of  Pwme; 
Nor  rouml  the  aaered  Preside  fc>tir  to  rrawl. 
But  drop  tlicir  venom  there,  and  ptuion  all* 

'T  ia  Curiowtty— though,  in  *t»  rouitil. 
No  one  poc^r  dupe  the  calumny  baa  found, 
Still  shall  it  live*  and  fttill  new  dlajiiierw  lieivi) ; 
What  thoos^h  we  ne'er  bflieve,  we  buy  ami  read  j 
Like  Holland's  war-cries,  thrown  from  hand  to 

haniL 
To  rouse  the  an^ij  panstona  of  the  lantL 
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So  the  black  falsehood  flies  from  ear  to  ear, 
While  goodness  grieves,  but,  grrieving,  still  must 

hear. 
All  arc  not  suchi  0  no,  there  are,  thank  Heaven, 
A  nobler  troop,  to  whom  this  trust  is  given ; 
Who,  all  unbribed,  on  Freedom's  ramparts  stand, 
Fiuthful  and  firm,  bright  warders  of  the  land. 
By  them  still  lifls  the  Press  its  arm  abroad. 
To  guide  all-curious  man  along  life's  rood ; 
To  cheer  young  Genius,  Pity's  tear  to  start. 
In  Truth's  bold  cause  to  rouse  each  fearless  heart; 
O'er  male  and  female  quacks  to  shake  the  rod, 
And  scour^  the  unscx'd  thing  that  scorns  herGon; 
To  hunt  Corru})tion  from  his  secret  den. 
And  show  the  monster  up,  the  gaze  of  wondering 

men. 
How  swells  my  theme !  how  vain  my  power  I 

find, 
To  track  the  windings  of  the  curious  mind ; 
liCt  aught  bo  hid,  though  useless,  nothing  boots, 
i^traightway  it  must  be  pluck*d  up  by  tlie  roots. 
How  oft  we  lay  the  volume  down  to  ask 
Ot  him,  the  victim  in  the  Iron  Mask ; 
The  crusted  medal  rub  with  painful  care. 
To  spell  the  legend  out — that  is  not  there ; 
With  dubious  gaze,  o'er  mossgrown  tombstones 

bend. 
To  find  a  name — the  heralds  never  ponn'd ; 
Dig  through  the  lava-deluged  city's  breast. 
Learn  all  we  can,  and  wisely  guess  the  rest : 
Ancient  or  modem,  sacred  or  profane, 
All  must  be  known,  and  all  obscure  made  plain; 
If 't  was  a  pippin  tempted  Eve  to  sin ; 
If  glorious  Brnoy  drugg'd  his  muse  with  gin; 
If  Troy  e'er  stood;  if  Shakspkark  stole  a  deer; 
If  Isracrs  missing  tribes  found  refuge  here ; 
If  like  a  villain  Captain  Hejtrt  lied ; 
If  like  a  martyr  Captain  Mono  ax  died. 

Its  aim  oil  idle,  lovely  in  its  end, 
We  turn  to  look,  then  linger  to  befriend ; 
The  maid  of  Egypt  thus  was  M  to  save 
A  nation's  future  leader  from  the  wave ; 
New  things  to  hear,  when  erst  the  Gentiles  ran, 
Truth  closed  what  Curiosity  began. 
How  many  a  noble  art,  now  widely  known. 
Owes  its  young  impulse  to  this  power  alone ; 
Even  in  its  slightest  working,  we  may  trace 
A  deed  that  changed  the  fortunes  of  a  race : 
BnucE,  bahn'd  and  hunted  on  his  native  soil. 
With  curious  eye  survey 'd  a  spider's  toil : 
•Six  times  the  little  climl>er  strove  and  fail'd; 
Six  times  the  chief  before  his  foes  had  quail'd ; 
<Oncc  more,"  he  cried,  "in  thine  my  doom  I 

read, 
Onc4J  more  I  dare  the  fight,  if  thou  succeed  ;'* 
'T  was  done — the  insect's  fate  he  mm\e  his  own. 
Once  more  tlie  battle  waged,  and  gain'd  a  throne. 

Behold  the  sick  man,  in  his  easy  chair, 
Barr'd  from  the  busy  crowd  and  bracing  air,— 
How  every  passing  trifle  proves  its  power 
To  while  away  the  long,  dull,  lazy  hour. 
As  down  the  pane  the  rival  rain-<lrop3  chase, 
Curiourt  h«»'ll  watch  to  scewhirh  wins  the  race; 
And  ht  two  doiys  Iwnouth  his  window  fight. 
He  *li  nhut  his  Bible  to  enior  tlie  sight. 


So  with  each  new-bom  nothing  rolls  the  dsj. 
Till  some  kind  neighbour,  stumbling  in  his  wmj, 
Draws  ap  his  chair,  the  niflerer  to  unuae, 
And  mikes  him  happy  while  he  teHs— the  news. 

The  news!  our  morning,  noon,  and  evening 
cry, 
Day  unto  day  repeats  it  till  wo  die. 
For  this  the  cit,  the  critic,  and  the  fop. 
Dally  the  hour  away  in  Tonsor's  shop ; 
For  this  the  gossip  takes  her  daily  route. 
And  wears  your  threshold  and  your  patience  out; 
For  this  we  leave  the  parson  in  the  lurch, 
And  pause  to  prattle  on  the  way  to  church; 
Even  when  some  cofliin'd  friend  we  gather  round, 
We  ask,  <«What  news?"  then  lay  him  in  tha 

ground ; 
To  this  the  breakfast  owes  its  sweetest  irst. 
For  this  the  dinner  cools,  tlie  bod  remains  ui- 
jsress'd. 

What  gives  each  tale  of  scandal  to  the  street, 
The  litchen's  wonder,  and  the  pariour*s  trett ! 
bee  the  pert  housemaid  to  the  keyhole  fly. 
When  husband  storms,  wife  frets,  or  lovers  sigh; 
See  Tom  your  pockets  ransack  for  each  note. 
And  read  your  secrets  while  he  cleans  your  cott; 
See,  yes,  to  listen  sec  even  madam  deign, 
W^hen  the  smug  seamstress  pours  her  ready  stnun. 
This  wings  that  lie  that  malice  breeds  in  fetr, 
No  tongue  so  vile  but  finds  a  kindred  ear; 
Swift  flies  each  tale  of  laughter,  shame,  or  foHyi 
Caught  by  Paul  Pry  and  carried  home  to  Polly; 
On  this  each  foul  calumniator  leans. 
And  nods  and  hints  the  villany  he  means; 
Full  well  he  knows  what  latent  wiklfirc  lies 
In  the  close  whisper  and  the  dark  surmise ; 
A  muffled  word,  a  wordless  wink  has  woke 
A  warmer  throb  than  if  a  Dbxtir  spoke ; 
And  he,  o'er  EvfeRETr's  periods  who  wooU  nod. 
To  track  a  secret,  half  the  town  has  trod. 

0  thou,  from  whose  rank  breath  nor  sex  em 
save. 
Nor  sacred  virtue,  nor  the  powerless  gtKwtr^ 
Felon  unwhippM !  than  whom  in  yonder  cells 
Full  many  a  groaning  wretch  less  guilty  dweDsi 
Blush — if  of  honest  blood  a  drop  remains. 
To  steal  its  lonely  way  along  thy  veins, 
Blush — if  the  bronze,  long  hardened  on  tliy  dieek» 
Has  lefi  a  spot  where  that  poor  drop  can  speak ; 
Blush  to  be  branded  with  the  slanderer's  name, 
And,  though  thou  dread'st  not  sin,  at  least  dread 

shame. 
We  hear,  indeed,  but  shudder  while  we  hear 
The  insidious  falsehood  and  the  heartless  jeer;  • 
For  each  dark  liliel  that  thou  lick'st  to  shape. 
Thou  may  est  from  law,  but  not  from  scorn  escape; 
The  pointed  finger,  cold,  averted  eye, 
Insulted  virtuous  hiss — thou. canst  not  fly. 

The  churl,  who  holds  it  heresy  to  tktnk. 
Who  loves  no  music  but  the  dollar's  clink. 
Who  laughs  to  scorn  the  wisdom  of  the  schools, 
And  deems  the  first  of  poets  first  of  fools ; 
AVho  never  found  what  good  from  science  grew. 
Save  the  grand  truth  that  one  and  one  are  two ; 
And  marvels  Bowiiitcu  o*er  a  book  should  pore, 
Unless  to  make  those  two  turn  into  four; 
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WIhv  flacM  wbrra  Gfrtalnirs  fbf«tiead  greilx  the 

Glima  tijai  rtjiJi  qcammt  a!l  xmhewn  i^hotild  Ik; 

BimMiii«i  "  A  itionitrouj  ■tteam — to  tuin  a  miU !" 
Wlw  Istn  td  Ivel  ihe  bleMftl  wrnds  of  heaven. 
Bill  tt  hll  MgillBd  iMlIti  sre  jiortwanl  driven: 
Wna  h»t  vmm  wbow  bflin  acaicf  d^ines  to  cn^ep 
Mmt^i  Iml  iKrift^N  p«n*nt  pil^^to  get,  ta  keep: 
W)io  never  k«fnM  Ufc't  Prut  blist  to  koDw^ 
With  Curiavitf  eKrti  he  ciux  gbw, 

Oo.  wrk  him  mxt  on  jon  *Imj  Gothnm^s  walk, 
WlMm  1t«0ic^i  Tcntann  OKirt  to  ttmde  and  talk : 
Wham  Mmmmim^m^rmAm  bmd.  of  e»ch  decree, 
nt  iMld^ad  leiider,  and  the  pale  lettdec ; 
Wfc«i  ragWA,  injwhrnt^  itruL  m  white-i^Mli'd 

And  4imi!  tl^  dopcv,  who  traited  them,  Aside. 
How  thimith  th«  httsdnj^  erowd  b«  l}uead«  his  waj, 
Tk  ettleh  th»  Itjijii  rvrnxmn  oTtbe  ^r, — 
To  leuTi  of  f*h«iitttif  ftock%  of  bv^uu  etott^d, 
0ibKmking  mprthuitiv  Wl4  of  cargon  lortt; 
n»  thottiiftitil  EUi  that  tndiM'*  wvlki  invvdc^, 
AJid  ^i^e  the  he«rt-ache  to  the  iion«  of  trade. 
How  cold  be  hmfkctis  to  same  banknipf  a  wo. 
Hod*  hk  wi9rli0id«  Slid  cfie«,  **  I  toM  you  wot 
The  AiUU«M  &I10W  lived  beyond  hii  ineBLnv, 
B«  mwC  hnj  hnm» — I  make  mj  tolkM  eat  be«n* ;" 
Wbll  ««t«  be  for  ibc  kitave,  the  kntTe'i  sad  wi^, 
Tim  Ulgliled  j^nupecU  of  an  anxious  U&1 
Tbt  klodlj  llw^  that  other  mtn  control, 
K^ir  IMeH  thir  tfiRi  of  th«t  tnber^c  imil ; 
Thwogfa  h&'v  dmrk  roiid  hi*  nonjid  way  be  wends, 
Aa  ittegnation  of  fat  d|ru)nmU ; 
Pvi,  irtlm  to  d^Ui  h«^  link*,  trnffrieripd,  nuMing, 
Mwr^d  hf  th#  t»1t>iidng  iif  no  mortal  tongac,— 
Jlo  woftfa  rrwattiei^  and  no  want  redrvvt'd, 
To  acilttfr  fnii^nn^«  roand  bta  fidace  of  reat,  — 
Wh^t  «hall  that  hallowed  epitaph  FUpply — 
The  uniTCnal  wo  when  gooil  men  die  T 
Cold  Cuiwit¥  iha^Il  linis^^r  there, 
To  ^oeaa  th*  wealtb  be  kavei  hie  teaHeM  heir; 
Peftilianfe  to  wonder  what  niu«t  be  his  doom. 
In  thr  &r  Innd  that  Ik^  beyond  the  tomb ; — 
Alas  ?  for  birati  iC  in  iu  awfui  plan, 
Beaven  dnJ  with  him  «s  be  hath  dealt  with  man. 
Child  of  tomaneiv  thftae  wofk-daj  scenes  you 
spnm; 
Far  \Mi-T  thmfn  yonr  finer  pul**a  bum ; 
Tknni^  Xatui¥*i  walk  your  c«riou«  w«Ly  yoo  take, 
Gftie  on  her  glowing  bow,  her  glittering  fluke, — 
Her«priti]ir*i  fif*t  cheerful  t^tfc^^  her  antumn%  last, 
B^m  in  ihA  breew,  or  dying  in  the  blast ; 
You  elunb  the  maintain' a  everlaslin^  wall ; 
Yon  litifcvr  where  tho  thiinder*wiiteTTi  h\l ; 
Tfott  ki¥i»  to  wander  by  old  ocean's  side. 
Anil  hold  e4RQm onion  with  itji  tuHen  tide; 
WtshM  lo  your  foot  sonMs  foi^ment  of  a  wreck, 
Ttney  MH  bmiJd  ag^in  the  cfowd«tl  d&ck 
Th«|.  trod  the  w*T*«^  till,  mid  ihe  b*mpest*B  frown, 
TTie  ■rpalchie  of  lirini;  men  went  down* 
Vet  FsriPT,  with  her  milder,  tpndefi^r  glow, 
Bui  dpftim*  what  Curio^iiy  would  know; 
Te  wouLf  vtand  listening:,  as  the  booming  gvn 
PriKlatni'd  the  work  of  *gony  haUHjooe; 


There  wonld  yoa  drink  eajeh  drowning  seaman** 

cry. 
As  wild  to  heaven  hit  cast  his  frantic  eys  i 
Thoufifh  Tain  all  aid^  though  Pity*fl  blood  nn  coldf 
Tbe  moftal  havoc  ye  would  dare  t*«ho)d  ; 
Siill  Curiosity  would  wait  and  weep* 
Till  all  vAtik  down  to  sluinbc'r  in  tb«  deipb 

Nor  yet  appeased  the  Sfiirit'is  TritleM  flow  i 
Ye  would  explore  the  gloomy  waj*l*i  t»rlow ; 
There,  where  the  joyful  lunbeanis  iws^T  fell, 
Wher*  ocoan*»  unrecordiHl  monstiTis  dwf^^4 
Where   »leep  earth's  precious   tliiugn^  hut  riflpj 

gold, 
Bonea  bleaeb'd  by  agea,  bodies  hnrdly  coU, 
Of  thoae  who  bowM  to  fate  m  c¥i*ry  furm. 
By  bjjttliHsbife,  by  pirate,  or  by  litorm; 
The  sailoTwehief,  who  Frepdom's  foe*  dffiod. 
WrappM  in  the  wicTt^  fiag  for  which  he  died ; 
The  wretch,  thrown  over  to  the  midnight  foam. 
Stabbed  in  his  bleswd  drauns  of  love  i^J  home ; 
The  mother,  with  her  fleshlcss  anns  still  cltKp'd 
Round  tha  acttreil  infant,  tliat  in  di^ath  Bhe  gmffp'd  j 
On  these,  and  sighb^  like  llie»e^  ye  long  to  g«z£, 
The  moum^  trophies  of  uncounted  days; 
AH  that  tlije  miser  deep  baa  brooilfHl  oW, 
Since  its  first  billow  roUM  to  find  a  ahore. 

Once   moro  the  Press, — not  th^t  which  dsUy 
ftings 
Its  fleeting  ray  acrt^s  life's  fleeting  things,^ — 
Si»  tomes  on  tomes  of  fancy  and  of  power. 
To  che«r  man^s  hcBTiest,  warm  bui  hoUf}^  hour. 
Now  Piction^a  gropes  we  tread,  where  young  Eo- 

monoB 
Lops  ihi>  glnd  senses  in  her  sweotest  trance  ; 
Now  through  earth's  cold,  impeoplivil  realms  we 

range, 
And  mark  each  rolling  century *h  awful  chang« ; 
Turn  back  the  tide  of  ages  to  its  lieail, 
And  hoard  the  wiadom  a{  the  honoured  desiL 
'Twt«  Heaven  to  lounge  upon  ft  couch,  aald 

And  read  new  novels  through  m.  rainy  day : 

Add  but  the  Spamah  weed,  the  bard  was  nght; 

T  is  heaven,  the  upper  heaven  of  calm  deUghl ; 

The  world  forgot,  to  sit  al  ease  reclined, 

While  round  one's  head  the  imoky  perfumes  wind, 

Firm  in  one  hand  the  ivory  folder  gmsp'd, 

Scott's  uncut  latest  liy  the  other  clasj^^d ; 

*T  it  heaTcn,  th«  giowinj;;,  graphic  page  to  turu, 

And  feel  within  the  ruling  puwion  bum ; 

Now  through  the  dingles  of  his  own  bleak  tsie. 

And  now  through  lands  tjiat  wear  a  sunnier  smile. 

To  follow  him,  that  all-creiitive  one. 

Who  never  found  a  "  brother  near  his  throne," 

Look,  now,  direcle^l  by  yon  candle's  btaie, 
Whore  the  ialsc  shutter  half  its  trust  be  tray  s,^ — 
Mark  that  &ir  giil,  rccUninst  in  her  bed, 
Tts  curtain  round  her  poltih'd  iihould4*rs  spn>m] , 
Dark  midnight  tvigns,  the  itorm  is  up  in  power. 
What  keefts  her  waking  in  that  dreary  hour ! 
Sec  where  the  volume  on  hpr  pillow  lic» — 
Chums   Rill  CLIFFS   or  Ohapoma   ihoaa   frequent 

siifhs ! 
*T  U  some  wild  bgend, — now  her  kind  eye  fills, 
And  now  cold  terror  every  Ubie  cblUs ; 
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Still  she  reads  on — in  Fiction's  labyrinth  lost — 
Of  tyrant  fathers,  and  of  true  love  cross'd ; 
Of  cbnking  fetters,  low,  mysterious  groans. 
Blood-crusted  daggers,  and  uncoffin'd  bones, 
Pale,  gliding  ghosts,  with  fingers  droppbig  gore, 
Aiul  blue  flames  dancing  round  a  dungeon  door; — 
h>till  HJic  readii  on— even  though  to  read  she  fears. 
And  ill  each  key-hole  moan  strange  voices  hears, 
While  every  shadow  that  withdraws  her  look, 
Glares  in  her  (ace,  the  goblin  of  the  book; 
Still  o'er  tlie  leaves  her  craving  eye  is  cast ; 
On  nil  she  feasts,  yet  huns^crs-for  the  last; 
Counts  what  rem.iin,  now  sighs  there  are  no  more. 
And  now  even  those  half  temjited  to  skip  o*er; 
At  length,  the  bad  uU  killetl,  the  good  all  pleased, 
Her  thirsting  Curiosity  appeased, 
She  shiitji  the  dear,  dear  l>ook,  that  made  her  weep. 
Puts  out  her  light,  and  turns  away  to  sleep. 

Her  bright,  her  bloody  reronls  to  unrol, 
See  History  come,  and  wake  th*  inquiring  soul : 
How  bounds  tlie  liosom  at  each  wondrous  deed 
Of  those  who  founded,  and  of  those  who  freed ; 
The  good,  the  valiant  of  our  own  loved  clime, 
Whose  names  shall  brighten  through  the  cloada 

of  time. 
How  rapt  we  linger  o*er  the  volumed  lore 
That  tracks  the  glories  of  each  distant  shore; 
In  all  their  grandeur  and  in  all  their  gloom. 
The  throned,  the  thrall'd  rise  dimly  from  the  tomb ; 
Chiefs,  sages,  bards,  tlie  giants  of  their  race. 
Earth's  monarch  men,  her  greatness  and  her  grace ; 
Warm'd  as  wo  read,  the  penman's  page  we  spurn, 
And  to  each  near,  each  far  arena  turn ; 
Here,  where  the  Pilgrim's  altar  first  was  built, 
Here,  where  the  patriot's  life-blood  first  was  spilt ; 
There,  where  new  empires  spread  along  each  spot 
Where  old  ones  fleurish'd  but  to  be  forgot, 
Or,  direr  judgment,  spared  to  fill  a  page, 
And  with  their  errors  warn  an  after  age. 

And  where  is  ho  upon  that  Rock  can  stand, 
Xor  with  their  firmness  feel  his  heart  expand, 
Who  a  new  empire  planted  where  they  trod, 
And  gave  it  to  their  children  and  their  Gon  1 
Who  yon  immortal  moimtain-shrine  hath  prcss'd. 
With  saintlier  relics  stored  than  priest  e'er  bless'd, 
But  felt  each  grateful  pulse  more  wannly  glow, 
In  voiceless  reverence  for  the  dead  below  1 
Who,  too,  by  Curiosity  led  on. 
To  tread  the  shores  of  kingdoms  come  and  gone, 
Where  Faith  her  martyrs  to  the  fagot  led, 
Where  Freedom's  champions  on  the  scaiTold  bled. 
Where  ancient  power,  though  stripp'd  of  ancient 

fame, 
Carb'd,  but  not  crushed,  still  lives  for  guilt  and 

shame, 
But  prouder,  happier,  turns  on  home  to  gazo, 
And  thanks  his  Goo  who  gave  him  better  days  1 

Undraw  yon  curtain;  look  within  that  room, 
Where  all  is  splendour,  yet  where  all  is  gloom : 
Why  weeps  that  mother  ?  why,  in  pensive  mood, 
(rroup  noisele<w  round,  that  little, lovely  brood? 
The  bittledore  is  still,  laid  by  earh  book. 
And  the  harp  slumbers  in  its  customed  nook. 
Who  hath  done  this  ?  what  cold,  unpitying  foe 
Hath  made  this  house  the  dwelling-place  of  wot 


Til  he,  the  hasband,  fioher,  loit  in  cure, 
O'er  that  sweet  fellow  in  hit  cradle  tlieiec 
The  gallant  bark  that  ridea  bj  yonder  atrand. 
Bears  him  to-morrow  from  faia  native  land. 
Why  turns  he,  half-unwilling,  from  hia  homa  1 
To  tempt  the  ocean  and  the  earth  to  roam  1 
Wealth  he  can  boost,  a  miacr's  aigh  would  hodip 
And  health  is  laughing  in  that  ruddy  bluah ; 
Friends  spring  to  greet  him,  and  he  has  no  1b»^ 
So  honour'd  and  so  bless'd,  what  bida  him  gp  !— 
His  eye  must  see,  his  foot  each  spot  muat  tread. 
Where  sleeps  the  dust  of  earth's  leconled  dead; 
Where  rise  the  monuments  of  ancient  time. 
Pillar  and  pyramid  in  age  sublime ; 
The  pagan's  temple  and  the  churchman'a  tower, 
War's   bloodiest   plain   and  Wisdom's 

bower ; 
All  that  his  wonder  woke  in  school-boy  I 
All  that  his  fancy  fired  in  youthful  dreama : 
Where  Socrates  onee  taught  he  thixata  to  atray, 
Where  Homer  pour'd  his  everlasting  lay; 
From  Virgil's  tomb  he  longs  to  pluck  one  6ower, 
By  Avon's  stream  to  live  one  moonlight  hoar ; 
To  pause  where  England  **  gamers  up"  her  great. 
And  drop  a  patriot's  tear  to  Miltoh's  &te; 
Fame's  living  masters,  too,  he  must  behold. 
Whose  deeds  shall  blazon  with  the  best  of  old : 
Nations  compare,  their  laws  and  customa  acan. 
And  read,  wherever  spread,  the  book  of  man ; 
For  these  ho  goes,  self-banish'd  from  hia  hearth. 
And  wrings  the  hearts  of  all  he  lovei  on  earth. 

Yet  say,  shall  not  new  joy  these  heaita  inapiiay 
When  grouping  round  the  future  winter  five,. 
To  hear  the  wonders  of  the  world  they  bum. 
And  lose  his  absence  in  his  glad  return! — 
Return !  alas !  he  shall  return  no  more. 
To  bless  his  own  sweet  home,  his  own  prond  ihon. 
Look  once  again — cold  in  hia  cabin  now. 
Death's  finger-mark  is  on  his  pallid  brow ; 
No  wife  stood  by,  her  patient  watch  to  keqp. 
To  smile  on  him,  then  turn  away  to  weep ; 
Kind  woman's  place  rough  marinera  supplied. 
And  shared  the  wanderer's  blessing  when  he  died. 
Wrapp'd  in  the  raiment  that  it  long  moat  wear, 
His  body  to  the  deck  they  slowly  bear ; 
Even  there  the  sjiirit  that  I  sing  is  true ; 
The  crew  look  on  with  sad,  but  curiooa  view; 
The  setting  sun  fiings  round  his  ISuewdl  raya ; 
O'er  the  broad  ocean  not  a  ripple  playa; 
How  eloquent,  how  awful  in  its  power. 
The  silent  lecture  of  death's  Sabbath-honr : 
One  voice  that  silence  breaka— the  prayer  b  aaid» 
And  the  last  rite  man  pays  to  man  ia  paid ; 
The  plashing  waters  mark  his  lesting-plaoe, 
And  fold  him  round  in  one  long,  cold  embraoe. 
Bright  bubbles  for  a  moment  sparkle  o'er, 
Then  break,  to  bo,  like  him,  beheld  no  more ; 
Down,  countless  fathoms  down,  he  sinks  to  aleep^ 
With  all  the  nameless  shapes  that  haunt  the  deepb 

«  Alps  rise  on  Alps" — in  vain  my  muse  eanya 
To  lay  the  spirit  that  she  dared  to  raise : 
What  spreading  scenes  of  rapture  and  of  wo. 
With  rone  and  cypress  lure  me  as  I  go. 
In  every  question  and  in  every  glance. 
In  folly's  wonder  and  in  wisdom's  trance. 


b  il  of  Mh  tuat  ;ct  of  lif<9  alane, 
Is  «n  1k-|(mi4  1^1  tuightj  pnvfcr  wo  itwn, 
W#  wnuLl  midup  tJw  iiivitic  book  of  fot^, 
I  Ihf  {nlh«  of  aH  we  Iotc  dud  tiato ; 

beftrt  would    ieaiti  bia.  iMldrea'* 


^^fmi  t^htm  thsl  Hant  k  craitibluig  in  the  tomb  \ 
If  lfa*f  ailit  iidk  ta  gmlL,  or  semi  U>  fkmo, 

Sf  Iwp*  «litfi^  or  drpnw'd  hy  doutrt, 
Svsn  in  tbv  deathpp*ng  htt  would  find  it  out. 

Wilit  booU  it  to  jroiw  dust,  jour  son  w*?re  bom 
All  C»|il«i*«  Uo(  or  a  rahble*e  veom  ? 
mkOtk  f«  thc«  Cruichued  spirit  Ehidl  rvtunii 
Tb  Am  Ua  triunciplL,  hu  dUfrace  to  mourn  ? 
AJb.  Cndaritjr  1  by  thw  Iii<ipin?d, 
nii  iralll  to  kmivf  h^xw  oil  h)ia  man  inqmned ! 
Aad  it  it  Iknry  *]l !  oin  ren^n  mj 
WmtikU  }mtm  mutt  mouldei  with  eanli*s  moulder- 

Tkil  dwiti  e»n  diUi  the  fiilfaer'i  B^r«d  glow, 
AbI  IwbdM  ^ntab  tiMit  notae  btjt  mothers  k.noW  t 
Moit  we  fMiitiTve  thcnr  toni'A  of  dear  dt^li^ht, 
Tb»  UHiffiiiif^  wi'lodmc  and  the  BwcGt  go^*nlghti 
Th*  kiiid  tiiLiniuim  vid  the  wcU-eftruM  pnua*?, 
That  won  and  womi'd  ub  in  oio^  earlier  days* 
Tum'd,  a*  Ihfj  foUi  to  cold  »&d  common  air  l^ 
8p«ftk,  proud  PMIoaophj !  the  truth  ik^tare  J 

Yd  Uo»  the  fond  d«ltl«Oii«  if  no  mor^^ 
W«  wmiJd  not  yieid  (br  wisdom**  diecrl<Ma  lore  i 
A  Uttkdtt  civ^  they  hold,  who  d^ie  b«U«ve 
Tbe  iksd  Hftunip  with  tbem  to  joy  or  gnei-e. 
How  flPMl,  while  Engering  dow  on  «horQ  or  hiU* 
I  tU  iili  fkleaHmt  HOunds  of  cafth  an?  utill* 
IIm  iQimi  moooi  to\h  through  the  unpilljir'd 

Aihd  itdrn  Iciok  down  aa  they  were  angicb'  cyeA^ 
Bow  twi^  to  deem  our  lo#L,  odoTcd  one*  night 
An*!  hc%t  their  voir^?*  Ln  tli©  night-wind*  ifitfh* 
Full  inAQj  an  idJe  dcvam  that  hop«  ha^l  hrokc, 
And  the  aw«d  heart  ta  holy  goodnpss  woko  ; 
Foil  many  a  felon'e  ^tilt  in  llmu^ht  hod  died, 
Fe«r*d  he  hi»  fiMh^a  apLrit  by  his  sid*'  ;— 
Tlwa  let  tliat  fear,  that  hope*  control  the  mind ; 
8^  kt  lu  fcitimt,  atill  no  answer  find ; 
IjBt  Cmamty  sf  Heaven  inquiiv^ 
Kor  cardnV  cold  dogmaA  quench  the  ethereal  Gre. 
Nor  v*m  to  life,  nor  d«ah,  nor  timo  confined — 
Tbv  ^mA  hnvaftrr  fill*  the  etfdonni?  mind  ; 
Wm  hmHt  thir  i^rave,  prorane  the  cotliir*  tid^ 
f^nwWy  «iJc  of  all  *o  wiwiy  hid  ; 
^tmiit^^fi  dark  record  we  would  reail, 
llyat^rif4.  unnivdlM  yet  by  mortal  erecd ; 
Of  fit  to  r^-mw,  unc^ndinflT  joy  and  wo. 
And  «n  I  tint  ha!r  wnngLen  dream  bebw; 
T*»  find  ihrir  jarring  dogm*A  out  we  Ion?, 
Of  wbifi^h  t»  ri-rht,  or  whjkher  nil  he  wrong; 
Tli«nc«  of  Ati  h<mr.  we  would  inTsde  Ki^  throng 
And  ind  ont  Ihm.  ihe  Cvi^Hatting  One! 
f  ailli  we  mif  bcia«t.  uudarVeti'd  by  a  doubt, 
\Vf  thifit  to  fiijJ  *itdt  awtul  wvret  out ; 
Htfpt  ^tf  MOilain,  afid  innoocnee  impwrt 
1I«r  MP«^  «|MdAe  to  tbo  inrbaa  hmti; 
Vht  in4{iitrii|f  e^t  will  n«^t  t^t  rontrrflt'd, 
\Vt  wittiU  fiftiJb*  cvrtatn  ali^  und  all  heholtL 


Un&thom'd  well-he»d  of  the  boundless  ionl ! 
Whose  hv'mg  watem  lare  us  a*  tbey  roll, 
Prora  thy  pnre  wave  one  cheering  hjpn  w^  dnw— 
Man,  mun  tit  le*Ft  shall  epum  proud  NfttmisV  bw. 
All  that  have  breath,  but  be^  lie  down  content, 
JilfeV  purpose  aerved,  inde«d,  wbi^n  life  t*  spent  t 
All  as  in  Paradiae  the  same  are  found ; 
The  lM^st»  whose  fiiotftLfp  shaken  the  Milld  ^^nnd^ 
The  inaeet  liviuGr  on  a  Bummer  fjnre, 
The  bird^  whose  pinion  courts  Ibt.^  euntietun^H  flrd; 
In  hit  and  ne*t,  in  way  and  went,  tJic  mnne 
A«  when  thetr  nire^  iongbt  Adam  for  a  nnmo; 
Their  be-all  and  their  end-all  here  hebnv, 
Tbey  nothing  need  beyond,  nor  noed  to  k  now  J 
Earth  and  her  hoaida  thar  every  want  lupplyr 
They  rerel^  reBl,  then,  fe«r]ea§,  hopeleAit,  djje. 
But  Man,  hia  M&ker'ii  tikenesn*  Joid  of  eartli, 
Who  owes  to  Niiture  little  but  his  birth, 
Shakus  down  her  punj  chains^  her  wmts^  and  woeib 
One  world  vnbdues*  and  for  another  glowa. 
Bee  himt  the  feeblest,  in  hia  cradle  loiil ; 
S«c  him,  the  mightiest,  iu  his  mind  arrny'd  I 
How  wide  ibo  gulf  he  clears,  how  bold  tht!>  flight 
That  bears  him  upward  to  the  realms  of  l%hl  1 
By  reslksB  Cufiosity  itispireds. 
Through  all  bis  pubject  world  he  rovers  uti tired : 
Looks  back  and  aeana  tlie  infiint  dajA  nf  yore, 
On  to  the  time  when  time  shall  be  no  morel 
liven  in  life*!  parting  throb  its  spirit  btirni, 
And,  shut  &om  eaith,  to  heaven  more  warmly 
turn*. 

Shall  he  alone,  of  mortal  dwellera  beret 
ThuH  BOUT  alofl  to  sink  in  mid-career  J 
Leas  favoured  tha^i  a  worm,  shall  hiii  stem  doom 
Lock  up  tlip*e  pcrnph  longing*  in  the  tomb  !^ 
O  Thou,  whose  fm^rs  raised  ua  from  the  dust) 
Till  there  we  sleep  n^n^  lie  this  onr  trust : 
This  MOred  bun^r  m/irka  the  immortal  mind. 
By  Thee  H  wuM  given,  for  Thee,  for  beairon  design  d; 
There  the  rapt  apirit,  from  earth's  grossne*a  fre«d» 
Shidl  Boe,  and  know,  and  be  like  Thee  indeed. 
Hero  let  me  pause — no  further  I  rehearse 
What  claims  a  loftier  soul,  a  nobler  verso  ; 
The  nvountain*s  foot  I  have  but  Initer'd  round, 
Not  dared  to  eeale  its  hii^hest^  holiejft  ground ; 
But  venturad  on  the  pebbly  shore  to  slruy. 
While  the  broad  oc«tn  all  before  me  lay  ^ 
How  bright  the  boundteas  prospert  there  on  high  J 
How  rich  the  penrts  that  here  all  hulden  lie  I 
But  not  for  me— to  hies  eoanoe  service  sold, 
Where  thought  tiea  barren  and  naught  breeds  but 

gold— 
*T  is  yours,  ye  farour'd  ones,  at  whose  command 
From  the  cold  world  I  vGntured,  here  to  stand : 
Ye  who   wem    lapp'd  in  WisdomV  murmunng 

bowers, 
Who  still  to  bright  improvement  yield  your  homttt; 
To  yon  the  privilege  and  the  power  belong. 
To  give  my  llieme  the  jirraee  of  living  song ; 
Yours  be  the  fl  ftp  ping  of  the  imgle's  wing. 
To  dare  the  loftie?*t  craE:,  and  he^ivenward  spring ; 
Mine  the  light  lA*k  to  hop  from  sjjfrty  to  wpruy^ 
Ble«s*d  if  I  charm  one  Jtomnwr  hour  away. 
One  summer  hour — tU  golden  wnds  have  nm. 
And  the  poor  labour  of  thj?  feaird  ii  done* — 
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Yet,  ere  I  fling  aside  my  humble  lyre, 
Let  one  fond  wish  its  trembling  strings  inspire ; 
Fancy  the  task  to  Feeling  shall  resign, 
And  the  heart  prompt  the  warm,  untutor'd  line. 
Peace  to  this  ancient  spot !  here,  as  of  old, 
May  liCaming  dwell,  and  all  her  stores  imfold ; 
Still  may  her  priests  around  these  altars  stand, 
And  train  to  truth  the  children  of  the  land ; 
Bright  be  their  paths,  within  these  shades  who  rest. 
These  brother-bands — ^beneath  his  guidance  bless'd, 
Who,  with  their  fathers,  here  tum'd  wisdom's  page, 
Who  comes  to  them  the  statesman  and  the  sage. 
Praise  be  his  portion  in  his  labours  here. 
The  praise  that  chccr'da  Kirklaxd'h  mild  career; 
The  love  that  finds  in  every  breast  a  shrine. 
When  zeal  and  gentleness  with  wisdom  join. 
Here  may  he  sit,  while  race  succeeding  race 
Go  proudly  forth  his  parent  care  to  grace ; 
In  head  and  heart  by  him  prepared  to  rise, 
To  take  their  stations  with  the  good  and  wise : 
This  crowning  recompense  to  him  be  given. 
To  see  them  guard  on  earth  and  guide  to  heaven ; 
Thus,  in  their  talents,  in  their  virtues  bless'd, 
0  be  his  ripest  years  his  happiest  and  his  best ! 


SHAKSPEARE   ODE.« 

God  of  the  glorious  lyre ! 
Whose  notes  of  old  on  lofty  Pindus  rang, 

While  Jove's  exulting  choir 
Caught  the  glad  echoes  and  Tesponsive  sang-^ 
Come  i  bless  the  service  and  the  shrine 
We  consecrate  to  thee  and  thine. 

Fierce  from  the  frozen  north. 
When  Havoc  led  his  legions  forth. 
O'er  Learning's  sunny  groves  the  dark  destroyer 
spread : 
In  dust  the  sacred  statue  slept, 
Fair  Science  round  her  altars  wept, 
And  Wisdom  cowl'd  his  head. 

At  length,  Olympian  lord  of  mom, 
The  raven  veil  of  night  was  torn. 

When,  through  golden  clouds  descending. 
Thou  didst  hold  thy  radiant  flight, 
OVr  Nature's  lovely  pageant  bending. 
Till  Avon  rolled,  all  sparkling  to  thy  sight ! 

There,  on  its  bank,  beneath  the  mulberry's  shade, 
Wrapp'd  in  young  dreams,  a  wild-eyed  minstrel 
Htray'd. 
Iii<7)itin(;  there  and  lingering  long. 
Thou  didst  teach  the  bani  his  song ; 

Thy  finders  strung  his  sleeping  shell, 
And  round  his  brows  a  garland  curl'd ; 

On  \uA  lips  thy  spirit  fell, 
Aiid  bade  him  wake  and  warm  the  worid ! 

Then  SiiAKSpr.ARE  rose! 
Across  the  tromhlinsr  strings 
His  during  hnnd  he  ilings, 
Aiifl,  lo !  a  new  creation  glows ! 


•  Dcliv.n'.l  in  thi-  HiHiniiThHitre,  in  lb'23,at  the  exhi- 
bition of  a  pageant  in  honour  of  Siiakspeare. 


There,  clustering  round,  niluiiiflslTe  to  his  wi!!. 
Fate's  ▼mmI  train  his  high  commands  fulfiL 

Madness,  with  his  frightful  scream. 
Vengeance,  leaning  on  his  lanoe. 
Avarice,  with  his  blade  and  beam. 
Hatred,  blasting  with  a  glance ; 
Remorse,  that  weeps,  and  Rage,  that  roan. 
And  Jealousy,  that  dotes,  but  dooms,  and  mm^ 
ders,  yet  adores. 

Mirth,  his  face  with  sun-beams  lit. 
Waking  laughter's  merry  swell. 
Arm  in  arm  with  fresh-eyed  Wit, 
That  waves  his  tingling  lash,  while  Folly  sfaalcM 
his  belL 

Despair,  that  haants  the  gurgling  streanit 
Kiss'd  by  the  virgin  moon's  cold  beam. 
Where  some  lost  maid  wild  chaplcts  wreathes. 
And,  swan-like,  there  her  own  dirge  hteathei^ 
Then,  broken-hearted,  sinks  to  rest. 
Beneath  the  bubbling  wave,  that  ahronds  hw 
maniac  breast 

Young  Love,  with  eye  of  tender  gloom. 
Now  drooping  o'er  the  hallow'd  tomb 
Where  his  plighted  victims  U^— 
Where  they  met,  but  met  to  die : 
And  now,  when  crimson  buds  are  sleeping, 
Through  the  dewy  arbour  peeping. 
Where   Beauty's  child,   the  frowning  worid 
forgot, 
To  youth's  devoted  tale  is  listening, 
Rapture  on  her  dark  lash  glistening. 
While  fiiiries  leave  their  cowslip  celb  and  guanl 
the  happy  spot 

Thus  rise  the  phantom  throng. 
Obedient  to  their  master's  song^ 
And  lead  in  willing  chain  the  wandering  soul  along. 
For  other  worlds  war's  Great  One  sigh'd  in  rain— 
O'er  other  worlds  see  Shakspxarx  rove  and  leigD ! 
The  rapt  magician  of  his  own  wild  li^, 
Earth  and  her  tribes  his  mystic  wand  obey. 
Old  Ocean  trembles.  Thunder  cracks  the  i  ~ 
Air  teems  with  riiapes,  and  tell-tale  spcctrea  rims 
Night's  paltering  hags  their  fearful  orgies  keep^ 
And  faithless  Guilt  unseals  the  lip  of  Sleep : 
Time  yields  his  trophies  up,  and  Death  restona 
The  mouldered  victims  of  his  voiceless  ihoica. 
The  fireside  legend,  and  the  faded  page. 
The  crime  that  cursed,  the  deed  that  Ueaa'd  an 

age. 
All,  all  come  forth,  the  good  to  charm  and  cheer, 
To  scourge  bold  Vice,  and  start  the  genennis 

tear; 
With  pictured  Folly  gazing  fools  to  shame. 
And  guide  young  Glory's  foot  along  the  jiath  of 
Fame. 

Lo !  hand  in  hand. 
Hell's  juggling  sisters  stand. 
To  greet  their  victim  from  the  fight ; 

Group'd  on  the  blasted  heath. 
They  tempt  him  to  the  work  of  death, 
Then  melt  in  air,  and  mock  his  wondering 
sight 
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In  nudniglit'*  hallow*d  Lour 

ll«  tMkj  tho  fatal  tower^ 
WbflK  the  tone  xmven»  pcrcbM  on  high, 

ppVB  ta  the  9Qlkti  ^de 

BirlkOftfvff  propbclic  wail, 
And  eroilu  tbe  drt3AiJfy]  DDoment  titfh« 
Bm,  l>]f  tb«  phantom  dagger  led, 

Ak,  guihy  tiling, 
SsfwJf  he  ^^1«  with  aikat  tiwd, 
Atti  pttp  biA  cowanl  steel  to  imite  hk  iileepia^ 

Hirk!  *t  b  tliA  m^sI  b«IU 

L  hy  thai  boIJ  Aiid  un9«x*d  one, 
t  miUi  IP  g^if  whcMfi  h«rt  la  stoiie; 
HU  csr  h«th  e%u^t  the  kudW 
Tm ^aml  *tt«donif! 
BthoM  him  tan  the  rhamber  ru«hLn^, 
Wlii*r«r  hia  «lMd  iQjOaurcb'i^  blood  i«  j|i]«hmg: 
I  he  trembling  Aauda, 

fii£ir*ii  oonldD^  cniDBon  on  hia  bandit, 
AaJ  tn  y«  £idan  he^n  the  wona  of  witd  dcsp«ir« 

liu^  the  «ec{iln^1  traitor  AfumbcHng  t 

nm9  Ail  the  •tta'tiea  of  i?on«deiKe  round, 
Wlilh  hodUsf  tongue*  fotii  nmnlensn  Qnm- 

Wm^9  leaden  portala  eatdi  the  ■oand* 
lb  hk  dMam  of  bloctd  £Dr  men^y  qanlynf » 
At  hm  emn  dull  Kncom  behold  hki  wakwg  t 
8o«0  that  dpeam  to  fihte  aholl  lumt 
For  hbn  the  living  fiiri<^  bum ; 
F«r  faiin  the  t^ultUTc  iita  on  yondpr  miMty  peak. 
And  cbllfti  tha  lagginjf  nighLi  and  irheta  her  bun- 

Eehoti  t«i«eid  the  Tide  of  di?ath. 
UflhoMid,  n^clmU  di#djiinmir  iMrtJ, 
The  {Muitht^  tyrant  ai^urs  the  Seld* 
Vea^ancc!  h*  meeta  tliy  doommi^  bI»tJeJ 
The  fcoiirgit  of  earth,  the  icom  of  heaven, 
He  CUUt  an  wept  and  unfor^ven, 
And  all  hi*  f\iilty  gtoric*  fade* 
Likp  a  cni»h*d  rrptile  in  the  dtiHt  be  ti^ 
AoJ  hate%  last  Uj^tning  quiTen  from  hia  ejet! 

Behrdd  yon  crownU»i  kinj — 
Von  whil*-lnck*d*  wwspitig  «ro-^ 
MThe;™  hesTpn'ft  unpdWd  chamlwrB  rinif, 
And  bunt  their  tttn'aina  of  flo^l  ami  fire  * 
He  gt:*e  them  all — the  diUijihrerjKjf  hU  love: 
That  reifreaut  pair  \   thpy  drive  him  forth  to 
iwve; 
Tn  farb  a  night  of  wtt. 
The  eubb-JM  rrtsnil  of  th^  wootl 
Fo^nitrtj  to  bftthe  her  fanti*  in  blood, 
And  cmrrtn^  vt'uh.  her  (tm  I 
Vh  Of***  wa*  rrrr  LiihI  : 
Why  lin^^ra  nhe  behind  ! 
n  pity  t^^vii^w  him  by  hn r  dr-itsl  f(*nn  kneeling, 
Ei-rn  b  w|M  frenjy  hidy  nature  feeling. 
fTi<i  v^hin;;  ryeb^tla  etniitt, 
To  tft  those  eurtvn'd  ofba  unfold, 
Th Jt  tri^Auteoua  boaont  heave  Again  t 

Bui  a!l  ia  dark  and  roEd. 
In  afony  tho  father  ahakea  | 


Grief 'a  choking  note 

SweJls  in  hia  throat* 
Each  wilher'd  heart^trinff  tugi and  breaks! 
Hound  her  pale  neck  hia  djin^  annt  h&  wreathes, 
And  on  her  marble  lipa  bia  lait,  hk  dtalh-kk« 
breather 

l^wn!  bumbling  vnng:  shall  insect  weakness  keep 
The  f an-4efying  eagle*a  iweep  1 
A  mortal  attike  celeatiaJ  atnngn. 
And  feebZ/  echo  wbat  a  aeraph  aings  ! 

Who  DOW  Hhall  grai^  the  glowing  Ihronc, 
Where,  all  unrivali*d,  all  alone, 
Bold  SflAKsfKAiiE  sat, and  looVd  cmation  tlm>ugh. 
The  ininiTtiel  monarch  of  the  worlds  be  drew  t 

That  throne  U  colil-^that  lyre  m  d^ath  unfftrung, 
On  whr>ie  proud  note  dt'HghUsd  Wonder  bur^g, 
Yet  old  Oblivion*  03  in  wraLb  he  aweepa. 
One  spot  dhall  spare — the  grax-e  wh«^  SmK^rtAltB 

sleeps. 
RnleiT!  and  ruletl  in  common  i^loom  may  lie, 
But  Nature's  laureate  bartla  nbnll  never  die, 
An'a  cbiaell*d  boast  and  Glorj^a  trophied  ahora 
Mast  live  in  nurobeni,  or  can  live  no  more. 
While  fiTutptured  Jove  gumio  nameless  waste  tnay 

claim, 
Siiil  roars  the  Oiym|Me  car  in  PjimiaV  fame! 
Troy 'a  donbtfi])  walls,  in  aahe«  pejis'd  away, 
Yet  frown  on  Greece  in  Hoaiaa^a  deathlem  lay; 
Rome,  alowly  sinkmg  in  ber  crumbling  fanea. 
Standi  all  imioortat  in  her  Mjiao^ft  Btraina  i 
So,  too^  yon  giant  empreas  of  the  ialea. 
On  irboie  broad  away  the  aon  forever  ntiilea. 
To  Tiroe*»  an^paring  rage  one  day  must  bend, 
And  all  her  triumplui  in  her  SaAasF^ABx  endl 

O  thon !  to  whose  creative  power 

We  dedicate  the  festal  hour. 
While  Graee  and  GooilneiM  romid  the  altar  stand, 
Leajning'a  anointed  train,  and  Bcauty'i?  rose-lipp'd 

band^ 
Realms  yet  unlwim,  in  accents  now  unknown, 
Tby  iong  sball  leam,  and  hlesw  it  for  their  own. 
Deep  in  the  wej*t  aa  Independence  roTta, 
Hi^  bannern  planting  round  the  land  he  lovat. 
Where  Nature  lilecpa  in  E[lcn*a  infant  grace, 
In  Time's  fidl  hour  rthall  spring  a  glorious  race: 
Thy  ntitne,  thy  rerae,  thy  language  shall  tijey  bear. 
And  deck  for  tbce  llie  vaulted  temple  itiere. 

Our  Homan-hcnrtetl  fathers  broke 

Thy  parent  empirc'i  galling  yoke ; 

But  thou*  harmonious  monarch  of  the  mind. 

Around  their  sons  a  gentler  chain  eh  all  bind ; 

Still  oVr  our  bnd  ehall  Albion's  sceptre  wave. 

And  what  her  mighty  lion  lost,  her  mightier  ewan 

fhall  save. 


THE  BROTHERS, 

Wk  are  hut  (wo — the  others  sleep 

Through  ilrathV  untroubled  night; 
We  are  but  two — O.  h-t  09  keep 
The  link  that  binda  m  lirighL 
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Heart  leaps  to  heart— the  sacred  flood 
That  warms  us  is  the  saiAe; 

That  ^ood  old  man — his  honest  hlood 
Alike  we  fondly  claim. 

We  in  one  mother's  arms  were  lock'd — 

Long  \ie  her  love  repaid ; 
(n  the  same  cradle  we  were  rockM, 

Round  the  same  hearth  we  play'd. 

Our  bovish  sports  were  all  the  same, 

EfLch  little  joy  and  wo ; — 
lift  manhood  keep  alive  the  flame, 

J/it  up  so  long  ago. 

We  arc  Hut  two — ^be  that  the  band 

To  hold  U8  till  we  die; 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  let  us  stand, 

l*ill  Hide  by  side  we  lie. 


ART. 


Whf.x,  from  the  sacre<l  garden  driven, 

Man  fled  before  his  Maker's  wrath, 
An  aiis;el  left  her  place  in  heaven, 

And  cross'd  the  wanderer's  sunless  path. 
Twos  Art!  sweet  Art!  new  radiance  broke 

Where  her  light  foot  flew  o'er  the  ground. 
And  thus  with  seraph  voice  she  spoke : 

**  The  curse  a  blessing  shall  be  found." 

8ho  led  him  through  the  trackless  wild, 

Where  noontide  sunbeam  never  blazed ; 
The  thistle  shrunk,  the  harvest  smiled. 

And  Nature  gladden'd  as  she  gazed. 
Earth's  thousand  tribes  of  living  things, 

At  Art's  command,  to  him  are  given; 
The  village  grows,  the  city  springs, 

And  point  their  spires  of  faith  to  heaven. 

He  rends  the  oak — and  bids  it  ride. 

To  guard  the  shores  its  beauty  graced ; 
He  smites  the  rock — upheaved  in  pride. 

See  towers  of  strength  and  domes  of  taste. 
Earth's  teeming  caves  their  wealth  reveal, 

Fire  bears  his  banner  on  the  wave. 
He  bids  the  mortal,  (mison  heal, 

And  leaps  triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 

He  plucks  the  pearls  that  stud  the  deep. 

Admiring  l>eauty*fl  lap  to  fill ; 
He  breaks  the  stubborn  marble's  sleep, 

And  mocks  his  own  Creator's  skill. 
W  ith  thoughts  that  fill  his  glowing  soul. 

He  bids  the  ore  illume  the  page. 
And,  proudly  scorning  Time's  control. 

Commerces  with  an  unborn  age. 

In  fieldrt  of  air  he  writes  his  name, 

And  trea.lrt  the  chanil)orR  of  the  sky, 
He  n'ad.H  the  stars,  and  grasps  the  flame 

That  (juivers  round  the  throne  on  high. 
In  w.ir  renown'd,  in  peace  sublime. 

He  niove.s  in  greatness  and  in  grace; 
Hi.«<  p;nver,  sulhluing  space  and  time. 

Links  realm  to  realm,  and  race  to  race. 


"  LOOK  ON  THIS  PICTURE." 

O,  IT  if  life !  departed  days 
Fling  back  their  brigfatneM  white  I  gue: 
'Tis  Exma's  self— this  brow  so  &ir, 
Half-curtain'd  in  this  gloMj  hair, 
These  eyes,  the  very  home  of  lore. 
The  dark  twin  arches  traced  abinre, 
These  red-ripe  lips  that  almost  speak, 
The  fainter  blush  of  this  pure  cheek. 
The  rose  and  Uly's  beauteous  ttiii^^ 
It  is — ah  no ! — 'tis  all  btti  life. 

'Tis  all  bui  life — art  could  not  save 

Thy  graces,  Emma,  from  the  grave ; 

Thy  cheek  is  pale,  thy  smile  is  past, 

Thy  love-lit  eyes  have  look'd  their  last; 

Mouldering  beneath  the  cof&n'a  lid, 

All  we  adored  of  thee  is  hid; 

Thy  heart,  where  goodness  loved  to  dwell, 

Is  throbless  in  the  narrow  cell ; 

Thy  gentle  voice  shall  charm  no  mofre ; 

Its  last,  last,  joyful  note  is  o'er. 

Oft,  oft,  indeed,  it  hath  been  song, 
The  requiem  of  the  fair  and  young; 
The  theme  is  old,  alas !  how  oM, 
Of  grief  that  will  not  be  controll'd. 
Of  sighs  that  speak  a  father's  wo. 
Of  pangs  that  none  but  mothers  know. 
Of  friendship,  with  its  bursting  heart, 
Doom'd  firom  the  idol-one  to  part — 
Still  its  sad  debt  must  feeling  pay. 
Till  feeling,  too,  shall  pass  away. 

O  say,  why  age,  and  gric^  and  pain 
Shall  long  to  go,  but  long  in  vain; 
Why  vice  is  left  to  mock  at  time. 
And,  gray  in  years,  grow  gray  in  crime ; 
While  youth,  that  every  eye  makes  glad. 
And  beauty,  all  in  radiance  clad. 
And  goodness,  cheering  every  heart. 
Come,  but  come  only  to  depart ; 
Sunbeams,  to  cheer  life's  wintry  day, 
Sunbeams,  to  flash,  then  &do  away. 

'Tis  darkness  all !  black  banners  wave 
Round  the  cold  borders  of  the  grave ; 
There,  when  in  agony  we  bend 
O'er  the  fresh  sod  that  hides  a  friend. 
One  only  comfort  then  we  know— > 
We,  too,  shall  quit  thb  worid  of  wo; 
We,  too,  shall  find  a  quiet  place 
With  the  dear  lost  ones  of  our  race ; 
Our  crumbling  bones  with  theirs  shall  bkm 
And  life's  sad  stoiy  find  an  end; 

And  18  this  all — this  mournful  doom  1 
Beams  no  glad  light  licyond  the  tombi 
Mark  how  yon  clouds  in  daikness  ride ; 
They  do  not  quench  the  oib  they  hide; 
Still  there  it  wheels — ^the  tempest  o'er, 
In  a  bright  sky  to  bum  once  more ; 
So,  far  above  the  clouds  of  time. 
Faith  can  behold  a  world  sublime — 
There,  when  the  storms  of  life  are  past. 
The  light  beyond  shall  break  at  last 
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^irt  to  l3ie  p9^Ba^9  moant  I  lant 

Utnapmi  wtd  fct«  god*  t  epum— 

fm  Om,  be  with  me,  Ttou ! 

Tbon,  b)  whoM  awful  iiamc. 

From  Eufl«iing  Mid  fipom  shaows 
i  Oto'^diBis  fl«df  and  brmred  a  pathlesa  sea ; 

TImki,  io  whoM  hcAj  f«ar, 
'         *HKy  fii'd  an  ciinpirc  here, 
A^  pivt  lit  to  their  children  and  to  Thee. 

And  Tmi !  jti  brif^kt-a^ri^Qded  Beadi 

Wbo  icam'd-tlie  bigof  a  ^ak«, 
Com^^  round  tku  place  joar  influence  iUed  i 
Yoor  spfrita  I  invoke. 
Cams,  ■*  j-e  came  of  yiore, 
When  on  an  unknawn  ^are 
Ymxr  difing  bandi  the  £i^  of  faith  unfart*d, 
T4>  float  iiabiimev 
Thmisll  ArtQia  tinit 
n*  l^^Lim  hiTiiinr  of  anothM^  world. 


I  through  the  «trifc  of  iti^mi* ; 
H«a*«Ki"i  winlier  cloud  hung*  coJdly  down^ 
And  earth  pulii  on  it«  rt]d»t  £rown; 
Bui  etilder,  ruder  wa»  the  h^md 
Thdl  dfici^e  th^m  from  tiieir  own  fair  land ; 
Thiir  own  ^ir  kml— rvfinemcTiit**  chotf^n  feat, 
Aft'i  Crofiiiied  liwetluig.  T.esirning's  grtxn  rctitai; 
Bjr  vakitir  £iuhled^  an  J  by  victory  crown'd, 
For  all,  but  fSQlle  fli*rity  rcnown'd, 
¥nih  ^naming  exe,  yet  elcad&^t  heairt, 
Errn  from  that  land  Uiej  dorcd  to  part. 

And  btiTfet  earh  tender  th; 
U^mi^  whfiTP  their  sonny  youth  was  paai'd, 
BoEnea,  whfr?  they  ^>ndly  hoped  at  last 

In  pg!ttceful  age  to  di^ 
TnerCu,  kindred,  comfort,  all  thi^y  Bpum'd; 

Thcii  fulheis'  hallow'd  graTc*; 
And  lo  a  W4>rid  of  darkne«s  tiitn*d| 
Beyond  a  warld  of  waviEa, 

* 

When  T»aiii.*»  race  from  bondage  fl(?d, 
SignA  from  on  high  iho  wnndcfftrn  let] ; 
But  hf  re^^Heaven  hung  no  ^tnbol  here-, 
T^rlr  «tep«  to  guide,  Ihcir  aotib  to  cheer; 
Tbcy  saw,  thfoot^  soTrow'i  lengthening  night, 
N»oght  but  the  fkg^l'a  guilty  tight ; 
The  doiid  they  f^axe^J  at  wu-i  the  smoko 
That  roond  their  courderM  brethnpn  broke, 
Nor  power  above,  nor  powej  below 
SusLunM  them  In  their  hour  of  wo; 
A  fearful  paih  they  trod, 

And  diued  a  fearful  doom  ; 
To  build  an  allor  to  their  Gon, 

And  &id  a  quiet  tomK 

«  PrimvaJixmA  it  tHe  Ouleiiniml  C«1fibratioo  of  tba 


But  not  nlono,  not  all  unblc^s'd, 
Tho  eidle  smight  a  place  of  rest ; 
Osa  daa-d  with  him  to  burst  th^  knot 
That  bound  her  to  her  native  upot ; 
Her  low,  sweet  -voice  in  comfort  spoke. 
As  round  their  bark  the  billows  broke ; 
She  through  the  Diidnight  wnteh  wb*  ihtvtf 
With  him  to  bend  her  knt?ea  in  prayer  \ 
Sho  tiTod  the  &hore  with  girdi.Ml  heart, 
Through  good  and  ill  to  claim  her  part  i 
In  life,  in  death,  with  him  to  seal 
Her  kindred  love,  her  kindred  xeat. 


They  come ; — that  coming  who  ahdl  tell ! 
The  eye  may  weep,  the  heart  may  ijwpII, 
But  the  poor  tongue  in  visin  eesays 
A  fitting  note  for  them  to  nda<*. 
We  hear  the  after-sliout  that  rings 
For  tJiem*  who  umoto  the  powt^f  of  kings  j 
The  swelling  triumph  all  would  share. 
But  who  the  dark  defeat  would  dare, 
And  boldly  meet  the  wrath  and  wo 
That  wait  the  nnsurcessfiil  blow  1 
It  were  an  envii^  fate,  we  deem, 
To  live  a  Land's  recordtvl  thenje^ 

Whea  wo  are  in  the  tomb ; 
We,  too,  might  yield  the  joys  of  homo, 
And  waves  of  winter  durkncsa  mam. 

And  tread  a  ehore  of  doom — 
Knew  we  those  wave*;,  tiirough  couung  tiine. 
Should  roll  our  namei  to  every  cUme ; 
Felt  we  that  millions  on  tiiat  shore 
Should  atand,  our  iaemory  to  adore. 
But  no  ^Iftd  vision  burst  in  light 
Upon  the  Pilgrima*  aching  sight; 
Their  heart*  no  proud  hercaikr  fiwellM  ; 
Deep  fihadoW8  iieird  the  way  they  held  5 
The  yell  of  vengeance  waa  their  trump  of  fame, 
Their  monumont,  a  grave  without  a  nsune. 


Yet,  itrong  in  weakneaa,  there  they  stand, 

On  yonder  ice-bound  rork. 
Stem  and  reflolved,  that  faithful  band^ 

To  meet  fate's  mdent  shock. 
Though  anguiih  rend*  the  father*!  breast. 
For  them,  hia  dearest  and  hi*  befit. 

With  him  the  waste  who  trod — 
Though  tears  that  free^e^  the  mother  shcda 
Up^n  her  ehildrcn*s  houseless  heads — 

The  Christian  tuma  to  Gor  ! 

TIIT. 

In  grolefnl  adoration  now, 
ripon  the  barren  aands  they  bow- 
What  tongue  of  joy  e'er  woko  sueh  prayer 
A«  buPBta  in  desolation  there  1 
What  arm  of  iti^ngth  e'er  wpoucrbt  such  powri 
As  waits  to  crown  that  feeble  hour  ? 
There  into  Irfe  an  infant  empire  springs  \ 
There  falls  the  iron  from  the  soul ; 
There  Iiibcrty**  young  acccjiU  roll 
Up  to  Uie  King  of  kitiga  t 
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To  fair  creation*!  farthest  bound 
That  thrilling  aummoni  yet  shall  sound ; 
The  dreaming  nations  shall  awake, 
And  to  their  centre  earth's  old  kingdoms  shake. 
Pontiff  and  prince,  your  sway 
Must  crumble  from  that  day ; 
Before  the  lofUer  throne  of  Heaven 
The  hand  is  raised,  the  pledge  is  given^ 
One  monarch  to  obey,  one  creed  to  own. 
That  monarch,  God  ;  that  creed,  His  word  alone. 


Spread  out  earth's  holiest  records  here. 
Of  ilays  and  deeds  to  reverence  dear; 
A  zeal  like  this  what  pious  legends  tell  1 
On  kingdoms  built 
In  blood  and  guilt. 
The  worshippers  of  vulgar  triumph  dwell- 
But  what  exploits  with  theirs  shall  page, 

Wlio  rose  to  bless  their  kind — 
Who  led  their  nation  and  their  ag^ 
Man's  spirit  to  unbind  ? 

Who  boundless  seas  pass'd  o'er, 
And  boldly  met,  in  every  path. 
Famine,  and  frost,  and  heathen  wrath, 
To  dedicate  a  shore, 
Where  Piety's  meek  train  might  breathe  their  vow. 
And  seek  their  Maker  with  an  unshamed  brow ; 
Where  Liberty's  glad  race  might  proudly  come. 
And  set  up- there  an  everlasting  home! 


O,  many  a  time  it  hath  been  told, 
The  story  of  those  men  of  old. 

For  this  fair  Poetry  hath  wreathed 
Her  sweetest,  purest  flower ; 

For  this  proud  Eloquence  hath  breathed 
His  strain  of  loftiest  power; 
Devotion,  too,  hath  linger'd  round 
Each  spot  of  consecrated  ground, 

And  hill  and  valley  bless'd ; 
There,  where  our  banish'd  fathers  stray'd, 
Tliere,  where  they  loved,  and  wept,  and  pray'd. 

There,  where  their  ashes  rest 


And  never  may  they  rest  unsung. 
While  Liberty  can  find  a  tongue. 
Twine,  Gratitude,  a  wreath  for  them, 
More  deathless  than  the  diadem. 
Who,  to  life*s  noblest  end. 
Gave  up  life*s  noblest  powers. 

And  bade  the  legacy  descend 
Down,  down  to  us  and  ours. ' 


By  centuries  now  the  glorious  hour  we  mark. 
When  to  these  shores  they  steer'd  their  shattered 

•  bark; 
And  still,  as  other  centuries  melt  away, 
Shall  other  ages  come  to  keep  the  day. 
When  we  are  dust,  who  gather  round  this  spot. 
Our  joys,  our  griefs,  our  very  names  forgot. 
Here  shall  the  dwellers  of  the  land  be  seen. 
To  keep  the  memory  of  the  Pilgrims  green. 


Nor  here  alone  their  pnieei  ahafl  fo  round. 
Nor  here  alone  their  Tiitiiee  shall  eboand— 
Broad  as  the  empire  of  the  free  ahall  spread, 
Far  as  the  foot  of  man  shall  dare  to  tread. 
Where  oar  hath  never  dipped,  when  hmnaa  tongn 
Hath  never  through  the  woods  of  agea  nmg^ 
There,  where  the  eagle's  scream  and  wild  wolTi  ay 
Keep  ceaseless  day  and  night  through  earth  and^fi 
Even  there,  in  after  time,  as  toil  uid  tasto 
Go  forth  in  gladness  to  redeem  the  wastes 
Even  there  shall  rise,  as  grateful  myriads  throngi 
Faith's  holy  prayer  and  Freedom'^' jojfal  mf ; 
There  shall  the  flame  that  flash'd  from  yonder  Rod^ 
Light  up  the  land,  till  nature'a  final  shock. 


Yet  while,  by  life's  endearments  cre>wii*d, 
To  mark  this  day  we  gather  rovmd. 
And  to  our  nation's  foundere  raise 
The  voice  of  gratitude  and  praise, 
Shall  not  one  line  lament  that  lion  race, 
For  us  struck  out  from  sweet  creation's  fiuel 
Alas !  alas !  for  them — ^those  fated  bands. 
Whose  monarch  tread  wis  on  these  broad,  gren 

lands; 
Our  fathers  call'd  them  savage-— theni,whosa  bread 
In  the  dark  hour,  those  fiuniah'd  fiithen  fed ; 
We  call  them  savage,  we, 
Who  hail  the  struggling  fiee 
Of  every  clime  and  hue ; 
We,  who  would  save 
The  branded  slave. 
And  give  him  liberty  he  never  knew; 
We,  who  but  now  have  caught  the  tale 
That  turns  each  listening  tyrant  pale, 
And  bless'd  the  winds  and  waves  that  bore 
The  tidings  to  our  kindred  shore ; 
The  triumph-tidings  pealing  from  that  land 
Where  up  in  arms  insulted  legions  stand ; 
Inhere,  gathering  round  his  bold  couipeeis, 
Where  He,  our  own,  our  welcomed  One^ 
Riper  in  glory  than  in  yean, 
Down  from  his  forfeit  throne 
A  creven  monarch  hurl'd. 
And  spum'd  him  forth,  a  proverb  to  the  woildl 


We  call  them  savage--0,  be  just! 

Their  outraged  feelings  scan ; 
A  voice  comes  forth,  'tis  from  tjbe  dust    ■ 

The  savage  was  a  man ! 
Think  ye  he  loved  not  1     Who  stood  bj. 

And  in  his  toils  took  parti 
Woman  was  there  to  bless  his  eye— 

The  savage  had  a  heart! 
Think  ye  he  prey'd  not  1     When  on  high 

He  heard  Uie  thunden  roll. 
What  bade  him  look  beyond  the  dky  1 

The  savage  had  a  soul ! 

XT. 

I  venerate  the  Pilgrim's  cause, 
Yet  for  the  red  man  dare  to  plead—. 

We  bow  to  Heaven's  rocoided  lawi^ 
He  tum'd  to  nature  for  Acraed; 
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Beneath  the  pillar'd  iloioe^ 
We  wek  our  Ooo  m  pmyer ; 

Tbraoffi  hotmSta^  wochIj  he  loved  to  roftnif 
Aud  the  Gresi  8pif^  worBtiippM  there, 
lot  aoc>,  oae  &lbw-thn>b  with  lu  he  fell ; 
T4  ai«  dinnisj  with  u«  lie  ktieU ; 
FMom,  Ihs  nslfflune  Fr^^ooi  we  udorc, 
Bde  lum  ddeod  hii  Tiolated  ebore. 

He  raw  th«  cloudy  cxpiUki'd  to  grow. 

Ami  htwt  tipt^a  Lib  hills  in  ivo ; 

Ee  «iw  his  |!«apl«  wilhemig  hj, 

Bracttth  the  iii^ader'*  evU  eye; 
%!■§<  Gm4  wt  rc  trmiDplitii^  on  hu  fathet^fl  hones ; 

Al  Bltdlli%llt  hour  he  Trok«  to  gtue 

l^m  hk  ituppj  m!im'0  btaze, 
M  MiH  t9  hU  ^-hildreti's  dying  grooitf, 

Bi  mm    Mtti,  wmAdmang  vt  the  «ight, 

Cb^  lib  bold  boMRH  Id  the  figbt ; 

To  tigir  ngp  hi*  muI  wfti  driven  ; 

Krrej  ii««  oc^ — oor  sought  nor  given ; 

Tti«  p^  msn  fiDiQ  hi^  kndi  tnust  df ; 
Be  wofUd  be  ft«e — or  he  woaJd  die. 

And  wi#  thu  Mvag«  ?  nj. 
Ye  ancient  few. 
Who  struggkd  through 
Tonni^  Ffeedom'fi  triftl-day — 
Wllat  6tA  jour  ■leepitng  wrath  awoke  1 
Oil  JWW  Ofrn  shftre*  wa/a  IfiTata  hfoke ; 
Wta  liTO*d  to  g^ll  eiven  kmdmi  blood  I 
Wamai  jtmr  tmn  homes  the  oppucflsor  stood ; 
Tfau  ctMy  tramitt^ecUon  chtlLM, 
TkM  vfn^  bMit  with  v^ngBanee  thilU^d^ 
AttI  JtomgtfcBtiM  evny  hind ; 
From  moand  to  loound 
Til*  word  wmt  rtmnd-* 
I  &r  OUT  natiTe  Und  T' 


¥e  tEiothera,  too,  hfeathe  ye  no  »tgh 
For  liiem  who  thus  could  dare  to  dia  t 
Aw  til  yotiT  own  dark  hottra  fof  jot, 

Of  aoul^dck  mfTerina;  here  ? 
Vouf  pani;i,  a#,  from  yon  mountain  spot, 
Det^th  ppdie  in  every  booming  ahot 

That  kneird  upon  yonr  enj-  ? 
H*Fw  oft  that  gloomy,  gloiioiui  tale  yc  tell, 
A*  mund  your  knees  your  children**  children  han^, 

Of  them^  the  gallant  ones,  ye  loved  to  well. 
Who  to  the  conflict  for  their  eountry  sprang ! 
In  pride^  in  ali  the  pfklo  of  wo, 
Yr  trll  of  thern^  the  hnve  laid  low^ 

WUjo  fof  their  birth-place  bkd ; 
la  pfidA,  thtt  pride  of  triumph  thenf 
y*  tcil  of  ihenv  the  matchleiw  men, 

From  whom  the  invadc^a  fled. 


And  ye,  this  Hoty  pta^  who  tbimif . 
The  annwal  theme  to  heer^ 
And  bixl  the  eiultiuK  nong 
Bovf^  their  great  names  from  ypar  to  ytfur; 
Tc,  wht>  invoke  tha  rhitfT*  tireoihing  gnci^ 
In  Burble  »>jt9ty  their  forms  to  tr$m ; 


Ye,  who  the  alesepinj  rocka  woiild  mine, 
To  guard  their  duat  and  spcaJt  their  pfabe; 
Ye,  who,  ehould  »^m&  other  band 
With  hoHtile  foot  d  elite  the  liindt 
Feel  that  ye  like  tbi:m  woo  Id  wake, 
Like  them  the  yoke  of  bondai^e  bn^aK^ 
Nor  leave  a  battle^blade  undrawn, 
Though  eTery  hill  a  ^pulchre  shoidd  yawn — 
Say,  have  not  ye  one  line  for  those, 

One  brother-line  to  spare. 
Who  rojie  but  b«  your  fatlK'rH  rof*^ 

And  dared  as  ye  would  dcue  ! 


A  log  I  for  them — their  day  is  o'er, 
Their  fires  are  out  from  hill  and  fthore  j 
No  more  for  them  the  wild  deer  bound* ; 
The  plough  hi  on  tin?ir  hunting-ground*  ; 
The  pale  man'a  axe  rinp  through  theic  woodi 
The  pale  mnjo'e  nail  akiinii  o'er  their  Oood*^ 

Their  ploaaunt  springs  are  diy  j 
Their  children — ^look,  by  power  oppreeB^dt 
Beyond  the  mounidnfi  of  the  wedt, 

Their  children  go^^o  di^ 


O,  doubly  lost !  ObUvion'e  eha^Iows  clo§e 
Around  their  triumphs  and  their  vfoc^^ 
On  other  realms,  whose  ^una  have  aet, 
RefliMTted  radianee  linger*  yt-t  i 
There  sago  and  bard  have  shed  a  light 
That  neveT  ihall  g;o  down  In  nii^ht ; 
There  timfr-crown*d  columuK  utond  on  high, 
To  tell  of  them  who  cannot  die^ 
Even  we,  who  then  were  nothing,  kneel 
In  homage  tbcre^  an  J  join  earth's*  g«fnepil  paL 
But  the  doom'd  Indian  leaves  behind  no  uacc. 
To  aive  hig  own,  or  serve  anotber  race ; 
With  his  frail  breath  hia  power  hait  pa^'d  avray, 
Hie  deeda,  hia  thoughta  are  buried  with  hia  clay ; 
Nor  lot^y  pile,  nor  glowing  page 
Shall  link  him  to  a  future  age, 
Or  give  him  with  iho  past  a  rank ; 
Hia  heraldry  ia  but  a  broken  bow, 
Hia  hialory  but  a  tale  of  wrong  and  wo^    . 
Hia  very  name  must  he  a  blank. 


Cold,  with  the  beaist  he  alew,  he  ale^ps ; 

O'er  him  no  filial  spirit  weepti ; 
No  crowd*  throng  roundj  no  anthem-r..leji  a^end, 
To  blMB  bin  coining  and  embalm  hia  end  ; 
Even  thftt  he  lived,  »«  for  his  conqueror'!*  tonfoe  1 
By  foea  alone  his  death-«ong  mu»t  be  tfung ; 

No  chronicles  but  theirs  shall  tell 
His  mournful  doom  to  future  times ; 

May  these  upon  his  virtues  d^el!, 
And  in  hi«  fate  forget  bis  crimes. 


PeaC!«  to  the  mingling  dead  : 

Bflneath  the  turf  we  trearl. 

Chief,  pilf^rim*  patriot  flleep. 
All  gone  !  how  change*!  1  and  yet  the  Fame 
Aa  when  Faith's  herald  bark  fint  tame 

In  aotfow  o'er  the  deep. 
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Still,  from  hu  noonday  height. 
The  sun  looks  down  in  light ; 
Along  the  tracklesa  realms  of  space, 
The  stars  still  ran  their  midnight  race ; 
The  same  green  valleys  smile,  the  same  rough  shore 
Still  echoes  to  the  same  wild  ocean's  roar; — 
But  where  the  bristling  night-wolf  sprang 

Upon  his  startled  prey, 
Where  the  fierce  Indian's  war-cry  rang 

Through  many  a  bloody  fray, 
And  where  the  stem  old  pilgrim  pray'd 

In  solitude  and  gloom, 
Where  the  bold  patriot  drew  his  blade, 
And  dared  a  patriot's  doom, — 
Behold  !  in  Liberty *s  unclouded  blaze 
Wc  lifl  our  heads,  a  race  of  other  days. 


All  gone!  the  wild  beast's  lair  is  trodden  out; 

Proud  temples  stand  in  beauty  there ; 
Our  children  raise  their  merry  shout 

Where  once  the  death-whoop  vex'd  the  air. 
The  pilgrim — seek  yon  ancient  mound  of  graves, 

Beneath  that  chapel's  holy  shade ; 
Ask,  where  the  breeze  the  long  grass  waves. 

Who,  who  witliin  that  spot  arc  laid : 
The  patriot — go,  to  Fame's  proud  mount  repair; 

The  tardy  pile,  slow  rising  there. 

With  tongueless  eloquence  shall  tell 

Of  them  who  for  their  country  fell. 

XXIT. 

All  gone !  *t  is  ours,  the  goodly  land — 

Look  round — the  heritage  behold  ; 
Go  forth — upon  the  mountains  stand ; 
Then,  if  ye  can,  be  cold. 
See  living  vales  by  living  waters  bless'd ; 

Their  wealth  see  earth's  dark  caverns  yield ; 
See  ocean  roll,  in  glory  dress'd, 

For  all  a  treasure,  and  round  all  a  shield ; 
Hark  to  the  shouts  of  praise 
Rejoicing  millions  raise ; 
Gaze  on  the  spires  that  rise 
To  point  them  to  the  skies, 
Unfcaring  and  unfear'd ; 
Then,  if  ye  can,  O,  then  forget 
To  whom  ye  owe  the  sacred  debt— 

The  pilgriqi  race  revered ! 
The  men  who  set  Faith's  burning  lights 
Upon  these  everlasting  heights. 
To  g^ide  their  children  through  the  years  of  time ; 
The  men  that  glorious  law  who  taught. 
Unshrinking  liberty  of  thought. 
And  roused  the  nations  with  the  truth  sublime. 

xxr. 

Forget  ?     No,  never — ne'er  shall  die 

Those  names  to  memory  dear;  | 

I  read  the  promise  in  each  eye  ' 

That  beams  upon  me  here.     ^ 
Descendants  of  a  twice-recorded  race ! 
Long  may  ye  hero  your  loAy  lineage  grace. 
'T  Li  not  for  you  home's  tender  tie 

To  rend,  and  brave  the  waste  of  WETea ; 
*Tis  not  for  you  to  rouse  and  die, 

Or  >-ield,  and  live  a  line  of  slavea. 


The  deeds  of  danger  and  of  death  an  done 

Upheld  hy  inward  power  alone^ 
Unhonoor'd  by  the  world*a  loud  tongv 

T  is  yonrs  to  do  unknown. 
And  then  to  die  unsung. 
To  other  days,  to  other  men  belong 
The  penman's  plaudit,  and  the  poet^a  song 

Enough  for  glory  has  been  wroogfat; 

By  you  be  humbler  praises  sooght; 

In  peace  and  truth  life's  journey  ran. 
And  keep  unsullied  what  your  fiithen  won 

XXTI. 

Take  then  my  prayer,  ye  dweUera  of  this  § 
Be  yours  a  noiseless  and 'a  guiltleas  lot 
I  plead  not  that  ye  bask  ' 
In  the  rank  beams  of  rulgar  fiune ; 

To  light  your  steps,  I  aak 
A  purer  and  a  holier  flame. 
No  bloated  g^wth  I  supplicate  for  joa. 
No  pining  multitude,  no  pamper'd  few; 
'T  is  not  alone  to  coffer  gold. 
Nor  spreading  borders  to  behold ; 
'T  is  not  fast^welling  crowds  to  win, 
The  refuse-ranks  of  want  and  sin. 
This  be  the  kind  decree: 
Be  ye  by  goodness  crown'd ; 
Revered,  though  not  renown'd ; 
Poor,  if  Heaven  will,  but  free ! 
Free  from  the  tyrants  of  the  hour. 
The  dans  of  wealth,  the  clans  of  power, 
The  coarsr,  cold  scomers  of  their  God  ; 
Free  from  the  taint  of  sin. 
The  leprosy  that  feeds  within, 
And  free,  in  mercy,  from  the  bigot'a  rod. 


The  sceptre's  might,  the  crosier'a  pridi 

Ye  do  not  fear; 
No  conquest4>lade,  in  life-blood  dyed. 

Drops  terror  here, — 
Let  there  not  lurk  a  subtler  snan^ 
For  wisdom's  footsteps  to  bewara. 
The  shadde  and  the  stake 

Our  &thcrs  fled ; 
Ne'er  may  their  children  wake 
A  fouler  wrath,  a  deeper  dread ; 
Ne'er  may  the  craft  that  feaia  the  flesh  to  I 
Lock  its  hard  fetters  on  the  mind ; 
Quenched  be  the  fiercer  flame 
'That  kindles  with  a  name; 
The  pilgrim's  faith,  the  pilgrim's  leal. 
Let  more  than  pilgrim  kindneas  aeal ; 
Be  purity  of  life  the  teat. 
Leave  to  the  heart,  to  heaTen,  the  rest 

XXTXXI. 

So,  when  our  children  torn  the  page. 
To  aak  what  triumphs  nuuk'd  onr  ag» 
What  we  achieved  to  diallenge  ptaiae 
I'hrougfa  the  long  Une  of  fiitme  daja- 

This  let  them  read,  and  hence  inatmctioa  i 
<*Here  were  tlie  many  Ueai^d, 
Here  ibond  the  liitoea  nat, 

Faith  link'd  with  Love,  and  LOwitj  widiLi 


0HARL£8   BPEAOUE. 


IBl 


1 


Uer  book  of  light  hem  leafsting  cpraad ; 

H«fv  th«  VJtnD  beart  of  yDulh 
Wm  WQO^d  ta  teimpennc«  and  to  truth ; 

Bm9  hoBij  ige  w«»  foumli 
Ij  wuidani  Aful  bj  rere^nce  crown'd* 
Ko  giT^l  Uwt  ffuilly  faJDfl 
InkmiUAl  pride*  tlukt  should  bJi^  kindled  ihame ; 
Thmm  chose  th«  better,  hi&pplcr  p^rt, 
1%it  pcmr'd  its  fnnlight  oVt  the  heart, 
Tto  O^wnM  ttiPLT  homi^  with  peojoe  and  hei^th, 
Aod  weigh'^il  Hcaven^i  fimilti   beyond  carth^i 
WMlth; 
Fir  ftmi  iIm  thom;  paths  tit  fltnfe 
lli#r  ft^ud,  a  living  \tmon  to  their  nee, 

Rich  Id  ih^  diBjitiM  of  IHa, 
Mu  in  hi»  «ycagtb,  and  woroMi  in  her  grace ; 
In  pufilj  Old  Inilb  thetr  pilpini  path  they  tfod, 
Aftd  wlMfi  th^  terr^  their  oeighboui'^  felt  thej 
•erred  th€(ir  Gon/* 


Thii  mf  iHit  wake  thtf  po«t*s  vo^ve, 

tlna  aook  of  fije  ma^  ne'er  leheane 

In  en>wdTdF%hting  voice ; 

Trt  o'er  the  TOoand  ahall  the  patriot  hend, 

Hi*  qoiet  pnive  the  iiiorall»t  wh^  leudt 

And  aU  tb«  good  t^fihm^ 


Thm  \m  our  «lofj,  th«n»  in  that  far  daj, 
When  others  cotne  their  kindred  debt  to  p^y. 
In  thai  far  dajt— O,  nhat  shall  be, 
la  Aia  donmiimi  of  Ih^  fre«. 
When  we  and  oor»  hai'c  render*d  tjp  our  buvt, 
And  taen  unborn  «ball  li^ead  aI>ove  oar  dtut  f 
O,  what  ahall  bel — He,  He  alone 
The  dread  re«pon*e  cau  make. 
Who  ftitieth  on  the  only  throno 
Tint  time  iball  lUTer  shake  ; 
Before  v-'hom  o!l-bt'holding  eyes 
Aigrm  «w««p  on,  and  empirett  sink  and  riadi 
Then  let  the  iong^  Ut  Him  begun. 

To  Hun  in  Tevrrptice  end  ; 
Look  down  in  lore,  Eternal  One, 

And  Tliy  good  cause  defend ; 
Here,  bte  and  lon^,  put  forth  thy  hand^ 
To  fvaxJ  and  guide  the  PUgrim'a  tand. 


LINES  TO  A  YOUNG  MOTHER. 

Yoirsro  mother  t  what  can  feeble  friendjihip  say, 
To  voothe  the  angniah  of  this  monmful  day  I 
They«  ther  alone,  whose  beaita  tike  thine  have  bled. 
Know  how  the  linn?  iOrfow  for  the  dead ; 
Ewh  tut^r'd  *ote«,  that  aeeks  such  f^ef  to  cheer, 
HtiikM  <^\^  upon  the  weeplni?  pmrent'e  ear; 
l*vii  Ml  it  alJ^^alaa !  too  w^tl  1  kncrw 
Wmr  wn  .ill  eanbt?  power  to  ha«h  thy  wo  I 
Qv*  dmn  thee,  childlesa  mother  I  *t  ia  not  given 
For  man  to  ward  the  blow  that  tails  from  h£*ven, 
U ^ 


rw  felt  it  all— as  ibo«  ait  feeling  now; 
Lake  thee,  with  atriirken  hesjl  and  ichinK  brow, 
IVo  eat  nnd  watch'd  by  dyinj  beauty's  liC'd, 
And  burning  team  of  hopeless  angutfih  ulittl ; 
I've  ga^ed  upon  the  sweet,  butpaUid  faoep 
And  mainly  tried  some  comfort  there  to  trar e ; 
1  'vo  listened  to  the  short  and  rtni|:iKling  bti-nlh ; 
I  'ire  seen  the  ch^mh  eje  grow  dim  in  d^^ath  ; 
Like  thee,  I  Ve  vtiJ'd  my  tk^ad  in  Bpcechletfn  gloom. 
And  laid  my  liiKlrbom  la  the  eilent  Lomb. 


I  SEE  THEE  STILL, 

"  t  r»k*d  hmt  Iti  tlia  rtadlVf 
A^  ktd  bvF  in  tbt  tomh.    0hc  Wii  Ihr  ^#iiv/wt. 
What  flrcfltde  etrqle  bntJi  oat  f^lt  thn  rhtriit 
Of  tbiit  tweet  tie  1    Tbv  ynunfiptt  in»*cr  srew  oJA. 
The  fond  endesmienti  ofoui  cArlL«r  clayt 
Wb  leep  altvt  ia  lli»ai,  ind  wlwn  Uwjf  dl«, 
Oar  fooibf^  joyi  wa  twry  wttia  iheiUr** 

Ism*  thee  still : 
Rempmbrmnec,  faithful  to  her  trust, 
CalW  thee  in  beayty  from  the  dunt ; 
Thou  contest  in  the  morning  tigbt, 
Thou^rt  wiUi  me  through  the  gloomy  night ; 
In  dreamjt  I  meet  thee  aa  of  old  : 
TTien  Ihy  Hoft  arms  my  neck  enfokl^ 
And  thy  sweet  Toice  k  in  my  ear  t 
In  every  scene  to  memory  dear 

I  aec  thee  still. 

I  see  thee  stUlf 
Tn  erory  hallowM  token  Wntid  ; 
This  little  ring  thy  ft  tiger  bound, 
This  lock  of  hdr  Ihj  forcbead  shaded, 
Thit*  silken  chain  by  thee  was  braided, 
These  flowejrs,  all  witbcr*d  now,  like  thee. 
Sweet  Bister,  thou  didst  cull  for  me ; 
ThU  book  waa  thine.  het«  did«(t  thon  read ; 
This  picttirtj,  ah  !  yea,  here,  indeed, 

I  see  thee  still, 

T  see  (hee  still: 
Here  was  thy  summer  gooii'b  retreat. 
Here  wn*  thy  favourite  firesLde  acat; 
This  was  thy  cb umber— here,  each  day, 
I  sat  and  watch'd  thy  »ad  decay ; 
Here,  on  thie  bed,  thou  last  didat  lie, 
Here,  on  this  pillow,  thon  didst  die: 
Dark  hour?  otice  mofe  ita  w^oee  unfold; 
As  then  I  saw  thre.  pale  atid  cold, 

I  see  thee  stilL 

I  tee  thee  still : 
ThoQ  art  not  in  the  grave  conlined-^ 
Death  cannot  claim  the  immortal  mind ; 

Let  earth  close  o*er  its  sacjed  truit. 
But  goodness  dies  tiot  in  the  duM ; 
Thee,  O !  roy  sii? ter,  *t  is  nM  thee 
Betieath  the  coffin's  lid  I  aee  t 
Thou  to  a  Ikirr-r  bind  art  gone ; 
Therei  let  me  hope,  my  journey  done, 
To  a*fl  thee  still  t 


y 
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CHARLES  8PRAGUE. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  M.  S.  C. 


I  Kif  Ew  fhat  we  must  pait— day  mfter  daj, 
r  saw  the  dread  Destroyer  win  his  way ; 
Tliat  hollow  cough  first  rang  the  fatal  knell. 
Ad  on  my  ear  its  prophet-warning  fell ; 
Feeble  and  slow  thy  once  light  footstep  grew, 
Thy  wasting  cheek  put  on  death's  palUd  hue. 
Thy  thin,  hot  hand  to  mine  more  weakly  clung, 
E.ich  sweet  <«Good  night"  fell  fainter  from  thy 

tongue ; 
I  knew  that  we  must  part — no  power  could  save 
Thy  quiet  goodnemi  from  an  early  grave ; 
Those  eyes  so  dull,  though  kind  each  glance  they 

cast. 
Looking  a  sister's  fondness  to  the  last ; 
Thy  lips  so  pale,  that  gently  press'd  my  cheek. 
Thy  voice— alas !  thou  couldst  but  try  to  speak;— 
All  told  thy  doom ;  I  felt  it  at  my  heart ; 
The  shaft  had  struck — ^I  knew  that  we  must  part 

And  we  have  parted,  Mart — thou  art  gone ! 
Gone  in  thine  innocence,  meek,  suffering  one. 
Ttiy  weary  spirit  breathed  itself  to  sleep 
80  peacefully,  it  seem*d  a  sin  to  weep, 
In  those  fond  watchers  who  around  thee  stood. 
And  felt,  even  then,  that  God,  even  then,  was  good. 
Like  stars  that  struggle  through  the  clouds  of 

night, 
Thine  eyes  one  moment  caught  a  glorious  light, 
As  if  to  thee,  in  that  dread  hour,  'twere  given 
To  know  on  earth  what  faith  believes  of  heaven ; 
Then  like  tired  breezes  didst  thou  sink  to  rest. 
Nor  one,  one  pang  the  awfiil  change  confessed. 
Death  stole  in  softness  o'er  that  lovely  hce, 
A  nd  touch'd  each  feature  with  a  new-bom  grace ; 
On  check  and  brow  unearthly  beauty  lay. 
And  told  that  life's  poor  cares  had  pass'd  away. 
In  my  last  hour  be  Heaven  so  kind  to  me ! 
I  ask  no  more  than  this — to  die  like  thee. 

But  we  have  parted.  Mart — thou  art  dead ! 
On  its  last  resting-place  I  laid  thy  head, 
Tlien  by  thy  coffin-side  knelt  down,  and  took 
A  brother's  farewell  kiss  and  &rewell  look ; 
Those  marble  lips  no  kindred  kiss  retum'd ; 
From  those  veil'd  orbs  no  glance  responsive  bum'd ; 
All !  then  I  felt  that  thou  hadst  pass'd  away, 
That  the  sweet  face  I  gazed  on  was  but  clay; 
And  then  came  Memory,  with  her  busy  throng 
Of  tender  images,  forgotten  long ; 
Years  hurried  back,  and  as  they  swifUy  roU'd, 
I  saw  thee,  heard  thee,  as  in  days  of  old ; 
Sad  and  more  sad  each  sacred  feeling  grew; 
Manhood  was  moved,  and  Sorrow  daim'd  her  due ; 
Thick,  thick  and  fast  the  burning  teardrops  started ; 
I  turn'd  away — and  felt  that  we  had  parted. — 

But  not  forever — in  the  silent  tomb. 
Where  thou  art  laid,  thy  kindred  shall  find  room ; 
A  little  while,  a  few  short  years  of  pain. 
And,  one  by  one,  we'll  come  to  thee  again ; 
The  kind  old  father  shall  seek  out  the  place, 
And  r(*st  with  thee,  the  youngest  of  his  race ; 
The  dear,  dear  mother,  bent  with  age  and  giie( 
&huU  lay  her  head  by  thine,  in  sweet  relief; 


Sister  and  brother,  and  tfiat  fUthfiil  friend, 
True  from  the  first,  and  tender  to  the  eod^ 
All,  all,  in  His  good  time,  who  plaoed  oe  hi 
To  live,  to  love,  to  die,  and  dis^^peer, 
Shall  come  and  make  their  quiet  bed  with  ti 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ipfeading  tree; 
With  thee  to  sleep  through  death's  long,  c 

less  night. 
With  thee  rise  up  and  bless  the  morning  Hi 


THE  FAMILY  MEETING.* 

Ws  are  all  here! 

Father,  mother, 

Sister,  brother. 
All  who  hold  each  other  dear. 
Each  chair  is  fiU'd — we're  all  at  komeg 
To-night  let  no  cold  stranger  come: 
It  is  not  often  thus  around 
Our  old  familiar  hearth  we're  found: 
Bless,  then,  the  meeting  and  the  qiot; 
For  once  be  every  care  forgot; 
Let  gentle  Peace  assert  her  power. 
And  kind  Affection  rule  the  hoar; 

We're  all— all  here. 

We're  no/ aU  here! 
Some  are  away — the  dead  ones  dear, 
Who  throng'd  with  us  this  andent  hearti 
And  gave  the  hour  to  guiltleas  mirth. 
Fate,  with  a  stem,  relentless  hand, 
Look'd  in  and  thinn'd  our  little  band: 
Some  like  a  night-flash  pass'd  away, 
And  some  sank,  lingering,  day  by  day; 
The  quiet  graveyard — some  lie  there 
And  cruel  Ocean  has  his  shar^— 

We're  no/  all  here. 

We  art  all  here! 
Even  they — the  dead — though  deed,  ao  d 
Fond  Memory,  to  her  duty  true, 
Brings  back  their  feded  forms  to  view. 
How  life-like,  through  the  mist  of  yean. 
Each  well-remember'd  face  appeara! 
We  see  them  as  in  times  long  past; 
From  each  to  each  kind  lodu  are  cast; 
We  hear  their  words,  their  smiles  behcdd 
They  're  round  us  as  they  were  of  oU— 

We  ore  all  here. 

We  are  aU  here! 

Father,  mother, 

Sister,  brother. 
You  that  I  love  with  love  ao  dear. 
ThU  may  not  long  of  us  be  said ; 
Soon  must  we  join  the  gather'd  dead; 
And  by  the  hearth  we  jiow  sit  roond, 
dome  other  circle  will  be  found. 
O !  then,  that  wisdom  may  we  know. 
Which  yields  a  life  of  peace  below ! 
So,  in  the  world  to  follow  this. 
May  each  repeat,  in  words  of  MSum, 

We're  all— aU  Acre.' 

•  Written  on  tb«  secldsnUl  BMctiag  of  all  tJw  soj 
nembers  of  a  (knilj. 


CHARLES  SPRAGUE. 
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THE  WINGED  WOESHIPPERS. 

OaTp  foJlUesi  poir^ 
Whai  ««dt  j«  ffom  the  ^Ids  of  heavenl 

Ye  hmife  hq  iwed  of  prayer* 
T«  haT«  tuy  taia  to  be  forgiireiu 

Whj  perch  ye  here, 
Wbe/v  moTU]<  to  their  Maker  bead  t 

Cift  youi  pUM  Bptrtta  fear 
The  Gop  yr  neTW  eouJd  oflcjid  1 

Ye  never  Itnew 
The  crimcf  for  which  we  come  td  w«ip, 

PttimiMi*  im  Dot  for  jout 
6l«i*«id  wrmdmsm  of  the  tipper  de^* 

Toyoo  *tU  given 
Td  w«ke  nvevt  nature*!  untAught  Ujb; 

Bmf»tll  th«  arch  of  heaven 
To  chirp  twmy  a  life  of  pnije^ 

Then  spread  each  wm^, 
F«r^  ikr  abovi^  o'er  l&kes  and  lanJa, 

Aiul  join  the  choirs  that  tiag 
In  you  bJae  dome  not  rear*d  with  hondii 

Or,  if  y*  «Uj, 
T^  iiMto  tlie  consecrated  hoiiTf 

Teull  roe  the  airy  way, 
Aad  Id  hm  liy  youi  enried  powef. 

Alkove  the  crowd, 
Od  npwv^  wingB  eofild  I  but  fly, 

I  'd  l^iolhe  in  yon  bright  cloud, 
Ajid  w6ek  iKo  itan  di&t  s^m  the  ikj. 

Twcrei  heaven  indeed 
Throogli  field*  of  trackleaa  light  to  aoar^ 

On  Nature'^  chann*  to  feed. 
And  N«taie'«  own  great  Gon  adora. 


DEDICATION  Hl'MN, 

G«ft  of  wtadom,  Goo  of  might, 

Fatll«r !  deweit  name  of  all. 
Bow  thy  throne  and  bleaa  onr  iite ; 

Ti*  thy  children  on  thee  calh 
Gtoriooi  OvK  !  look  down  from  heaven, 

Warm  each  heart  uid  wake  each  vow  j 
Unto  Thn  thii  houRe  Ia  ja^en ; 

With  thy  presence  fill  it  now, 

FiU  it  now  !  on  every  ioul 

^^hed  the  incen«e  of  thy  gra^Af 
lATule  our  mnthem-echoe«  roll 

Round  the  consecrated  place ; 
Whil#  thy  hoJy  pa^  we  irad^ 

While  the  praytTB  Thau  lovest  aecend, 
White  ihy  cause  thy  aerranU  pleail, — 

Fill  ihU  ho««,  our  Con,  our  Friend- 

FiU  it  now— O,  fit]  it  tong ! 

80,  when  death  shall  call  us  home, 
Jim  to  Thee,  In  many  a  throng, 

Ma^  our  rhUdfEn*e  children  come. 
Blew  them.  Father,  long  and  Late, 

Blot  Iheir  sinar  their  sorrow*  dry; 


Make  thltt  place  to  them  the  gate 
Leading  to  thy  courta  on  high. 

There,  when  time  fihsll  t^  no  mote, 

When  the  feuda  of  earth  are 
May  the  tribes  of  every  shore 

Congregate  in  peace  »t  Ja^tt  t 
Then  to  Thee»  thoo  Os  t  all-wise, 

Shall  the  gather'd  mtlUons  aing, 
Till  the  arches  of  the  itkii^fi 

With  their  haUelujt^is  ring. 


TO  MY  CIGAR* 

Ya«,  ftocial  frienil,  I  Io*c  thee  well,  . 

In  learned  doctors*  spite ;  I 

Thy  clouds  all  other  clouds  dispel, 

And  lap  roc  in  delight* 

What  though  they  lell,  with  phiawsi  long, 

My  yean*  arc  soonef  pasa'd  t 
1  would  reply,  with  reason  Birong, 

They  're  sweeter  while  they  UsL 

And  oft,  mild  friend,  to  me  thoU  ait 

A  monitor,  though  still; 
Thou  ffpeak*st  a  lexicon  to  my  heart, 

Beyond  the  preacher's  skilL 

Thon'rt  like  the  man  of  worth,  who  gives 

To  goodnesi  every  day, 
The  odour  of  wKqm  virtuee  Uvea 

When  he  haa  pattned  uwdj. 

When,  in  the  lonely  evening  hour, 
Attended  but  by  thee,  1 

0*er  hiHtory^B  varit^fl  pture  I  pore,  ' 

Man*s  fate  in  tljine  I  nee. 

Oft  as  thy  snowy  column  growsif 

Then  breaki*  and  fall-i  nway, 
I  trace  how  mij^hty  realms  thus  roM, 

Thua  tumbled  to  decay, 

A  while,  like  IhM,  earth's  masters  hum, 
And  smoke  and  fume  around^ 

And  then,  like  thee,  to  ai^hes  turn. 
And  mingle  with  ihe  ground. 

Life  *B  bt!t  a  leaf  adroitly  roU'd, 
And  time's  the  wasting  breath, 

Thsl  late  or  early*  we  behold. 
Gives  all  to  dusty  dealh. 

From  heggar'i  frieie  to  monarch'*  robe, 
One  common  doom  is  pa^'d  t 

Sweet  nature's  works,  tht-  swelling  globe, 
Must  all  bum  out  at  last. 

And  what  is  he  who  smokes  thee  now  !■ — 

A  little  moving  heap. 
That  Moti  like  thee  to  fate  must  bow, 

With  thee  in  dust  must  sleep. 

But  though  thy  ashw  downwani  go^ 

Thy  emience  roils  on  high  ; 
Thus,  when  my  h*>ily  must  lie  low. 

My  soul  *Hall  cleave  the  sky. 


SEBA  SMITH. 


IBora,  17W.1 


Seba  Smith  was  born  in  Buckfield,  Maine,  on 
the  fourteenth  of  September,  1792;  graduated  at 
Bowdoin  College  in  1818;  and  having  studied  the 
law,  settled  in  Portland,  where  his  literary  tastes  led 
him  to  a  connection  with  the  press,  and  he  edited 
successively  the  ^  Eastern  Argus,"  and  the  **  Port- 
land Courier."  It  was  during  bis  residence  in  Port- 
land that  he  originated  the  popular  and  natural  cha- 
racter of  *<  Major  Downing,"  which  has  served  more 
frequently  and  successfully  than  any  other  for  the  il- 
lustration of  New  England  pecuharites,  in  speech 
and  manners.    When  about  thirty  years  of  age,  he 


was  married  to  Elisabeth  Oakes  Prince,  who 
has  since  been  one  of  the  most  conspicuoaa  litenij 
women  of  this  country.  In  1842  they  remored  to 
New  York,  where  Mr.  Smith  has  published  «■  Let- 
ters of  Major  Jack  Downing/' «  Powhattan,  a  Met- 
rical Romance,"  «•  Way  Down  East,  or  Portnutmci 
of  Yankee  Life,"  "New  Elements  of  Gcometiy,'' 
&c.  One  of  his  earliest  attempts  in  verM  was 
«*  An  Auction  Extraordinary,"  frequently  quoted 
as  LrcBETi  a  Mablia  Davidsom'b.  Among  his  oii> 
nor  poems  several  are  dramatic  and  pictareaqne, 
and  noticeable  for  unusual  force  of  deacription. 


THE  BURNING  SHIP  AT  SEA. 

The  night  was  clear  and  mild, 

And  the  breeze  went  softly  by. 
And  the  stars  of  heaven  smiled 
As  they  wandered  up  the  sky ; 
And  there  rode  a  gallant  ship  on  the  wave — 
But  many  a  hapless  wight 
Slept  the  sleep  of  death  that  night. 
And  before  the  morning  light 

Found  a  grave ! 
All  were  sunk  in  soft  repose 

Save  the  watch  upon  the  deck ; 
Not  a  boding  dream  arose 
Of  the  horrors  of  the  wreck, 
To  the  mother,  or  the  child,  or  the  sire ; 
Till  a  shriek  of  wo  profound, 
Like  a  death-knell  echoed  round — 
With  a  wild  and  dismal  sound, 

A  shriek  of  « fire!" 

Now  the  flames  are  spreading  fast — 

With  resistless  rage  they  fly, 
Up  the  shrouds  and  up  the  mast, 
And  are  flickering  to  the  sky ; 
Now  the  deck  is  all  a  blaze ;  now  the  rails — 
There's  no  place  to  rest  their  feet; 
Fore  and  all  the  torches  meet. 
And  a  winged  lightning  sheet 
Are  the  sails. 
No  one  heard  the  cry  of  wo 

But  the  sea-bird  ^at  flew  by  ; 
There  was  hurrying  to  and  fro. 
But  no  hand  to  save  was  nigh ; 
Still  before  the  burning  foe  they  were  driven — 
Last  farewells  were  uttered  there. 
With  a  wild  and  phrenzied  stare, 
And  a  short  and  broken  prayer 
Sent  to  Heaven. 

Some  leap  over  in  the  flood 
To  the  death  that  waits  them  there ; 

Others  quench  the  flames  with  blood, 
And  expire  in  open  air; 
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Some,  a  moment  to  escape  from  the  gnj9g 
On  the  bowsprit  take  a  stand ; 
But  their  death  is  near  at  hand- 
Soon  they  hug  the  burning  brand 

On  the  wave. 
From  his  briny  ocean-bed, 

When  the  morning  sun  awoke, 
Lo,  that  gallant  ship  had  fled  I 
And  a  sable  cloud  of  smoke 
Was  the  monumental  pyre  that ; 
But  the  sea-gulls  round  it  fly, 
With  a  quick  and  fearful  cry. 
And  the  brands  that  floated  by 

Blood  had  stained. 


THE  SNOW  STORM. 

The  cold  winds  swept  the  mountain's  height. 

And  pathless  was  the  dreary  wild. 
And  mid  the  cheerless  hours  of  night 

A  mother  wander'd  with  her  child : 
As  through  the  drifting  snow  she  press'd. 
The  babe  was  sleeping  on  her  breast 

And  colder  still  the  winds  di^blow. 

And  darker  hours  of  night  came  on, 
And  deeper  grew  the  drifting  snow: 

Her  limbs  were  chiird,her  strength  was  gouoe: 
«  Oh,  God  !"  she  cried,  in  accents  wild, 
«*  If  I  must  perish,  save  my  child !" 
She  stripped  her  mantle  from  her  breast, 

And  bared  her  bosom  to  the  storm, 
And  round  the  child  she  wrapp'd  the  vest 

And  smiled  to  think  her  babe  was  warm. 
With  one  cold  kiss,  one  tear  she  shed, 
And  sunk  upon  her  snowy  bed. 
At  dawn  a  traveller  passed  by, 

And  saw  her  'nea^  a  snowy  veil ; 
The  frost  of  death  was  in  her  eye. 

Her  cheek  was  cold,  and  hard,  and  pale; 
He  moved  the  robe  from  off  the  diild— 
The  babe  look'd  up  and  sweetly  smiled! 


N.   L.    FROTHINGHAM. 


(■fira^im.] 


Twm  Rcvereiid  Natha^kl  Lakgdosi  Pfiorfl- 
ui<:iij.M,  D.D.f  wij  born  in  Boston  in  tbc  kUdi- 
iocr  df  I79a,fti]i]  w»9  gnulu«ted  al  CambdJge  in 
%h€  d«M  ot  1$1  K  While  t  ciud^ot  tbere  h«  pro- 
noiifioct  thm  poetD  at  the  Uist«Lfatioti  of  Dr,  Kid.e- 
LAS!>  *»  preiijtJrnt  of  tbe  univeriiityi.  but  h'm  fimi 
pftnted  %'e^Ms  of  inj  ciaitfid»f«t>i«  eiUnt  were 
III*  *  fWm  afiriT«r«J  befiire  Ih^  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
Socielj''  in  1813,  vahKh  fippeiiTi?d  in  Mr,  Ajf- 
VWVi  NoRTux's  "Gentral  RpjHwitory**'  The 
j^Mtt  bffijr*  thii»  b<9  becumo  an  io^^truclor  in  rheio* 
ne  and  oratory  in  the  collejje,  an  offire  which  he 
W9m  ib#  fifiti  lo  bold,  and  in  i^hieh  hp  wu  psuo 
ftfiftltd  I7  lua  friend  J.  M.  WAiNirniGUT,  after- 
wanb  bipbopof  the  FroiMtant  Epitfcopa]  Church 
in  N#w  Vork.  He  reniained  in  (l  till  lh«  apring 
«f  I^K&,  ^hen  he  wm  cMrdainetl  aa  pastor  of  the 
Tkm  Congregatiaiial  Cbiifch  in  Boston.  In  thk 
I^AtofAte  he  cofittnuni  unlit  il[*healtb  compeHod 
Mm  09  nm^  iU  at  Uie  aame  point  of  the  jear, 
falilOL 

Utt  FwCfTUiHGaAM.  haa  been  many  y«an  a  eon- 
Itjlbtttor  to  ttti3  ^'Chrtftian  Etaniiner,'^  and^  ictm 
|h«qa«othf,  to  come  other  periodica U*  In  1945 
b*  pttbtiahnj   «*Bc4i»iii  or  Chriiiyanttj"  In  four 


discoursea;  in  1S53  ''Sermona,  in  the  order  of  a 
Twelvemonth  ;'*  and  in  irtlier  years,  aboin  fifty  ser- 
mons and  addreaada  of  va/iouikinda.  In  1855  he 
ba«  gralifiod  hl^  fhoncli«  and  enriclied  our  iitera" 
turc  by  prinlJni  a  collection  of  bis  poenji,  ijnder 
the  title  of  "Metrieai  Piecea/franslaled  and  On- 
ginal/' 

A  atngulor  grac«  of  expTeiaiou  and  refinement 
of  eentiment  pervade  the  proie  writinf^a  of  Dr, 
Fkotuixuhath,  and  his  poetry  ia  aJtw  inatkpd  by 
exquisitefiniqhandlaaiefulelefaficc.  HiHWorka 
are  among  the  best  inodck  of  eompoaitioa  vihicU 
contemporary  New  England  arbolars  will  present 
to  poitcrity.  The  longest  of  liia  poema  ia  a  mas- 
terly rersion  of  **  The  Phenomena  or  Appoarantrefl 
of  lh«  Htara,"  from  the  Greek  of  AiiATt^a,  Hti 
traniftlations  from  the  German  bafe  been  vej^  high- 
ly esteemed  by  the  most  competent  critics  fnr  fidel-^ 
ity  to  their  firat  authors,  and  aa  Eoglifih  poemR. 
He  haa  exhibited  what  the  Germ  ana  accomplished 
in  tbeir  own  liinguage  and  what  they  would  have 
done  in  oura.  HtA  inde|>endcnt  produ^^ibna  in 
verse  are  what  might  have  been  e^ejiected  from  a 
mind  in  contemplation  and  action  subordinated  lo 
instinctively  and  ieduloudy  to  the  laws  of  beauty. 


I 


'^WWH-H-^rtril^*** 


TO  THE  OLD  FAMILY  CLOCK, 

&£T  rP  IK  A  KEW   ftAUE, 

Otn  thmi;*  ate  ci^mt  to  honor.    Well  they  might, 

If  cild  like  thee,  thou  reverend  monitor! 

Bu  griivHy  bright,  ao  aim  ply  det^orat^sd  i 

Thy  gold  but  &ded  into  aoJt«(  beauty^ 

While  ditk  and  hammer^troke  are  juat  the  aaro^ 

Aa  when  my  cradle  beard  them.     Thou  boldat  on, 

Lnweane*!,  unremitting,  conttont  ever; 

Tlw  tiiur  that  thou  doat  measure  leavea  no  mark 

Of  age  or  Mrrow  on  thy  gleaming  face» 

Th*  puNra  of  thy  heart  were  never  atronger; 

A  ad  lliy  voice  ringp  an  clear  a  a  when  it  toM  me 

Ucrw  tiowly  crept  the  impatient  d Ays  of  childhood. 

Mor*  than  a  hundred  yeara  of  joja  and  trouble* 

Ilav«p«aa^  and  lisiL^ned  to  ihec ;  while  thy  tongue 

Hcjtf  tcdil  in  ju  one  round  the  unvaried  tale; — 

Tbr  »anie  to  thee,  to  them  bow  diHerent, 

A*  frarm,  trgrctt.  Or  wiihea  ga^e  il  tone  f 

My  oiotlier  a  chddiiih  wonder  gazed  aa  mine  did 
Oo  the  riia#d  %nr««  of  Ihy  alender  door;--- 
Th#  tfrfn»<irdamea,  Chineae,  groteaquely  human; 
Tie  BOtkr'd  jiag  brnealb  i[ii  Binall  round  window; 
The  binJi  above,  of  acarce  Jcs«  li^e  than  he ; 
Tb*  doubtful  house;  the  tree  unknown  to  nature. 

I  •»«  ibee  not  in  the  dd-faahioni-d  room, 
Ulal  6tat  rvccivod  thee  from  the  mother  land. 
Mm  f  «fc  Uioki  mipd*at  aw  of  thow)  ancient  timM 


Of  homely  duties  and  of  plain  delighti. 
Whose  love  and  mirth  and  f^ailnesa  sat  befi>rc  ihce; — 
Their  laugh  and  sigh  both  ovpr  now, — [heir  voices 
8unk  and  forgotten^  and  their  formn  hut  dusL 

Thou,  for  their  sake,  stand  honoretl  thtre  awhile, 
Honored  wherever  standing. — ne*er  to  leave 
The  ho  use  t  h  at  call*  mem  aatc  r  W  hen  there  'a  none 
I  th  as  be<t  u  eath  t  bee  aa  in  truat  to  th  osc  [such. 
Who  ahall  b^-ar  up  my  name.  For  each  that  heart 
The  muaic  of  thy  bell,  strike  on  the  hours; 
Duties  l>etwecn,  and  heaven  a  great  hope  beyot  J 

T 


TO  A  DEAD  TREE, 

WITH  A  VIJ*8  TttAlNlO  OV£a  IT* 

TBa  dead  tree  bear*;  eacii  dried-up  bougU 

With  leaves  is  overgrown, 
And  wears  a  living  drapery  now 

Of  verdure  not  hia  own. 

The  worthleaa  atock  a  um  has  found,  * 
The  untfigbtly  branch  a  grace; 

Aa  climbing  first,  iht-n  dropped  around, 
The  greea  Bhoou  interlace. 

£^  round  that  Grecian  myatic  rod 
To  H^nuE^*  hand  amigned, — 

The  emblem  of  a  helping  god— 
Fifal  leaves,  then  aerpenta,  ttfinod. 
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In  thee  a  holier  sign  I  view 

Than  in  Hebrew  rods  of  power; 
Whether  they  to  a  serpent  grew, 

Or  budded  into  flower. 
This  Vine,  but  for  thy  mournful  prop, 

Would  ne*er  have  learned  the  way 
Thy  ruined  height  to  overtop. 

And  mantle  thy  decay. 
O  thou,  my  soul,  thus  train  thy  thought 

By  Sorrow's  barren  aid  ! 
Deck  with  the  charms  that  Faith  has  brought 

The  blights  that  Time  has  made. 
On  all  that  is  remediless 

Still  hang  thy  gentle  vails ; 
And  make  thy  charities  a  dress. 

When  other  foliage  fails. 
The  sharp,  bare  points  of  mortal  lot 

With  kindly  growth  o*erspread  ; — 
Some  blessing  on  what  pleases  not, 

Some  life  on  what  is  dead. 


STRENGTH :  TO  AN  INVALID. 

**  When  I  am  weak,  I  'm  ktrong," 

The  great  Apostle  cried. 
The  strength  that  did  not  to  the  earth  belong 

The  might  of  Heaven  supplied. 

«  When  I  am  weak,  I  'm  strong," 

Blind  Milton  caught  that  strain 
And  flung  its  victory  o'er  the  ills  that  throng 

Round  Age,  and  Want,  and  Pain. 

«  When  I  am  weak,  I  *m  strong," 

Each  Christian  heart  repeats ; 
These  words  will  tune  iu  feeblest  breath  to  song, 

And  fire  its  languid  beats. 

O  Holy  Strength !  whose  ground 

Is  in  the  heavenly  land ; 
And  whose  supporting  help  alone  is  found 

In  God's  immorul  hand ! 

O  blessed !  that  appears 

When  fleshly  aids  are  spent ; 
And  girds  the  mind  when  most  it  faints  and  fears. 

With  trust  and  sweet  content ! 

It  bids  us  cast  aside 

AH  thoughts  of  lesser  powers ; — 
Give  up  all  hopes  from  changing  time  and  tide. 

And  all  vain  will  of  ours. 

We  have  but  to  confess 

That  there 's  but  one  retreat ; 
\nd  meekly  lay  each  need  and  each  distress 

Down  at  the  Sovereign  feet;  — 

Then,  then  it  fills  the  place 

Of  all  we  hoped  to  do ; 
And  sunken  Nature  triumphs  in  the  Grace 

That  bears  us  up  and  through. 

A  better  glow  than  health 

Flushes  the  cheek  and  brow. 
The  huuseis  stout  with  store  of  nameless  wealth; — 

We  can  do  all  things  now. 

No  less  sufllicience  seek; 

All  counsel  less  is  wrong;  [weak; — 

The  whole  world's  force  is  poor,  and  mean,  and 

**  When  I  am  weak,  I  'm  strong." 


THE  FOUR  HALCYON  POINTS  OF  * 
YEAR. 

FouB  points  divide  the  skiei. 
Traced  by  the  Augur's  sUff  in  days  of  old : 
«  The  spongy  South,"  the  hard  North  gles 
And  where  days  set  and  rise.  | 

Four  seasons  span  the  year : — 
The  flowering  Spring,  tlieSommer'a  ripening 
Autumn  with  sheavea,  and  Winter  in  ila  to 
Each  brings  ito  separate  cheer. 
Four  halcyon  periods  part, 
With  gentle  touch,  ea^ch  season  into  twain, 
Spreading  o'er  all  in  torn  their  gentle  reigi 

O  mark  them  well,  my  heart ! 

Janus  !  the  first  is  thine. 
After  the  freezing  solstice  locks  the  ground 
When  the  keen  blasts,  that  moan  or  rave  ai 

Show  not  one  softening  sign$-^ 

It  interposes  then. 
The  air  relenU ;  the  ices  thaw  to  streams ; 
A  mimic  Spring  shines  down  with  haxy  bet 

Ere  Winter  roars  again. 

Look  thrice  four  weeks  from  tfaia. 
The  vernal  days  are  rough  in  our  stem  dii 
Yet  fickle  April  wins  a  mellow  time. 

Which  chUly  May  shaU  miss. 

Another  term  is  run. 
She  comes  again— the  peaceful  one-— thong 
Or  needed  or  perceived  in  summer  dreas — 

Half  lost  in  the  bright  sun; 

Yet  then  a  place  she  finds. 
And  all  beneath  the  sultry  calm  lies  hush ; 
Till  o'er  the  chafed  and  darkening  ocean  n 

The  squally  August  winds. 

Behold  her  yet  once  more. 
And  O  how  beautiful !     Late  in  the  wane 
Of  the  dishevelled  year;  when  hill  and  pla 

Have  yielded  all  their  store;— 

When  the  leaves  thin  and  pale— 
And  they  not  many — tremble  on  the  bougl 
Or,  noisy  in  their  crisp  decay,  e'en  now 

Roll  to  the  sharpening  gale ; 

In  smoky  lustre  clad, 
Iu  warm  breath  flovring  in  a  parting  hymr 
The  *«  Indian  Summer"  upon  Winter's  rim 

Looks  on  us  sweetly  sad. 

So  with  the  Year  of  Life. 
An  Ordering  Goodness  helps  its  youth  an< 
Posts  quiet  sentries  midway  every  stage, 

And  gives  it  truce  in  strife. 

The  Heavenly  Providence, 
With  varying  methods,  but  a  steady  hold, 
Doth  trials  still  with  mercies  ioterfold. 

For  human  soul  and  sense. 

The  Father  that's  above. 
Remits,  assuages;  still  abating  one 
Of  all  the  stripes  due  to  the  ill  that's  don< 

In  his  compassfonate  love. 

Help  Thou  our  wayward  mind 
To  own  Thee  constantly  in  all  our  atatea- 
The  worid  of  Nature  and  the  world  of  Fa 

Forbearing,  tempering,  kind. 


[ 


HENRY  ROWE  SCHOOLCRAFT. 


tSen*t1«0J 


Tiif  ^mily  tinine  of  ihU  l^rametl  and  i^otutui- 
ioe»  uniljor,  ht  mrorinH  ui  in  hU  ^  Pemonm]  Me> 
wmr^'*  mm*  Calcilait,  The  change  of  ibe  ini* 
ill  ijlkble  WW  induced  by  the  occupntion  of  hia 
lilltrr  «•  a  teicber^tbe  Qs^gf^  of  iht  n#ighborbood 
hemg  uritJj  idaplcd  tn  the  hotisvhuld.  He  vrae 
bom  in  If  ^dder!and»  n«ar  Albjinr^  on  the  twenty- 
«ig:blli  W  M«rch,  1T90.  }Iii  chief  worka  nrxt  a 
^Tftatiw  ou  VitTBology,"  1817;  ♦*  View  of  the 
Ltad  M}fie«  of  MiMsourt*"  1819;  '*  Journal  of  a 
Tour  »oto  the  Interior  of  MifMUri  und  Arkatisa^f'' 
IN^;  "  NarrativG  of  on  Eifwtlition  to  the  Mead 
Wat^fa  of  ibe  Mjiwisfippi,**  1821;  "TroTcIain  ihe 
O&tml  FortioQi  *>(  the  MicfitBuippi  Valley/'  1S22; 
-An  Expeditioii  to  IUsca  Lake/'  I83i;  **Al^c 
RcM*Fehc«,  compnajng-  Inquiries  respecting  the 
Mcnta)  CliaractcrriBUefl  of  the  North  American  In* 
diai3«,"  I $39 ;  «  Oneota,  or  Char acicri*tic»  of  the 
Red  Raciffof  AmencV'lS'W;  ">r"ote*  on  the  Ifu- 
^ut^uWr"  I84S  ;  "  Fer«onBl  Memoin  ofn  Residence 
of  TiuTty  Veiri  *iiib  the  Indian  Tribea/  1851 ; 


**  Seenea  and  Adventur eg  in  the  Oxark  Mountain*,** 
1853 ;  Aod  "^  InforEriatton  respecting  ibe  Hisitory, 
CouiUtion,  ond  Proipecti,of  the  Itidim  Tribea  of 
ihe  United  Slitee/'  in  five  quarto  volumet^  pub- 
Uahed  by  th<?  govern  men  t» 

The  poetical  cmnpoaitionE  of  Dr.  Schoolcraft 
are  numerous,  frequently  tngeniouB,  and  have  aM 
about  thoED  a  pleasing  air  of  ^nuineneas.  Living 
man  J  years  io  remote  soliiud*?*,  be  had  "no  report 
to  paiis  away  hia  time''  but  the  cultivaijon  of  hi* 
natural  taste  for  i^eree,  and  be  v^iaely  selected  his 
tbemee  Croin  hiei  own  freeh  and  peculiar  eiperi- 
encea.  Beaidca  cotitributioni  to  literajy  joqrnalat 
during  nearly  half  a  century,  ho  ba«  poblisbedp 
«  TraniiaUegania,  a  ?oem/'  1920;  "The  Rii*of 
the  West,  or  a  Prosi^cl  of  the  MissiaPippi  Valley," 
183{>^  '*  The  Man  of  Bronze,  a  Poem  on  the  Indian 
Character*  in  S5ii  Booka/'  read  before  the  Algic 
I  HocjvtVf  at  Detroit,  1833;  «' Alhalla,  or  the  Lord 
I  of  Tailcdega,  a  Tale  of  ibe  Creek  V^^ar,"  i843; 
,  and  **  HeLderbergia/'  in  four  cantov,  18^5, 


FBOM-THE  WHITE  FI8H." 

Of  *t<ttison  let  Goldhmith  bo  wittily  aing^ 
A  *ery  line  haunch  lit  a  very  fine  thing ; 
Add  Bl  ajta,  in  hia  tuuL-fijI  and  ejiquinite  ^aj. 
The  fherma  of  a  amoking  Scot's  haggia  display ; 
But  \  ta  oflen  much  harder  to  eat  than  decant, 
And  a  poet  may  prajte  what  a  poet  may  wanl- 
L#«  qmidCion  ishall  he  with  my  muse  of  my  diah, 
U  htlia  be-f  jkDwer  I  invoke  in  the  praise  of  white  fish ; 
^  fine  on  a  pbtter^  hi  tempting  a  fry, 
Bo  neh  in  a  brud.  and  ao  awaet  in  a  pie, 
Thai  eTen  befdfv  it  the  red  trout  must  &»lt 
An*]  that  mig hty  Aostieduwr A^-of  the  land*  beaver  tail  \ 
Ita  tirauty  and  tiavor  no  person  can  doubt, 
If  aeen  in  tite  water,  or  laated  without; 
And  all  the  dispute  that  an  epicure  tuakeaf 
Of  thii  king  of  take  litbeii  lhi«  deer  of  the  lakcA, 
Regard*  not  iu  choiceneaa,  to  ponder  or  aup, 
But  the  bat  mode  of  dread ng  and  lervtng  it  up, 
?iow  iliit  U  a  point  where  gotid  Uvera  may  differ, 
Aa  tutea  lieeome  fiied,or  opitiionHHre  ulifjer'  ■■" 
The  meteliant,  the  lawyer,  the  cit,  and  the  lieau, 
Tbe  p^od  and  gUftUtive,  the  poor  and  the  low. 
The  fay  kni^ani^  the  inquisitive  touribl, 
Tbe  ehemic  phyajcian,  Ihe  dinnej'  cro»i  judat — 
To  th«e  it  ia  oilen  a  casual  sweet, 
Aa  they  dme  by  appointment,  or  laste  ai  a  treat; 
^iH  til,  or  aa  mental  or  pbyftical  joy, 
Comes  the  aight  of  thia  fUb  to  the  wurier  dt  bm*  ^ 
TTiai  *ild  troubadout  with  hb  j«y -loving  crew, 
Hbo  iiinga  la  be  paddlea  his  birchen  canoe. 
And  tlimka  all  the  hajdjibipa  ibat  lall  to  bis  totf 
Af«  rKrhty  made  up  al  the  platter  and  poU 


To  him  there  a  a  charm  neither  feeble  nor  rsgufl 
In  the  mighty  repast  of  ibe  p-ande  Ttcanttg;* 
And  oft  a»  bo  starves  amid  C4nada*a  enowsj 
On  dry  leather  lichene  and  bouton  tit  nm^ 
He  cheera  up  hie  apirit^  10  think  he  shall  attll 
Ofpoiaon  Uant  bouillon  once  more  have  hia  fill.  ..,^ 
The  muw  might  appeal  to  the  ader^ce  of  booki 
To  picture  its  ichthyological  lookfe. 
Show  what  is  ita  family  Ukeneaa  or  odda. 
Compared  with  ita  cousin s,  the  salmons  and  coda; 
Tell  where  it  approximates,  point  where  it  faik^ 
By  counting  its  fins,  or  dijHsecting  ita  acales; 
Or  dwell  on  its  habile,  migration*,  and  changes-— 
The  model  of  its  capture,  its  cycles  and  rangea: 
But  let  me  forbear— 'tis  the  fault  of  a  song, 
A  tale,  or  a  book,  if  too  learned  or  long. 
Tb  us  e  oda  my  d  iacuaitton.   More  w  ou  Id  y  ou,  I  pray t 
Aak  MiTcamt^  or  HAmi*Aif,  LsaiiLa,  or  Db  Svay. 


FROM**  LIKES  AND  DISLIKED" 

Whati'ir  ia  false,  impertinent  or  dull^ 
A  fop,  a  meddler,  formi^liftt  or  fool, 
O'etbearing  consetjuence,  o'erraunting  senae, 
The  lounger'a  viait,  and  the  rake's  pretence, 
The  idle  man's  excuse,  the  babblers  prate, 
These  9»]l  for  eenaure,  and  all  the^e  I  hate, 

I  hale  the  cit,  wboae  Iread  diymal  bringa. 
W  ir  a  caal  off  robe*,  a  n  d  le  a  m  i  n  g*s  w  orn  o  ut  tb  in  m 
At  borne,  abrosd,  in  place^  or  out  of  place. 
With  fearful  tongilude  of  knowing  fjie«* 

«  A  uanw  slwn  it»  wlLlt«  Eiab  bj  tb*  fliTistfisns 
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Who  crowdn  the  jest  —  half  hitting  and  half  hit  — 
The  vapid  ribahlry,  which  it  not  wit; 
Or  where  misfortune  bows  a  noble  heart, 
Wounds  the  seared  bosom  with  satiric  dart. 

I  hate  the  tattler,  whose  bad  thirst  of  fame 
Seeks  rest  in  publishing  his  neighbor's  shame, 
WhoBC  task  it  is  to  catch  the  latent  tale, 
The  rumored  doubt,  or  inuendo  stale, 
'J'o  fan  the  darling  falsehoods  as  they  rise, 
To  |)onder  scandal,  and  to  retail  lies. 

I  hate  that  ever  bucy.  bustling  man. 
Whose  wink  or  nod  direct  the  village  clan, 
Intent  not  on  the  public  joy  or  good. 
Or  e'en  his  own  —  a  point  not  understood  — 
But,  armed  with  little  talent,  much  pretence. 
Ten  grains  of  impudence,  and  one  of  sense, 
A  strange  com|)ound  of  villain,  fop,  and  clown, 
StrutH  on,  the  buny-body  of  the  town. 

I  hate  the  sly,  inniduous,  smirking  **/r(>/i</,** 
Who,  ever  driving  at  some  secret  end, 
Bespeaks  your  interest  for  a  vote  or  place. 
With  smiling  sweet  amenity  of  face  ; 
A  splendor  baved  upon  a  neighbor's  cash ; 
Rogues  escaped  halter,  prison,  stocks,  or  lash: 
All  these,  bowe'er  allied  to  fortune  or  to  fate, 
Demand  my  censure,  and  all  these  I  hate. 


GEEHALE:    AN  INDIAN  LAMENT. 


The  blackbird  is  singing  on  Michigan*8  shore 
As  sweetly  and  gayly  as  ever  before ; 
For  he  knows  to  his  mate  he,  at  pleasure,  can  hie, 
And  the  dear  little  brood  she  is  teaching  to  fly. 
The  sun  looks  as  ruddy,  and  rises  as  bright. 
And  reflects  o'er  the  mountains  as  beamy  a  light 
As  it  ever  reflected,  or  ever  expressed,     [the  best. 
When  my  skies  were  the  bluest,  my  dreams  were 
I'he  fox  and  the  panther,  both  beasts  of  the  night. 
Retire  to  their  dens  on  the  gleaming  of  light. 
And  they  spring  with  a  free  and  a  sorrowless  track, 
For  they  know  that  their  mates  are  expecting 

them  back. 
Each  bird  and  each  beast,  it  is  blessM  in  degree: 
All  nature  is  cheerful,  all  happy,  but  me. 

I  will  go  to  my  tent,  and  lie  down  in  despair ; 
I  will  paint  me  with  black,  and  will  sever  my  hair; 
I  will  sit  on  the  shore,  where  the  hurricane  blows, 
And  reveal  to  the  god  of  the  tempest  my  woes; 
I  will  weep  for  a  season,  on  bitterness  fed. 
For  my  kindred  are  gone  to  the  hills  of  the  dead; 
But  they  died  not  by  hunger,  or  lingering  decay: 
The  steel  of  the  white  man  hath  swept  them  away. 

This  snake-skin,  that  once  I  so  sacredly  wore, 
[  will  toss,  with  disdain,  to  the  storm-beaten  shore : 
Its  charms  I  no  longer  obey  or  invoke. 
Its  spirit  hath  left  me,  its  spell  is  now  broke. 
I  will  raise  up  my  voice  to  the  source  of  the  light ; 
I  will  dream  on  the  wings  of  the  bluebird  at  night ; 
I  will  speak  to  the  spirits  that  whisper  in  leaves, 
And  that  minister  balm  to  the  bosom  that  grieves ; 
And  will  take  a  new  Manito —  such  as  shall  seem 
I'o  be  kind  and  propitious  in  every  dream. 

O,  then  I  shall  banish  these  cankering  sighs. 
And  tears  shall  no  longer  gush  salt  from  my  eyes ; 


I  ahall  wash  from  my  face  eveiy  doud-colored  stain, 
Red  —  red  shall,  alone,  on  my  visage  remain! 
I  will  dig  up  my  hatchet,  and  bend  my  oak  bow; 
By  night  and  by  day  I  will  follow  the  foe ; 
Ner  lakes  shall  impede  me,  nor  mountains,  nor 

snows ; 
His  blood  can,  alone,  give  my  spirit  repose. 

They  came  to  my  cabin  when  heaven  was  black ; 
I  heard  not  their  coming,  I  knew  not  their  track ; 
Bui  I  saw,  by  the  light  of  their  blazing  fusees. 
They  were  people  engendered  beyond  the  big  seas: 
My  wife  and  my  children, — O,  spare  mo  tlic  taie! 
For  who  is  there  left  that  is  kin  to  Geeralb  ? 


THE  BIRCHEN  CANOE. 

L\  the  region  of  lakes,  where  the  blue  waters  sleep. 

My  beautiful  fabric  was  built; 
Light  cedars  supported  its  weight  on  the  deep. 

And  its  sides  with  the  sunbeams  were  gilL 

The  bright  leafy  bark  of  the  betula*  tree 

A  flexible  sheathing  provides; 
And  the  flr*s  thready  roots  drew  the  parts  to  agree, 

And  bound  down  its  high  swelling  sides. 

No  <*ompas8  or  gavel  was  used  on  the  bark, 

No  art  but  in  simplest  degree; 
But  the  structure  was  finished,  and  trim  to  remark. 

And  as  light  as  a  sylph's  could  be. 

Its  rim  was  with  tender  young  roots  woven  round. 

Like  a  pattern  of  wicker-work  rare; 
And  it  prcst  on  the  waves  with  as  lightsome  a 

As  a  basket  suspended  in  air.  [bound 

The  builder  knew  well,  in  his  wild  merry  mood, 

A  smile  from  his  sweet-love  to  win,    [wood. 
And  he  sung  as  he  sewed  the  green  bark  to  the 

Leen  ata  nee  saugein.f 
The  heavens  in  their  brightness  and  glory  below, 

Were  reflected  quite  plain  to  the  view. 
And  it  moved  like  a  swan,  with  as  graceful  a  show, 

My  beautiful  birchen  canoe. 

The  trees  on  the  shore,  as  I  glided  along, 
Seemed  rushing  a  contrary  way ; 

And  my  voyagers  lightened  their  toil  with  a  song, 
That  caused  every  heart  to  be  gay. 

And  still  as  I  floated  by  rock  and  by  shell. 

My  bsrk  raised  a  murmur  aloud,  [fell. 

And  it  danced  on  the  waves  as  they  rose  and  they 
Like  a  fay  on  a  bright  summer  cloud. 

I  thought  as  I  passed  o'er  the  liquid  expanse, 
With  the  landscape  in  smiling  array. 

How  blest  I  should  be,  if  my  lifo  should  advance. 
Thus  tranquil  and  sweetly  away. 

The  skies  were  serene,  not  a  cloud  was  in  sight. 

Not  an  angry  surge  beat  on  the  shore. 
And  I  gazed  on  the  waters,  and  then  on  the  light. 

Till  my  vision  could  bear  it  no  more. 
Oh !  long  shall  I  think  of  those  silver-bright  Iskes, 

And  the  scenes  they  exposed  to  my  view ; 
My  friends  and  the  wishes  I  formed  for  their  saket. 

And  my  bright  yellow  birchen  canoe. 

*  Botula  papyraeoc.  t  Yon  only  I  lovs. 
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tsom  im.] 


3fr*  Bit  A  ITT  "VTM  born  in  Cmnmrngtoa^  Ma«- 
mAmmK  ail  Ihc  thinj  Jay  of  Nav^mber,  1794, 
Al  i  W7  s»rtjr  ife  he  gave  InJicatJonfl  of  « ape  nor 
uid  ^n  ^tbert  aa  emiDefil  physician^  dts- 
'  for  rmdition  »oJ  lo^itif?  &i  well  e«  for 
md  thorough  knowledge  of  Bci^nceT 
irid^  drfp  intf  Tr£t  the  ilevi?  Lopmeut  of  hb 
under  (he  Bioa*  cv^fut  and  jmliciou*  b- 
»  At  ten  ye«Lra  of  ag«  he  mudo  verj  d^ 
fn^yUjitjoDs  IWim  «mw  of  Ihf  Latin  poet^t 
w«T  piiiiW  in  a  new»p«prr  M  Northamp- 
^laJ  during  lh«  Vi?hpnif  ttl  tontrover&bs  between 
(he  FttlcfiiltPtJi  ami  Dt-mocrats,  which  iDarkcd  Iho 
of  JcSi^twan'i  «*lmir>ijitrmUon*  he  wrote  "The 
i  pditiea)  mdp?,  whieb  was  printdl  m 
in  1$n$.  T^t^Ao  when  ^inc  veati»  of  a^ 
MMlrr  wm«  UuM  to  hi<  miiither  which  havis  been 
liywdi  CowLKT  at  tpn  Ijii^jcd  his  ^'Trti^ical 
BbtOfj  of  Fjratnuii  9ml  Thj«be/'  PofK  when 
Mve  hw  "  Ode  to  Soliitjde,"  and  m  tj^c  woDdroua 
i<y  UK4Tr*»Tofi,'*  at  the  wime  age.  some  Tf^n»c9 
m^d^il  •■  A  14 j^  too  for  Chn!ilmK&  Dav  ;'^  but  none 
'j  of  Ae«r  pic«e<  we  auperiof  to  that  whtcii  gave  a 
Utk  lo  thd  t^otuTtie  of  our  pre<?oc;iou§  AixicncaOt 
1%0  Hllf«  was  dhBcLed  agaiiul  Preaident  iKtrsa- 
•ajr  and  hi*  pftfty,  tnd  ho  a  rrcentir  bef^  qu£)ted 
W  prawa  th«  iulhor  an  inconst^ieiit  pohticiant  tho 
ItA  ferty  ji^rara  liaTtaif  fumtahed  no  ground,  it  may 
bv  poppoicd^  for  Buth  an  accusation.  The  descrip- 
tion of  a  caueuii,  in  the  following  exlnict,  fihowa 
ibal  ti^ne  hts  been  UtUe  eh^iifD  in  the  charscler 
of  tudi  aMrfjihlleA,  antl  it  will  be  confessed  that 
£bc  hoc*  ane  f«mariLably  spirited  and  graphic  I6r 
»o  joung  an  mQtbor: 

"  E*«»  whil*  t  Mntj  •«  FictJon  urf«  hf r  flalnij 
lti«l>ead  wiih  fitttehonl,.  lind  #Uli  zeAt  ItifldTije  ; 
Lift  hff  t:»elf  Innner,  ifivcac]:  her  rtupirt  wid«, 
And  at^lfc  triitmpliiiiii  ttltb  t  FuryV  flridt. 
0^  Mow*  Iber  brutn  irumii^  «nd.  ftl  ttw  »ouiid} 
A  n-'tlfy  llt^ronff  nbrdd«nl,  Hock  amiind  ; 
A  in«t  of  rtiapf  jfif  Jine  o'er  ■!(  (lie  fling?t, 
Aad  darlintH  petchei  on  mil  tit^r  drmf<^ii  wing:»| 

■^Oa,  vilftit  tORH  patriot  fLie*.  tlic^  i;lo«in  dkipeil, 
^taJ«  Error"!  mhit,  tnd  brvmlc  tier  Tni^lr  vpr'U  I 
Hal  TiJit  tJK  wifbf  fof,  lurlt !  thti  murmtirlnst  mtif  d 

liiuni,  wltti  fmitinc  moutta  and  ktupkJ  «ur<9 ; 
Wtii^tf*  ta  fli#  midft,  ihcir  fUjiplt  lemd»r  iiandtf 
HiranfupvaUudi,  vkdi  d<Hirl#h«»  hi*  hamJt  ^ 
T^*  tduUtkin  luiK't  hla  JwrvUv  ittroatt 
And  iv«,  •nrce»*fql,  fer  eicb  lili>fkb«ad'i  Tn(e/' 

Bomr  of  the  d«inocmLa  afTi^cted  to  heticTa  that 
MaMcr  BaT4VT  wa»  older  than  wa^  ronfetMd,  or 
thjil  mtiothsT  peraoa  had  writlen  ''The  EmbariE^o  C* 
h^l  ih^  hook  wa*  eageriy  read*  and  ia  a  few  month  a 
a  ■r;*i.»ntl  rthti'in  Mppc^rpvl,  with  toine  additional 
p^nv*.     Ti*  IbU  wu  predipd  Ibo  folbwjng  id- 


"  A  doubt  having  been  fntitnatod  in  the  Monthly 
Anthology  of  June  Uat,  whether  a  youth  of  thirteen 
years  could  have  been  the  »uthor  of  tliia  |>oeni^ 
in  jufiUce  to  iu»  merits  the  friend  a  of  ths  writer 
feel  obliged  to  ceitify  the  ftvct  from  their  peraonul 
knowledge  of  hifLWolf  and  his  fuJuily,  lui  well  aa 
hia  Uiemty  improveuieut  and  extraordinary  Latijnlfu 
They  would  prennee,  that  they  do  not  cojn*  un- 
called before  the  pulJic  to  bear  thil  t<?*ilimo(jyi 
They  would  prefer  that  be  ahouLd  be  jud^t'd  by  Uh 
worka^  WLthoqt  favour  or  affection^  A»  the  doul>t 
baa  heen  Eugi;c«ted»  they  deem  it  merely  an  act  of 
juMicc  to  retnofe  il^  afler  which  they  leavi?  hUn  i 
candidate  for  favour  in  common  with  olh<^r  literary 
adfeuturerfc  They  therefore  ait^ure  the  puhlid 
tliat  Mr.  BRrATTT,  the  autliar,  U  a  njitivc  of  Uuiti* 
minglon^  in  the  county  of  Hampshire*  and  in  I  ha 
month  of  November  last  arrived  at  tbo  uge  of  four- 
teen year^  Them  facts  can  be  autbenttcatcil  t»y 
many  of  the  inhabitanU  of  that  ptace^  a*  well  a* 
by  several  of  his  friendu.who  give  thin  nMice;  and 
if  it  be  deemed  worthy  of  further  inqiunTt  the  }iri li- 
ter ii  etiabicd  to  diccloso  their  Dames  and  pjaeca 
of  reaidonce/' 

Id  tba  dxleejith  year  of  hU  age^  BnT^^fr  en- 
tered to  tdviuieed  elasa  of  Wilhams  College,  in 
which  he  soon  became  di^tinguiithed  for  hia  attidn- 
ruentfi  generallyi  and  especially  fot  hla  proficierKj 
in  classical  learning.  In  iSt^  he  obtained  from 
the  faculty  an  honourable  discharge,  for  ihe  pur- 
pose of  entering  upon  the  study  of  the  law,  and  in 
1B15  he  woa  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  commenced 
the  practice  of  hia  profe»ion  in  U»e  village  of  Ui^at 
Barrington,  where  he  was  soon  afWr  married. 

When  but  little  more  tlion  eighteen  yeara  of 
age  he  had  written  bin  noble  poem  of  «*Tbanatop- 
aii"  which  was  published  in  the  North  Ami-rii^ii 
Review  for  IBIS.*  In  1321  he  delivered  before 
the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  College 
hi<i  longeatt  pocm^  «  The  Agea,"  in  which,  from  a 
aurvx^y  of  the  pait  eraa  of  the  world,  and  of  the 
Kaeee«ive  udvancea  of  mankind  in  knowledge,  vir* 
tue,  and  happioeaa.  he  endeavoura  to  justify  and 
confirm  the  hopca  of  the  phdanthropist  for  tlio 
future  denfiuiea  of  man.  h  ia  in  ttie  at^ujui  of 
SpEKfl^a,  and  in  ita  vensi^eation  is  not  inferior  to 
'*  The  Faerif?  Queene,"  "  To  a  Watcrfiml/'  **  In- 
Kfiptiun  for  an  entrance  to  a  Wootl,"  and  aeveral 
olher  piecea  of  nearly  aA  great  merit  were  bkewiae 
written  during  hi*  residence  at  Great  Earringtoii. 

Having  panned  ten  yeara  in  tucceHsfiil  practice  in 
the  courtfl,  he  determined  to  ahandoti  the  unconge- 
nial businesa  of  a  lawyor,  and  di^vote  hia  attention 
more  estcl naively  to  literature.  W'ith  Ihia  vieWi 
in  1826,  he  removed  to  the  city  of  New  York,  and 


*  S*9  notif  on  pac«  99. 
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with  a  friend,  established  <•  The  New  York  Re- 
view and  Atheiioum  Magazine,"  in  which  he  pub- 
lished Beveral  of  his  fincKt  poems,  and  in  **  The 
Hymn  to  Death"  paid  a  touching  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  his  father,  who  died  in  that  year.  In 
1826  he  assumed  the  chief  direction  of  the  "Even- 
ing Post,"  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  influential 
political  and  commercial  gazettes  in  this  country, 
with  which  he  has  ever  since  been  connected. 
In  1827,  1838,  and  1829,  he  was  associated  with 
Mr.  VEiiPLAycK  and  Mr.  Saxds  in  the  production 
of  «<  The  'i'alisman,"  an  annual ;  and  he  wrote 
two  or  three  of  the  "Tales  of  Glauber  Spa,"  to 
which,  besides  himself.  Miss  ScdgA^ick,  Mr.  Paul- 
ding, Mr.  Leggctt,and  Mr.  Sands  were  contributors. 
An  intimate  friendship  subsisted  between  him  and 
Mr.  Sands,  and  when  that  brilliant  writer  died,  in 
1832,  he  assisted  Mr.  VEnPLANCK  in  editing  his 
works. 

In  the  summer  of  1834,  Mr.  Brtaitt  visited 
Europe,  with  his  family,  intending  to  devote  a  few 
years  to  literary  studies,  and  to  the  education  of 
his  children.  He  travelled  through  France,  Ger- 
many, and  Italy,  and  resided  several  months  in 
each  of  the  cities  of  Florence,  Pisa,  Munich,  and 
Heidelberg.  The  dangerous  illness  of  his  partner 
and  asRodate,  the  late  William  Leuwett,  com- 
pelled him  to  return  hastily  in  the  early  part  of 
1836.  The  summer  of  1840  he  passed  in  Florida 
tnd  the  Valley  of  the  Mississippi,  and  in  1844  he 
revisited  Europe.  He  resides  still  in  the  city  of 
Now  York,  and  continues  to  devote  the  chief  part 
of  his  time  to  the  editorship  of  the  Evening  Post, 
which  has  been  for  many  years  the  leading  journal 
of  the  democratic  party. 

In  1832  a  collection  of  all  the  poems  Mr.  Bnr- 
AXT  h:id  then  written  was  published  in  New  York; 
it  was  soon  after  reprinted  in  Boston,  and  a  copy 
of  it  reaching  Washinotox  Irvim;,  who  was 
then  in  England,  he  caused  it  to  hit  published  in 
London,  where  it  has  since  passeil  throui;h  several 
editions.  In  1842  he  published  *»'J'be  Fountain 
and  other  Poems;"  in  1844  "The  While-Footed 
Deer  and  other  Poems,"  and  in  1^46  a  splendid 
edition  of  his  complete  Poetical  Works,  illustrated 
with  eng:ravings  from  pictures  by  Lentze,  has  been 
published  in  Philadelphia  by  Carey  &  Hart.  No 
volume  has  issued  from  the  American  pn^ss,  of 
which  the  country  should  l>e  n)ore  proud.  We 
may  send  it  abroad  as  a  representative  of  our  lite- 
rature, and  as  a  proof  of  our  proficiency  in  the  arts. 

The  many  and  high  excellencies  of  Mr.  Bnr  %nt 
have  been  almost  universally  recognisi^d.  With 
men  of  every  variety  of  ta««tes  he  is  a  favourite. 
His  works  aUiund  with  pas^iages  of  profotuid  re- 
jection whirh  the  philosopher  meditates  in  his 
closet,  and  with  others  of  such  simple  l»cauty  and 
obvioiifl  intention  as  please  the  most  illiterate. 
In  his  pages  arc  illustrated  all  the  common  defini- 
tions of  poetry,  yet  they  are  ])er\-aded  by  a  single 
purpose  and  spirit.  Of  the  essential  but  inferior 
characteristics  of  |)oetr\',  which  make  it  an  art,  he 
has  a  perfect  ma«iter\'.  Very  few  e(jual  him  in 
grace  and  power  of  expression.  Ever)'  line  has 
compactness,  precision,  and  elegance,  and  flows 


with  Iti  fellows  in  exquisite  haimony.  His  mtB- 
ner  is  on  all  occuions  fitly  chosen  for  his  sahjecL 
His  verse  is  solemn  and  impresnTe,  or  airy  and 
pUy  ful,  as  suits  his  purpose.  His  beautifbl  imafarj 
is  appropriate,  and  has  that  air  of  freshnew  whidi 
distinguishes  the  productions  of  an  author  writing 
from  his  own  observations  of  life  and  nature  la- 
ther than  from  books. 

Mr.  Bryant  is  a  translator  to  the  worid  of  tha 
silent  language  of  the  universe.  He  "  ronfomit 
his  life  to  the  beautiful  order  of  God*s  works."  la 
the  meditation  of  nature  ho  has  learned  hig:h  ka> 
sons  of  philosophy  and  religion.  With  no  other 
poet  does  the  subject  spring  so  naturally  from  tha 
object ;  the  moral,  the  sentiment,  from  the  contem- 
plation of  the  things  about  him.  There  is  nothing 
forced  in  his  inductions.  By  a  genuine  camos^ 
ness  he  wins  the  sympathy  of  his  reader,  and  pre- 
pares him  to  anticipate  his  thought  By  an  imper- 
ceptible influence  he  carries  him  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end  of  a  poem,  and  leaves  him  infused  with 
the  very  spirit  in  which  it  is  conceived. 

In  his  descriptions  of  nature  there  is  remarkable 
fidelity.  They  convey  in  an  extraordinary  degne 
the  actual  impression  of  what  is  grand  and  beauti* 
ful  and  peculiar  in  our  scenery.  The  old  and 
shadowy  forests  stand  as  they  grew  up  from  the 
seeds  Ciod  planted,  the  sea-like  prairies  stretching 
in  airy  undulations  beyond  the  eye's  extrcmest 
vision,  our  lakes  and  mountains  and  rivers,  he 
brings  before  us  in  pictures  warmly  coloured  with 
the  hues  of  the  imagination,  and  as  truthful  aa 
those  which  Colb  puto  on  the  canvas. 

It  has  been  complained  that  there  is  very  little 
sentiment,  very  little  of  the  blending  of  pessioa 
with  philosophy,  in  BaTAirr'a  poetry;  that  his 
atitiquc  and  dignified  simplicity  b  never  warmed 
with  human  sympathy.  This  is  true  in  a  degree, 
but  in  many  of  his  poems  are  passages  of  touching 
pathos,  and  his  interest  in  his  race  appears,  eoi^ 
trary  to  the  general  experience,  to  increase  with 
his  age. 

It  has  Iwcn  denied  by  some  persons^  reasoning 
from  our  de-scent,  education,  language,  and  man- 
ners, identifying  us  so  closely  with  another  people, 
that  wc  can  have  a  distinctive  naticmal  literature. 
But  there  are  very  few  of  Bbtasit's  poems  that 
could  have  been  written  in  any  country  but  our 
own.  They  breathe  the  very  spirit  of  our  young 
and  vigorous  life.  He  feels  not  more  sensiUy  the 
grandeur  and  beauty  of  creation  as  manifested  only 
in  our  own  land,  than  he  does  the  elevating  influ- 
enf*es  of  that  freedom  and  power  which  is  enjoyed 
by  none  but  tlio  citizens  of  this  republic.  To  the 
thouij:htful  critic  every  thing  in  hLs  verse  belong* 
to  America,  and  is  as  diflK;rent  from  what  marks 
the  pot^try  of  England  as  it  is  from  that  which 
most  distinguishes  the  poetry  of  Germany  or 
France. 

Mr.  BiiTAXT  is  still  in  the  meridian  of  hi^  life; 
among  the  most  recent  of  his  productions  are  some 
of  the  finest  he  has  written;  and  wo  may  look 
with  confidence  to  an  increase  of  the  bases  of  his 
high  reputation,  second  now  to  that  of  no  contem- 
porary who  writes  in  our  language. 
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THE  PRAIRIES. 

Tbksi  are  the  gardenfl  of  the  desert,  these 
The  undioni  fields,  houndless  and  beautiful. 
For  which  the  speech  of  England  has  no  name — 
The  prairies.    I  behold  them  for  the  first. 
And  my  heart  swells,  while  the  dilated  sight 
Takes  in  the  encirding  vastnesa.    Lo !  they  stretch 
In  airy  undulations,  far  away. 
As  if  the  ocean,  in  his  gentlest  swell, 
Stood  still,  with  all  his  rounded  billows  fix'd, 
And  motionless  forever. — ^Motionless  ? — 
No— they  are  all  unchain'd  again.     The  clouds 
Sweep  over  with  their  shadows,  and,  beneath, 
The  surface  rolls  and  fluctuates  to  the  eye ; 
Dark  hollows  seem  to  glide  along  and  chase 
The  sunny  ridges.     Breezes  of  the  south ! 
\^*ho  toss  the  golden  and  the  flame-like  flowers, 
And  pass  the  prairie-hawk  that,  poised  on  high. 
Flaps  his  broad  wings,  yet  moves  not — ^ye  have 
Among  the  palms  of  Mexico  and  vines       [play'd 
Of  Texas,  and  have  crisp*d  the  limpid  brooks 
That  from  the  fountains  of  Sonora  glide 
Into  the  calm  Pacific — have  ye  fimn'd 
A  nobler  or  a  lovelier  scene  than  thist 
Man  hath  no  part  in  all  this  glorious  work : 
The  hand  that  built  the  firmament  hath  heaved 
And  smoothed  these  verdant  swells,  and  sovm  their 

slopes 
With  herbage,  planted  them  with  island  groves, 
And  hedged  them  round  with  forests.   Fitting  floor 
For  this  magnificent  temple  of  the  sky — 
With  flowers  whose  glory  and  whose  multitude 
Rival  the  constellations!     The  great  heavens 
Seem  to  rtoop  down  upon  the  scene  in  love, — 
A  n«*arcr  vault,  and  of  a  tenderer  blue. 
Than  that  which  bends  above  the  eastern  hills. 

A:«  o'tT  the  vcnlant  waste  I  guide  my  steed, 
Amon«r  the  hieh.  rank  fcnas  that  sweeps  his  sides. 
The  hollow  heating  of  his  footstep  seems 
A  ji.irrih'jrious  nound.     I  think  of  those 
rpon  whose  rest  he  tramples.     Are  they  here— 
The  iK-.'ul  of  other  days? — and  did  the  dust 
i  »f  these  fair  solitudes  once  stir  with  life 
Aiui  hurn  with  passion?    Let  the  mighty  mounds 
Th.it  overl«x)k  the  rivers,  or  that  rise 
In  the  dim  forest,  crowded  with  old  oaks, 
An-iwcr.     A  race,  that  lon;^  has  passM  away, 
Built  them; — a  disciplined  and  populous  race 
HfapM.  with  loner  toil,  the  earth,  while  yet  the 
Wa-s  hewinjr  the  Pentelicus  to  forms  [Greek 

Of  >ymmctry,  and  rearing  on  its  rock 
The  u'litterincj  Parthenon.     These  ample  fields 
N'lunshM  their  harvests;  here  their  herds  were  fed, 
Whrri  h:i[»ly  hy  their  stalls  the  bison  low'd, 
An.l  U.wM  his  manetl  shoulder  to  the  yoke. 
All  (lay  this  desert  murmurM  with  their  toils. 
Till  t«ili^jt  hlushM,  and  lovers  walk'd,  and  woo'd 
I  J  ii  f->'.:»lten  lanj^ajje,  and  old  tunes, 
Vt-^^.x  in>.tniments  of  unrememl)er'd  form, 
il  iw  rhi"  *oi't  winds  a  voice.     The  red  man  came— 
T*i»'  r  >»:iiiijz  hunter-tril)es,  warlike  and  fierce, 
A;.  1  tij"  n»«Miinl-buil(lers  vanish'd  from  the  earth. 
Til.   ^  'lilude  of  centuries  untold 


Has  settled  where  they  dwelt    The  prairie-wolf 
Hunts  in  their  meadows,  and  his  fresh-dug  den 
Yawns  by  my  path.  The  gopher  mines  the  ground 
Where  stood  their  swarming  cities.    All  is  gone- 
All — save  the  piles  of  earth  that  hold  their  bonea— 
The'pUtforms  where  they  worshipped  unknown 

gods — 
The  barriers  which  they  buUded  from  the  soil 
To  keep  the  foe  at  bay — till  o*er  the  walls 
The  wild  beleaguerers  broke,  and,  one  by  one, 
The  strongholds  of  the  phun  were  forced,  and  heap*d 
With  corpses.     The  brown  vultures  of  the  wood 
Flock'd  to  those  vast,  uncovered  sepulchres. 
And  sat,  unscared  and  silent,  at  their  feast. 
Haply  some  solitary  fugitive. 
Lurking  in  marsh  and  forest,  till  the  s^nse 
Of  desolation  and  of  fear  became 
Bitterer  than  death,  yielded  himself  ti  die. 
Man*s  better  nature  triumphed.     Kindly  words 
Welcomed  and  soothed  him ;  the  rude  conquerors 
Seated  the  captive  with  their  chiefs ;  he  chose 
A  bride  among  their  maidens,  and  at  length 
Seem*d  to  forget, — yet  ne'er  forgot, — the  wife 
Of  his  first  love,  and  her  sweet  little  ones 
Butchered,  amid  their  shrieks,  with  all  his  race. 

Thus  change  the  forms  of  being.     Thus  arise 
Races  of  living  things,  glorious  in  strength, 
And  perish,  as  the  quickening  breath  of  God 
Fills  them,  or  is  withdrawn.    The  red  man,  too— 
Has  left  the  blooming  wilds  he  ranged  so  long, 
And,  nearer  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  sought 
A  wider  hunting-ground.     The  beaver  builds 
No  longer  by  these  streams,  but  far  away, 
On  waters  whose  blue  surface  ne'er  gave  back 
The  white  man's  face — among  Missouri's  springs, 
And  pools  whose  issues  swell  the  Oregon, 
He  rears  his  little  Venice.     In  these  plains 
The  bison  feeds  no  more.     Twice  twenty  leagues 
Beyond  remotest  smoke  of  hunter's  camp, 
Roams  the  majestic  brute,  in  herds  that  shake 
The  earth  with  thundering  steps — yet  here  I  meet 
His  ancient  footprints  stamp'd  l)eside  the  pool. 

Still  this  great  solitude  is  quick  with  life. 
Myriads  of  insects,  gaudy  as  the  flowers 
They  flutter  over,  gentle  quadrupeds. 
And  birds,  that  scarce  have  leamM  the  fear  of  man, 
Are  here,  and  sliding  reptiles  of  the  ground, 
Startlingly  Ijeautiful.     The  graceful  deer 
Bounds  to  the  wood  at  my  approach.     The  l>ec, 
A  more  adventurous  colonist  than  man, 
With  whom  he  came  across  the  ea.xtorn  tloep, 
I  Fills  the  savannas  with  his  murmurincrs. 
And  hides  his  sweets,  as  in  the  golden  age, 
Within  the  hollow  oak.     I  listen  lonq 
To  his  domestic  hum,  and  think  I  h«ar 
The  sound  of  that  advancing?  multitude 
Which  soon  shall  fill  these  deserts.     From  the 

ground 
Comes  up  the  laugh  of  children,  the  soft  voice 
Of  maidens,  and  the  sweet  and  solemn  hymn 
Of  Sabhath  worshippers.     The  low  of  herds 
Blends  with  the  rustling  of  the  hea\y  grain 
Over  the  dark -brown  furrows.     All  al  once 
A  fresher  wind  sweeps  hy,  and  breaks  my  Jreani 
And  I  am  in  the  wilderness  alone. 
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THANATOPSIS. 

To  him  who  in  the  love  of  nature  holdi 
Communion  with  hor  viuble  forms,  she  tpeaks 
A  various  language ;  for  his  gayer  houra 
She  has  a  voice  of  gladness,  and  a  smile 
And  eloquence  of  beauty;  and  she  glides 
Into  his  darker  rausings,  with  a  mild 
And  healing  sympathy,  that  steals  away 
Tfioir  shurpnofu,  ere  he  is  aware.    When  thoughts 
Of  the  la^t  bitter  hour  come  like  a  blight 
Over  thy  Fpirit,  and  sud  images 
Of  llie  stem  agony,  and  shroud,  and  pall, 
And  breutlileHs  darkness,  and  tlie  narrow  house. 
Make  the«  to  shudder,  and  grow  sick  at  heart;—- 
(it>  forth,  under  tlie  open  sky,  and  list 
To  Nature's  teachings,  while  from  all  around — 
Earth  and  lier  waters,  and  the  depths  of  air — 
Comes  a  still  voice — Yet  a  few  days,  and  thee 
Tht^  ull-beholding  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  nil  his  coiir^c ;  nor  yet  in  the  cold  ground, 
Where  thy  pale  form  is  laid  with  many  tears, 
Nor  in  the  embrace  of  ocean,  shall  exist 
Thy  image.  Earth,  that  nourish'd  thee,  shall  claim 
Thy  growth,  to  be  resolved  to  earth  again, 
And,  lost  each  human  trace,  surrendering  up 
Thine  individual  being,  shalt  thou  go 
To  mix  for  ever  with  the  elements,— 
To  be  a  brother  to  the  insensible  rock, 
And  to  the  sluggish  clod,  which  the  rude  swain 
Turns  with  his  share,  and  treads  upon.    The  oak 
Shall  wn(\  his  roots  abroad,  and  pierce  thy  mould. 

Yet  not  to  thine  eternal  resting-place 
Shalt  thou  retire  alone— nor  couldst  thou  wish 
Couch  more  magnificent    Thou  shalt  lie  down 
With  patriarchs  of  the  infant  world — with  kings, 
The  powerful  of  the  earth — the  wise,  the  good, 
Fair  forms,  and  hoary  seers,  of  ages  past, 
All  in  one  mighty  sepulchre. — The  hills 
RiM!k-ribb*d,  and  ancient  as  the  sun, — the  valea 
Stretching  in  pensive  quietness  betweeh ; 
The  venerable  woods — rivers  that  move 
In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 
That  make  the  meadows  green;  and,  pour'd  round 
Old  ocean*s  gray  and  melancholy  waste,—     [all, 
Are  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 
Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.    The  golden  sun, 
The  pl>uicts,  all  the  infinite  host  of  heaven, 
Arc  shining  on  the  sad  alnxles  of  death, 
Through  the  still  lapse  of  ages.    All  that  tread 
The  glol)e.  are  but  a  handful  to  the  ir'iitea 
That  fhimber  in  its  IwYsom. — ^Take  the  wings 
Of  mornin  T.  and  the  Uarcan  desert  pierce. 
Or  lose  ttiyH(>lf  in  the  continuous  woods 
Whi're  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no  sound 
Save  his  own  dashings — yet  the  dead  are  there; 
.And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since  first 
The  fli'^ht  of  years  began,  have  laid  them  down 
^n  their  la-^t  sleep — the  dea<l  there  reign  alone. 

So  shalt  thou  rest, — and  what  if  thou  withdraw 
T7nheeded  by  the  livinff— and  no  friend 
Tiike  note  of  thy  departure  ?    All  that  breathe 
Will  share  thy  destiny.     The  gay  will  laugh 
When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  brood  of  care 
PUxl  on,  and  each  one,  as  before,  will  chase 


His  faTonrite  phantom;  yet  all  Umm  dull  I 

Their  mirth  axid  their  emploTiiMatii  ani^  ahall  eome 

And  make  their  bed  with  tfaee.    Aa  the  long  torn 

Of  ages  glide  away,  the  aona  of  mea* 

The  youth  in  life's  green  ipring,  and  he  who  goea 

In  the  full  strength  of  yean,  matron,  and  maidp 

And  the  sweet  babe,  and  the  giay-headed  manj 

Shall  one  by  one  be  gather*d  to  thy  aide. 

By  those  who,  in  their  turn,  shall  fiUiow  them. 

So  live,  that,  when  thy  aummona  cornea  to  join 
The  innumerable  cara\'an,  that  movea 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death. 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry-slave,  at  nighti 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon,  but,  sustained  and  i 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  gmre. 
Like  one  that  draws  the  drapery  of  hia  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreama. 


FOREST  HYMN. 

Thi  groves  were  God's  first  templea.   Ere  man 
Icam'd 
To  hew  the  shaft,  and  lay  the  aichitraTa, 
And  spread  the  roof  above  themv— ere  he  firamed 
The  lofty  vault,  to  gather  and  roll  back 
The  sound  of  anthems ;  in  the  darkling  wood, 
Amid  the  cool  and  silence,  he  knelt  down. 
And  olTcr'd  to  the  Mightiest  solemn  I 
And  supplication.    For  his  simple  heart 
Might  not  resist  the  sacred  influeneca^ 
Which,  from  the  stilly  twilight  of  the  place. 
And  from  the  gray  old  trunks,  that  high  in  heaven 
Mingled  their  mossy  boughs,  and  firam  the  eoond 
Of  Uie  invisible  breath,  that  sway'd  at  once 
All  their  green  tops,  stole  over  him,  and  bow*d 
His  spirit  with  the  thought  of  boondleaa  power» 
And  inaccessible  majesty.    Ah,  why 
Should  we,  in  the  world's  riper  years,  negleet 
God's  ancient  sanctuaries,  and  adore 
Only  &mong  the  crowd,  and  under  roo& 
That  our  frail  hands  have  raised  ?  Let  me,  at  leaal^ 
Here,  in  the  shadow  of  this  aged  wood. 
Offer  one  hymn — thrice  happy,  if  it  find 
Acceptance  in  his  ear. 

Father,  thy  hand 
Hath  rear'd  these  venerable  columns,  thoa 
Didst  weave  this  verdant  roofl    Thoa  didat  look 
Upon  tlie  naked  earth,  and,  forthwith,  roee    [down 
All  these  &ir  ranks  of  trees.    They,  in  thy  aimv 
Budded,  and  shook  their  green  leaves  in  thy  breeH^ 
And  shot  towards  heaven.  The  centuiy-living craw. 
Whose  birth  was  in  their  tops,  grew  old  and  died 
Among  their  branches ;  till^at  bat,  they  Btoodp 
As  now  they  stand,  massy,  and  tall,  and  dailc. 
Fit  shrine  for  humble  worshipper  to  hold 
Communion  with  his  Maker.    Theae  dim  vaulli^ 
These  winding  aisles,  of  human  pomp  or  prida 
Report  not    No  fantastic  carvings  show. 
The  boast  of  our  vain  race,  to  change  the  form 
Of  thy  fair  works.  But  thou  art  here— thon  filTal 
The  solitude.    Thou  art  in  the  soft  winda, 
That  run  along  the  summit  of  these  treea 
In  music; — thou  art  in  the  cooler  bieath. 
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Tbit»  item  th*  iniiuMt  dukiwM  af  fh«  pUi^ 
CoBfli^  «MMlf  feli^— llie  l>«rty  trunks,  (he  grtMrnd. 
n*  ifrwh,  moM.  ffonftd,  are  dl  inBtinct  with  thee. 
Bmm  iiflORJifmftl  wonliip;— ^tiatmef  lier«, 
lb  Ibi  «m^lilii?  tliai  tbou  do^i  ]ov«, 

Fnoi  prach  te  perch,  tl^  KoUtaiy  birtj 

JPkw»;  aiid  ron  d<?3J  fphn^t  Utal,  midfit  ita  hetl)a;» 

Wriia  moMj  Cbrth^  iLnd  vjniu  the  strong  rwm 

Of  hotr  tli«  mJghly  forefl,  telU  na  Ule 

Df  »!J  tbf'  ^(mkI  it  doe*.    Thou  haM  not  toll 

TliTM-if  wtthoul  fl  witnefw,  in  them  thadmr 

Of  iby  pcrlie^tiona.  Gnindenr,  strength ♦  and  grnoe^ 

Ate  hctp  to  «prak  of  iLm.    Tliis  mighty  onk, 

Ik  *ho«»  unmorable  «t«na  I  stand,  and  seem 

jIimm  anmhibtftl, — not  a  pnnc^t 

In  all  ^Iwt  proud  old  world  beyond  the  dt^p, 

BW  *ort  hia  crowTi  ili  lofiiiy  t^  he 

Wnrii  th*  gnjtn  coronivl  of  knaves  with  which 

Tlij  hand  hu  gnired  hjm*     Nfalled  at  hlif  root 

mM  brauty,  iiich  as  btooms  not  in  (he  g[at& 
ypf  tbm  Woad  tmw    That  delicate  forest  flower, 

^iruh  dvUdiie  bf^th^  amd  look  fo  like  a  smiJe, 
Sccrtiuv  a«  Et  iBrnx^  Trom  the  fkhnpetesa  mould, 
An  #tDititaiioa  of  th«  tndw^Uiiig  Life, 
A  fiail4e  iokfi)  of  the  upholding^  Lore, 
TbiS  mn*  ths  soul  of  thii  wide  univfitset 

Mjf  llitlt^b  awed  withm  m^,  when  I  think 
Of  di*  plit  ntifide  that  fttill  gom  on 
In  nIcMii  immd  pie — the  perp«tu&l  work 
Of  Ihy  cwtfloff,  ifit»h'd.  yvt  renewed 
F«rrv>ar.    Writiifii  on  thy  woTka,  I  read 
Tlia  K^mh  of  ihy  own  cftf  rnity, 
tml  «U  wfom  M  and  cli«M->hnt  »b«,  again^ 
B«w  on  lh»  Mirinf  roo|j.ti<f><t  of  d«iray 
Yoxith  pjiwoi     gyrr  guy  anil  b^iutiful  youth, 
In  all  ila  hwotifill  fortns.     Th^^  lofty  lin^ 
WaYc  nM  laaa  pttHidly  thai  their  ancestora 
Mocldef  l>*?nft«th  them,     O.  there  a  not  lost 
On?  of  aaithV  eharm^;  upon  her  booom  yet, 
After  the  flight  of  untoU  cantntiea. 
Tile  ftgjhiiMi  of  her  &r  heginnm^  Itea, 
And  yet  flhall  lie.    Life  mockn  the  iiUe  Kata 
Of  hij  iLrch-enemy*  Deathly ea,  9eat«  hin»elf 
Upon  the  ly rant's  throne — the  ^pulchre, 
And  of  the  triumphe  of  hia  gho^ly  foe 
Makes  hit  o^rn  nouhiihment.    For  he  came  forth 
FWri  thine  own  boaom,  and  shaU  hsTe  no  end. 

Th^it  hai^e  been  bo!j  men  who  hid  themaelv^ 
Heep  in  the  woody  wdderoc**,  and  gave 
Th*tr  tivet  to  thought  and  prayer,  till  they  outlired 
The  (fTOcration  born  with  ihcm,  nor  seemed 
htm  agfd  than  the  hoary  troea  and  rocka 
Afouml  them; — and  there  hjive  been  holy  men 
WEhi  docin^d  it  wefe  noi  welt  to  paaa  life  thui. 
fi«i  bit  me  often  to  these  Botitudea 
StMir*)  afid  in  thy  presence  reaasure 
My  Mile  tlttnt     Here  tU  enemies, 
na  pnniofu,  at  thy  pltuner  footsteps  ahrink, 
Add  ticmble  and  ftre  M\.     O^  Goo  !  when  thou 
Boil  Kare  the  world  with  tempegta,  set  on  fire 
Hie  batrasi*  with  falling  thundiTk^lts,  or  liU^ 
With  bQ  the  waters  of  tbc!  ftrmament, 
The  Mtifl;  dan  whirlwiiMJ  that  uproola  the  wooda 
And.  dmwna  the  viliag«« ;  when,  at  Ihy  call. 


Upri*efi  the  great  deep  and  throw*  himaelf 
Upon  the  continent,  ond  orerwhelnid 
Ila  dlie^^who  forgeta  not,  at  the  ti^bt 
Of  these  Iromendoua  tokens  of  tby  power. 
His  pride^  and  lays  his  stnfeit  and  follies  by  7 
I  O,  from  these  sterner  aspects  of  thy  fiico 
Bpare  me  and  mine,  nor  let  uh  need  the  wmth 
Of  the  mail,  tinchninM  elements  lo  tench 
Who  rules  tbeni.     Be  it  ours  to  meditate 
In  these  calm  shades  thy  milder  mnjiwly, 
Aod  to  the  boauliful  order  of  thy  work* 
Lesm  to  conform  tlie  order  of  our  livoa, 


nrUN  TO  THE  NORTH  STAR- 

Tni  isad  and  solemn  night 
Has  yet  her  multitude  of  cheerful  fires ; 

The  glofioua  host  of  light 
Walk  the  dark  hemisphero  till  she  retijes ; 
All  through  her  silent  watches,  gtidiii^  slow, 
Her  coui^teltalions  come,  and  etimb  the  bcavena, 
and  go. 

Day,  too,  hath  many  a  star 
To  grac«  bin  gorg^tia  reis^,  as  hiight  ta  they; 

Through  the  blue  fields  afar, 
Unseent  they  follow  in  his  flsming  way: 
Man  J  a  bright  iingePer,  as  the  eve  grows  dim, 
Telia  what  a  radiant  troop  arose  and  art  with  him, 

Aud  thou  doiit  see  them  rise, 
Star  of  the  Pole  I  and  thou  dost  see  them  set. 

Alone,  in  thy  cold  skies, 
Thou  keep'st  Ihy  old^  tmmoving  station  yet. 
Nor  joinV  the  dance*  of  that  jittering  train, 
Nor  dipp*ftt  tjiy  virgin  orb  in  the  blue  we&tem  main. 

There,  at  monk's  rosy  binh, 
Thou  lookest  meekly  111  rough  tfao  kindling  ■ir. 

And  eve,  that  rtmnd  the  earth 
Chaaea  the  day,  beholds  thee  WTiiclung  there  ; 
There  noontide  finds  thee,  and  the  hour  that  calla 
The  shapes  of  polar  flame  to  acalo  heaven's  axtai« 
walls. 

Alike,  beneath  Uiine  eye, 
The  deeda  of  darkness  and  of  light  are  dune; 

High  towards  the  stur<U£  iky 
Towns  blaze — the  smoke  of  battle  blots  the  «un — 
l*he  night^torm  on  a  thousand  hills  b  lotid-^ 
And  the  strong  wiiid  of  day  doth  mingle  eea  and 
cloudn. 

On  thy  unollertng  blaw 
The  half*wi«ek'd  mariner,  Ms  eompaaa  kwl, 

Fiiia  hie  steady  gale, 
And  ateerv,  undoubling,  to  the  friendly  coafil ; 
And  they  who  stray  in  peri  ton  9  wastes,  by  night. 
Are  glad  when  thou  dost  ^hlne  to  guide  their  fort- 
steps  right. 

And,  therefore,  hanls  of  old, 
Sagea,  and  hermits  of  the  soletnu  wood. 

Did  in  thy  beams  behold 
A  beauteous  type  of  that  unchanging  good. 
That  bright,  eternal  beacon,  by  whoso  ray 
Tbe  Toyager  of  time  should  shape  his  bc^ul  way 
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THE  ANTIQUITY  OF  FREEDOM. 

Hkhi  ue  old  trees,  tall  oaks,  and  gnarled  pines, 
That  stream  with  gray-green  mosses;  here  the 

ground 
Was  never  touch*d  hyi  spade,  and  floweri  spring  up 
Unsown,  and  die  ungather*d.     It  is  sweet 
To  linger  here,  among  the  flitting  birds 
And  le^iping  squirrels,  wandering  brooks  and  winds 
Tiiat  shukc  the  leaves,  and  scatter  as  they  pass 
A  fragrance  from  the  cedars  thickly  set 
Willi  pale  blue  berries.    In  these  peaceful  shades — 
Peaceful,  uripruned,  immeasurably  old — 
My  thouG^hts  go  up  the  long  dim  path  of  years, 
Back  to  the  earliest  days  of  Liberty. 

O  Frrkdom  !  thou  art  not,  as  poets  dream, 
A  fair  young  girl,  with  light  and  delicate  limbs, 
And  wavy  trt**«cs  gushing  from  tlie  cap 
With  which  the  Roman  master  crownM  his  slave. 
When  he  took  off  tlie  gyves.     A  beardi»d  man, 
AniiM  to  the  teeth,  art  thou  :  one  mailed  hand 
Grasps  the  broad  shield,  and  one  the  sword ;  thy 
CtloriouH  in  l)oauty  though  it  he,  is  scarr*d       [brow, 
With  tokent)  of  old  wars;  thy  massive  hmlw 
Are  titrong  and  struggling.     Power  at  tliee  has 

launcird 
His  boltA,  and  with  his  lightnings  smitten  thee ; 
They  <*ould  not  quench  the  life  tliou  hast  from  Hea- 
McrcilcfM  Power  has  dug  thy  dungeon  deep,  [vcn. 
And  his  8wart  armourers,  by  a  thousand  fires. 
Have  forged  thy  chain ;  yet  while  he  deems  thee 

bound. 
The  liiikR  arc  shiver'd,  and  the  prison  walls 
Fall  outwanl ;  terribly  thou  springest  forth, 
Ah  siiriiigH  the  flame  above  a  burning  pile, 
And  shoutest  to  the  nations,  who  return 
Tiiy  xlioutings,  while  the  pale  oppressor  flies. 

Thy  birth-right  was  not  given  by  human  hands : 
Thou  wcrt  twin-born  with  man.    In  pleasant  fields, 
While  yet  our  race  was  few,  tliou  sat*st  with  him, 
To  U>nd  the  quiet  Hock  and  watch  the  stars, 
And  teach  the  rtHHl  to  utter  simple  airs. 
Thou  by  hi»  side,  amid  the  tangled  wood. 
Didst  war  upon  the  panther  and  the  wolf, 
His  only  fo(M :  and  thou  with  him  didst  draw 
The  earliest  furrows  on  the  mountain  side, 
Soft  with  the  Deluge.     Tyranny  himself, 
The  enemy,  although  of  reverend  look. 
Hoary  with  many  years,  and  far  obey'd. 
Is  latter  bom  than  thou ;  and  as  he  meets 
The  grave  defiance  of  thine  elder  eye, 
The  usurper  trembles  in  his  fastnesses. 

Thou  shalt  wax  stronger  with  the  lapse  of  years, 
But  he  shall  fade  into  a  feebler  age ; 
Feebler,  yet  subtler ;  he  shall  weave  his  snares. 
And  spring  them  on  tliy  careless  steps,  and  clap 
His  withered  hands,  and  from  their  ambush  call 
His  hordes  to  fall  upon  thee.     He  shall  send 
Quaint  maskers,  forms  of  fair  and  gallant  mien, 
T^k  catch  thy  gaze,  and  uttering  graceful  words 
1*0  charm  thy  ear ;  while  his  sly  imps,  by  stealth, 
Twuic  round  thee  threads  of  stoel,  light  thread  on 

thread. 
That  grow  to  fetters ;  or  bind  down  thy  arms 


With  chains  conoeal'd  in  diapMi.    CNi!  not  jtt 
Mayst  thou  unbraoe  thy  eonlett  nor  Iqr  bj 
Thy  sword,  nor  yet,  O  Freedom!  don  iij  fidta 
In  slumber ;  for  thine  enemy  never  rfeepe. 
And  thou  must  watch  and  combet,  till  the  dij 
Of  the  new  Earth  and  Heaven.    Bat  wonldit  fhaa 
Awhile  from  tumult  and  the  firaods  of  men,      [nrt 
These  old  and  friendly  solitudes  invite 
Tliy  visit    They,  while  yet  the  foreet  trees 
Were  young  upon  the  unviolated  earth. 
And  yet  the  moes-stains  on  the  rock  were  new. 
Beheld  thy  glorious  childhood,  and  rejoieed. 


THE  RETURN  OF  YOUTH. 

Mt  friend,  thou  sorrowest  for  thy  golden  prime, 

For  thy  fair  youthful  yean  too  ewifl  of  flight; 
Thou  musest.  with  wet  eyes,  upon  the  time 

Of  cheerful  hopes  that  fllPd  the  world  with  ligH 
Years  when  thy  heart  was  bold,  thy  hand  was  etroni^ 

Thy  tongue  was  prompt  the  generous  thought  to 
speak. 
And  willing  faith  was  fhuie,  and  acorn  of  wrong 

Summoned  the  sudden  crimson  to  thy  chttkm 

Thou  lookest  forward  on  the  coming  days. 

Shuddering  to  foci  their  shadow  o*er  thee  creep; 
A  path,  thick-eet  with  changes  and  decays 

Slopes  downward  to  the  place  of  conunon  ileep; 
And  they  who  walk*d  with  thee  in  life's  fint  stagey 

Leave  one  by  one  thy  side,  and,  waiting  near. 
Thou  seest  the  sad  companions  of  thy 

Dull  love  of  rest,  and  weariness,  and  : 

Yet  grieve  thou  not,  nor  think  thy  yonth  is  i 

Nor  deem  that  glorious  season  o*er  could  dieu 
Thy  pleasant  youth,  a  little  while  withdrawn. 

Waits  on  the  horizon  of  a  brighter  tky; 
Waits,  like  the  morn,  that  folds  her  wing  and  hidei^ 

Till  the  slow  stars  bring  hack  her  dawning  boor; 
Waits,  like  the  vanish'd  spring,  that  slomberinf 
bides. 

Her  own  sweet  tune  to  waken  hud  and 


There  shall  ho  welcome  thee,  when  thou  ibalt  ataiid 

On  his  bright  morning  hilli^  with  amilea  mora 
sweet 
Than  when  at  first  he  took  thee  bj  the  hand. 

Through  the  foir  earth  to  lead  thy  tender  foet 
He  shall  bring  back,  but  brighter,  broader  ilil^ 

Life*s  early  glory  to  thine  cyca  again. 
Shall  clothe  thy  spirit  vrith  new  atrengtli,  and  fll 

Thy  leaping  heart  with  warmer  love  than  then. 

Hast  thou  not  glimpses,  in  the  twilight  here. 

Of  mountains  where  immortal  morn  prevaikf 
Comes  there  not,  through  the  silence,  to  thina  mx 

A  gentle  rustling  of  the  morning  galea; 
A  murmur,  wafied  from  that  glorious  shore^ 

Of  streams  that  wster  banks  for  ever  foir. 
And  voices  of  the  loved  ones  gone  before^ 

More  musical  in  that  oelertial  airl 
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THE  WINDS, 

lindi,  ye  niueen  cnirente  of  the  air, 

§^  ye  plajM  «  tem  htmf  hoan  ago ; 

ere  die  mormunng  bee;  je  tom^6  the  hair 

er  Duiden  rbet-JcSt  Ui^l  took  a  frcahBr  glow ; 

aird  the  round,  while  dood  throiagh  depths  of 

Etook  from  Ahji^ed  flowe m  the  tii]9«npg  dew ; 

m  jou  the  catAtpft^i  bloasoma  flew* 

^t  btofisooiA,  dropping  on  the  ^rass  Ukjt  mow. 

mnjt  cb&Dg«d !  Ye  take  the  caiaract'a  eoond, 
)  tdLe  the  whirtpoorfl  fury  and  iU  tnight  i 
moiiAtaiji  ahudders  aa  je  9wee^  the  ground ; 
le  vallrj  wooda  lie  pron^  beneath  jour  flight 
ctooda  bef<Jit:  you  sweep  Nke  eag1e«  jmsi\ 
haat^  of  inen  are  rocking  in  yonr  blast ; 
ft  the  Toafi  Ukc  atitunui  leare^  and  casl, 
ywafd,  the  whirling  fraginenta  out  of  stghL 

Wtmry  ficiwU  of  hea^n  make  wing  in  ^in, 
lanpc  j<mw  wrath;  ye  aeixe  and  dtfih  them  dead. 
Bat  the  earth  ye  driv«  the  roaring  imin; 
vt  htrwt^  firid  becomes  a  nTsr^a  bed ; 
tofTTDts  ttjmble  from  the  hUle  aronnd, 
m  turn  to  lakea,  and  viUogei  are  dro^vn'd, 
wailing  YOtc!V«,  tmtAst  the  tenipe<t>  sotindf 
9t,  as  the  niabing  flooda  close  over  head* 

tit  npon  the  deep,  pud  atraight  \b  heanj 
wildcf  roar,  and  men  grow  pale,  and  pray; 
inf  itA  WBtfn  (tjoud  jou,  aa  a  btid 
|c^  o'er  bia  sbivenug  plumea  tb«  foutitain^e 


la  Ibfl  IweakiQirinait  the  aai[or  cUnga; 
eoop  the  ocean  to  iU  briny  epf  mga^ 
lake  the  mountain  btitow  on  yaur  wingt, 
id  pile  the  wreck  of  uaTiefl  round  the  bay* 

'  ra^  ye  thuiT— no  atiife  for  Jiherty       [fear, 
IB  made  you  miul;  no  tyrant,  strong  through 
:luin*d  vour  ptnions,  till  ;e  wrvnrhM  them  free, 
id  rujhM  into  the  unmcaiured  atmoflpheiv: 
fr  were  born  in  freedom  where  ye  blow; 
o*er  the  might)"  deep  to  Dcime  and  go  ■ 
ll'»  oolemu  wooda  were  youri,  her  waat^  of 

Know, 
u  btlti  where  aommer  blouoma  all  the  year. 

r  wikl  winds!  a  mightier  power  than  joun 
chainy  upon  the  ^ores  of  Europe  Ues; 
aeeptred  throng,  who«e  fetters  he  endures, 
''aick  hi*  mute  throes  with  terror  in  their  eyes: 
anBied  warriora  alt  around  hira  stand, 
,  aa  ha  atragglear  tighten  every  band, 
lift  the  heavy  ap^r,  with  thjeatening  haod^ 
1  pt^rre  the  ^tim,  fhonld  he  strife  to  rise* 

O,  whsi  that  wTong'd  apmt  of  our  race, 
toll  linakjH  soon  he  must,  his  long^wom  chainSi 
leap  in  fl^iedom  from  his  prison-place^ 
snl  of  hii  ancient  hiJla  and  fruitful  plolnit, 
liiiu  nnt  rt!<e.  Like  these  mad  windi  of  air, 
rasLe  the  lovelinen  that  time  could  spare^ 
lU  the  evth  with  wo,  and  hlot  her  fair 
MMW»illl  hi  t  aat with  blood  from  human  mua. 


But  may  he,  like  the  sprlng^mei  come  abmadt 

Who  cTumblea  winter's  gyves  with  gentle  might, 
When  in  tho  genial  brecie,  the  breath  of  Gofi, 

Come  spouting  up  the  unseafd  springs  to  light; 

Flowers  start  from  their  dark  prisons  at  bta  jeet. 

The  woods,  long  dumb,  awake  to  hymning^  s^^rcl. 

And  mom  iind  ctc,  whoasegJimramngstalmrjstmept, 

Crowd  back  to  narrow  bouuds  the  ancient  night 


OH  MOTHER  OF  A  MIGHTY  RACE ! 

Ob  mother  of  a  mighty  nuxt 

Yet  lovely  in  thy  youtbfui  grace ! 
The  rider  daraeii,  thy  haughty  peers, 
Admire  nnd  hate  thy  blooming  yeara^ 

With  word**  of  sliame 
And  tauuts  of  sconx  thi^y  join  thy  name» 

For  on  thy  cheeka  the  g7ow  is  Kpreiid 
That  tuit*  the  mo  ruing  bills  with  red  ; 
l^hy  step — the  wild  deer's  rustling  feet 
\frUhin  thy  wooi^s.  are  not  more  fleet; 

Thy  hijpefnl  eye 
Is  bright  a4  lliine  ov^n  sunny  sky. 

Ay,  let  ihrni  rail — those  hauglity  oni»s — 
While  safe  thou  d  we  I  lest  with  thy  son  a, 
They  do  not  know  bow  Tovlh!  thou  art- 
How  many  a  fond  and  fearless  heart 

Would  riNO  to  throw 
Its  life  between  tlvce  and  the  foe  f 

They  know  not,  in  their  hate  and  pride, 
What  virtues  with  thy  children  bide ; 
Ho\v  Iruf,  h4jw  gnml,  thy  graceful  msidB 
Make  bright,  like  flowers,  the  valley  shades; 

What  generous  men 
Spring,  like  thine  oakp,  by  hill  and  gTen : 

What  cordial  welcome*  greet  the  guest 
By  the  lone  rivers  of  the  xvcst ; 
How  fatth  is  kept  and  truth  revered. 
And  man  ia  lotrd,  and  Gnn  m  £(^ar'd, 

In  wolZHlland  homesv 
And  where  the  solemn  oci^bii  foams  I 

There's  freedom  at  thy  gates,  and  rest 
Tot  earth'i  down-trvidden  and  oppresa'd, 
A  shelter  for  the  Imntcd  head. 
For  the  Klarved  labourer  toil  snd  bread. 

Power,  at  thy  tiounds, 
Stops  and  ca'.U  back  hi4  baffled  hounds. 

Oh,  fair  young  mother  \  on  thy  brow 
Bhail  sit  a  i>obler  grace  than  now. 
Deep  in  the  bri^jhtneas  of  thy  skiea 
The  thronging  year^  in  glory  riae^ 

And,  an  Ihey  fleet. 
Drop  strength  and  riches  st  thy  feet.  • 

Thin<!  eye,  with  every  coming  honr, 
Bhalt  brighten,  and  thy  form  nhsll  tower : 
And  when  thy  siatera,  elder  horn. 
Would  brand  thy  name  witli  words  of  scorn. 

Before  thine  eye. 
Upon  their  lips  the  taunt  shall  die  I 
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SONG  OF  MARION'S  MEN. 

OuB  band  is  few,  but  trae  and  tried. 

Our  leader  frank  and  bold ; 
The  British  soldier  trembles 

When  Mariox's  name  b  told. 
Our  fortress  is  the  good  green  wood, 

Our  tent  the  cypress  tree ; 
We  know  the  forest  roiuid  us, 

As  seamen  know  the  sea. 
We  know  its  walls  of  thorny  vines, 

Its  glades  of  rccdy  grass, 
Its  safe  and  silent  islands 

Within  the  dark  morass. 

Wo  to  the  English  soldiery 

That  little  dread  us  near! 
On  them  shall  light  at  midnight 

A  strange  and  sudden  fear: 
When,  waking  to  their  tents  on  fire, 

They  grasp  their  arms  in  vain. 
And  they  who  stand  to  &jce  ua 

Are  beat  to  earth  again; 
And  they  who  fly  in  terror  deem 

A  mighty  host  behind, 
And  hear  the  tramp  of  thousands 

Upon  the  hollow  wind. 

Then  sweet  the  hour  that  brings  release 

From  danger  and  from  toil : 
We  talk  the  battle  over, 

And  share  the  battle's  spoiL 
The  woodland  rings  with  laugh  and  shout, 

As  if  a  hunt  were  up. 
And  woodland  flowers  are  gathered 

To  crown  the  soldier's  cup. 
With  merry  songs  we  mock  the  wind 

That  in  the  pine-top  grieves. 
And  slumber  long  and  sweetly. 

On  beds  of  oaken  leaves. 

Well  knows  the  fair  and  friendly  moon 

The  band  that  Marion  leads — 
The  glitter  of  their  rifles. 

The  sc-ampering  of  their  steeds. 
T  is  life  to  guide  the  fiery  barb 

Across  the  mi>onlight  plain ; 
'T  is  life  to  feel  the  night-wind 

That  lifts  his  tossing  mane. 
A  moment  in  the  British  camp— 

A  moment — and  away 
Bark  to  the  pathless  forest. 

Before  the  |)cep  of  day. 

Gnive  men  there  are  by  broad  Santee, 

Grave  men  with  hoary  hairs. 
Their  hearts  are  all  with  Mabiox, 

For  Marioit  are  their  prayers. 
And  lovely  ladies  greet  our  band 

WiUi  kindliest  welcoming, 
With  smiles  like  those  of  summer. 

And  tears  like  those  of  spring. 
For  them  wo  wear  these  trusty  arms. 

And  lay  them  down  no  more. 
Till  we  have  driven  the  Briton 

Forever  from  our  shore. 


TO  THE  FAST. 

Thoa  unrelenting  Plat ! 
Strong  are  the  barrien  round  tfay  duk 

And  fetters,  sore  and  &st. 
Hold  all  that  enter  thy  nnbreathing  reign. 

Far  in  thy  realm  withdrawn, 
j  Old  empires  sit  in  suUenness  and  gloom; 
And  glorious  ages  gone 
Lie  deep  within  the  shadow  of  thy  womb. 

Childhood,  with  all  its  mirth. 
Youth,  manhood,  age,  that  draws  us  to  the  gromid. 

And  last,  man's  life  on  earth, 
Glide  to  thy  dim  dominions,  and  are  bound. 

Thou  hast  my  better  years. 
Thou  hast  my  earlier  friends — the  good — ^thekind, 

Yielded  to  thee  with  tears— 
The  venerable  form — the  exalted  mind. 

My  spirit  yearns  to  bring 
The  lost  ones  back — ^yearns  with  desire  intense^ 

And  stniggles  hard  to  wring 
Thy  bolts  apart,  and  pluck  thy  captives  thoioe. 

In  vain — thy  gates  deny 
All  passage,  save  to  those  who  hence  depart; 

Nor  to  the  streaming  eye 
Thou  givest  them  back — ^nor  to  the  broken  hsiii 

In  thy  abysses  hide 
Beauty  and  excellence  unknown — to  thee 

Earth's  wonder  and  her  pride 
Are  gather'd,  as  the  waters  to  the  sea. 

Labours  of  g^ood  to  man, 
Unpublish'd  charity — ^unbroken  ftith— 

Love,  that  midst  grief  began. 
And  grew  with  years,  and  fidter'd  not  in  deedi. 

Full  many  a  mighty  name 
Lmks  in  thy  depths,  unntter'd,  uuevered ; 

With  thee  are  silent  fame, 
Forgotten  arts,  and  wisdom  dlMppear'd. 

Thine,  for  a  space,  are  they — 
Yet  shalt  thou  yield  thy  treasures  ap  at  lait ; 

Thy  gates  shall  yet  give  way, 
Thy  bolu  shall  fall,  inexoraUe  Past ! 

All  that  of  good  and  fiur 
Has  gone  into  thy  womb,  from  earliest  tima, 

Shall  then  come  forth,  to  wear 
The  glory  and  the  beaaty  of  its  prime. 

Thej  have  not  perish'd— no ! 
Kind  words,  remember  d  voices,  onoe  to  ewwC, 

Smiles,  radiant  long  ago. 
And  features,  the  great  sonl's  apparent  aeat; 

All  shall  come  back,  each  tie 
Of  pure  afiection  diall  be  knit  again; 

Alone  shall  evil  die. 
And  sorrow  dwell  a  prisoner  in  Uiy  nign. 

And  then  shall  I  behold 
Him,  by  whose  kind  patenud  aide  I 

And  her,  who,  atill  and  eold, 
Fills  the  next  gntva    the  beautiiQl  and 


WILLIAM   CULLEN  BEYANT* 


IT7 


THE  BUNTEE  OF  THE  PRAIRIES. 

At,  tlii«  ii  ^«edi)m ! — them  pure  Aitm 

Were  bcvrr  Bloin'd  with  ^dil«g«  ctDOke: 
Thf  frvgimnt  wind,  that  through  them  flies, 

U  bn«thiU  (torn.  wtJiU^  by  pbugh  tmbroke. 
Hcrt,  with  mj  rifle  and  my  Blecd> 

And  her  wha  left  the  world  far  me, 
1  pknt  K»e,  where  the  led  deer  feed 

[n  the  gnieii  dcwrt — ftml  am  &Mk 

Fdr  hem  the  &ir  AifiiiiTias  kncnr 

No  bairiera  in  the  bloomf  grmn ; 
Wherever  breete  of  bearen  ro*j[  blow, 

Of  bpttm  of  h^ten  mvy  glimce,  I  jtoss^ 
In  pa^nKSf  RieBaaT«lesa  as  ajti 

The  blsoii  li  my  noble  game ; 
The  bounding  ctk,  wbo«  nntlen  tear 

The  btmnch^a,  ialh  before  my  kucu 

Miii«  ere  the  riTcr^row]  that  vcream 

Trom  the  long  stripe  of  waving  eedgo ; 
Tb«  htmr,  thAl  marks  my  wtnponV  gleam, 

Hides  Txinly  m  the  fore^'fl  edge; 
Ie  T*iii  the  *bo-wolf  itandft  at  bay  i 

The  tended  catatnouiit,  that  liea 
Hifti  in  the  baugbi  U>  watch  hl«  pT«y, 

Etbo  in  the  aii,  of  springing,  djea. 

With  what  ^M  growth  the  etm  and  plane 

Flmf  their  huge  vnm  of roan  my  way, 
Qmy,  old,  ant)  c^mbf?r*d  with  a  train 

Of  viiiAt  as  hugiE,  and  oLi  and  gray ! 
Fni»  (iTay  ih*  Incid  ^trmins,  and  find 

Na  faint  in  these  frtah  Uwn»  and  sbadefl ; 
Ttm  apring  the  flowera  that  >cetit  the  wind 

Wb«re  nerer  Hrfthe  haa  swept  the  gladea* 

AlofM  lh«  fir«,  when  froaCwmda  aere 

The  betfy  herbage  of  the  ground, 
Galhera  hi*  mnnual  barrect  here. 

With  roaring  tike  the  battle's  «oudJ, 
And  hurry in|:  flamn  that  sweep  the  ptvaUf 

And  aa)okep«bvama  f^nsbing  up  the  sky ; 
I  taeet  the  flames  with  £Iiime«  again^ 

And  St  my  door  they  cower  and  di^i. 

Here,  fi^m  dim  woods,  the  aged  paat 

Speaka  fokmnly;  and  I  behold 
The  bcmndlwH  futnre  in  the  Tait 

And  lonely  riTer,  acnward  rolfd* 
Who  <eed«  it*  IbttnU  with  rain  and  dew  ! 

Who  mofe#,  I  aak.  ite  gHding  masaf 
Anil  trains  the  bordering  vines,  whose  blue. 

Bright  doatets  tempC  me  aa  t  pan  T 

Broad  at?  theae  ctreama — my  steed  oheytf 

Plon^wu  and  beam  me  throtigb  the  tide* 
WyAt  mi*  these  woods^^F  thread  the  maie 

Of  pant  stems,  nor  ask  a  gnidc, 
I  httnit  till  d»f 's  bat  glimmer  diea 

Ctm  woody  nle  and  gnutiy  height ; 
And  Had  Che  f«ce,  and  glad  the  ejrea 

That  wek'Oine  oiy  return  al  night. 


AFTER  A  TEMPEST. 

Taa  day  had  been  a  d&y  of  wind  and  storm;- — 

The  wind  was  laid,  tbt^  storm  wiui  over^iast, — 
And,  etooping  from  the  jx^nilh,  bright  and  warm 

Shone  the  gn^t  son  on  the  wide  eartli  at  laat. 

I  Blood  nj*on  the  upland  sJope,  and  ca*l 
My  eye  upon  a  broad  and  be«utouu9  srcne, 

Where  iho  vojit  plain  lay  girt  by  mounhiijui  Taitp 
And  liilla  o*er  hill*  lifted  their  heads  of  pr»'*;ri. 
With  plea^eant  talea  scooped  out  and  villngps  b«^ 
twecn. 

The  tain-dropa  g!iaten*d  on  tlii^  trecti  around » 

Whose  ahfldowfion  the  tail  gra^wi  vttre  Tjot  irfirr*d, 
SaTe  when  n  shower  of  dismonda  to  the  gTY^nnd 

Was  shaken  by  the  flight  of  startled  liird  ; 

For  hirda  were  warbling  round,  and  hr««  were 
About  the  flower* ;  the  cheerful  rivulet  sung  [bc«rd 

And  gO!i«itp*d,  as  he  hasti^n'd  ocenn>ward ; 
To  the  gray  oak  the  squirrel,  chiding,  clung. 
And  durping  from  the  ground  tlie  graast^opper 
upapning- 

And  from  beneath  the  leaves  that  kepi  lb  em  dry 
Flew  many  a  glittering  insect  her4?  and  Ihf^i 

And  darted  up  and  down  the  butUrfly, 
That  aeemM  a  living  bloftsom  of  the  air. 
The  flock*  came  scattering  from  the  thicket,  where 

The  violent  rain  had  pent  tliem  ;  in  the  wajr 
Stroll'd  groups  of  damseb  frolicsome  and  fair ; 

The  farmer  swung  the  scylhe  or  tum'd  the  hay. 

And  Hwiit  the  be^vy  awatbs  his  children  were  at 
play, 

ft  waa  a  wene  of  peace— and,  like  a  apell, 
]>id  that  serene  and  golden  sunlight  Imll 

Upon  the  motionless  wood  that  clothed  tlie  Mt 
And  precipice  npspringing  like  a  wall. 
And  glapsy  river  and  white  waterfall, 

And  happy  Uving  thingit  thai  trod  the  bright 
And  beauteous  scene ;  while  far  beyond  them  a!l» 

On  many  a  lovely  vaUevt  out  of  sight, 

Was  pourM  from  the  blue  heavens  the  same  soft, 
golden  light* 

I  look'd,  and  thought  the  quiet  of  the  flcene 

An  emblem  of  the  peace  that  yet  shall  be, 
When,  o'er  eaith'a  continenta  and  tales  betwe^-n. 

The  noLse  of  war  ehatl  reiiso  &om  eea  to  sea. 

And  married  nations  dwell  in  hannony ; 
When  milliona,  crouching  in  the  duiit  to  one, 

No  more  shall  beg  their  lives  on  bended  knee, 
Nor  the  black  stake  be  drese'd,  nor  in  the  sun 
The  oWUbour'd  captive  toil,  and  wish  hU  life  were 
done. 

Too  long,  nt  clash  of  arms  amid  her  bowefa 
And  pools  of  blood,  the  earth  has  stood  aghast^ 

The  fair  earthy  that  should  only  blush  with  flow  era 
And  ruddy  ItuiU ;  but  not  for  aye  ran  last 
The  storm,  and  sweet  (lie  sunsbme  when  *t  i«  piint. 

Lo,  the  clouds  roll  away— they  break-^tbey  fly. 
And,  like  the  glorious  light  i*f  summer,  mst 

O'er  the  wide  landacapo^  fiom  the  ejnhracini;  sky. 

On  alt  the  peaceful  world  the  amile  of  h»«vi»u 
ahaU  lie. 
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THE  RIVULET. 

TsTB  Iitd«  rill  thfitf  fh>m  the  sprhiga 
Of  jonder  gtwe,  iU  carrent  bringi^ 
Ptsija  on  the  slope  &  while,  uui  thjoa 
Goeir  pimtULELg^  into  groves  again, 
Oft  lo  iU  warbling  waten  drew 
My  little  feet,  wlien  life  w«a  nefW# 
When  wckhI*  in  early  green  wftfs  dreoi'd. 
And  from  the  ehunbem  of  the  west 
The  wa/mer  breezes,  trareUmg  outu 
13reathed  the  ni^wfl<;ent  of  ftowere  about, 
My  truiLiit  «te-[}B  frota  home  would  stimy, 
Upon  its  prasay  aids  to  play, 
Liii  the  brown  thra»her'«  venial  hymn. 
And  crop  the  violet  on  ita  brim, 
Wilh  blooming  cheek  and  open  braw, 
Af  young  and  g&y^  iweet  nil^  u  Ibou* 

AnJ  when  Ihe  days  of  boyhood  came^ 
And  I  had  grown  in  love  with  (kme^ 
Didy  I  sought  thy  bankB,  and  tried 
My  firat  rude  numbers  by  thy  aide* 
Wofdi  cannot  tell  how  bright  and  gay 
The  seenea  of  life  before  me  lay. 
Then  gloriouH  hop«8^  that  now  to  «peflk 
Would  bring  the  btood  into  my  cheek, 
Fai^'d  o*er  me ;  and  I  wrote,  on  high, 
A  nime  I  deem'd  ahould  never  die. 

Yean  change  thee  not.     Upon  jtm  IuH 
The  tall  oM  maples,  verdani  atilt, 
Yet  tell^  tn  grandeur  of  decay, 
How  iwift  the  yean  have  pa«'d  nway^ 
8in£e  first,  a  child,  and  balf-a&aidt 
I  wander'd  in  Ihe  forest  shade. 
Thon,  ever-joyoo*  rivulet, 
Dost  dimpLet  leap,  and  prattle  yet ; 
And  sporting  with  the  sands  that  pava 
The  windings  of  thy  silvef  wavei, 
And  dancing  to  thy  own  witd  chims, 
Thoti  bygheat  at  the  lapse  of  tim«. 
The  same  sweet  s>ounds  are  in  my  ear 
My  early  diiUhogd  loved  lo  hear ; 
As  pure  thy  Ibnpid  waters  run, 
As  bright  they  sparkle  lo  the  sun ; 
As  fre«h  and  tliick  the  bending  raidu 
Of  herbs  that  line  thy  ooxy  banks ; 
The  violet  there,  in  soft  May  dew, 
Comes  up,  as  modest  and  as  blue ; 
Ah  green  amtd  thy  current**  stress, 
PloaU  the  acsjee-rooieil  water-CTeas ; 
And  thr»  brown  inround<^bird,  ia  thy  gten, 
8ti1|  cnirps  as  merrily  aa  the^. 

TThou  changeAt  not — but  I  am  ehangedt 
Since  first  thy  pleai^nt  bonka  I  ranged ; 
And  the  grave  atmttger*  eome  to  aei 
The  pUy>pW«  of  his  infancy, 
Hss  acarce  a  single  trac*  of  him 
Who  imported  once  upon  thy  brim. 
The  visions  of  my  youth  are  paM — ^ 
Too  bnght,  too  beautiful  to  lasU 
I  \e  tried  the  world— 4l  wean  no  more 
The  colouring  of  romance  it  wore. 
Yet  weU  haa  Nattite  kept  the  truth 
flhe  promised  to  mj  eatii«st  youih : 


Tlia  fidhant  beauty,  ibed  ^fafiiad 
On  all  the  glorious  wodts  of  Ooo, 
Shows  freahly,  to  my  sobered  cjOt 
Eaxdi  ehartn  it  wore  In  days  gene  hf* 

A  few  brief  yeiaii  shall  pM#  «wmy» 
And  I»  all  trembling,  weak,  and  gray, 
Bow'd  to  the  earth,  wbi^^h  WEiita  to  fold 
My  uhes  in  the  embraring'  mouldy 
(If  haply  the  dark  will  of  fate 
Indulge  my  life  so  lonjg  a  date,] 
May  come  for  tike  last  time  to  Itxik 
Upon  my  childhood*s  favourite  broak* 
Then  dimly  on  my  eye  shall  gleam 
The  sparkle  of  thy  danemg  stream  ; 
And  Kiintlf  on  my  ear  shall  lall 
Tliy  prattling  curjent^a  merrjcall; 
Yet  shalt  thou  flow  as  glad  and  bright 
As  when  thou  mct^st  my  infant  sight. 

And  T  shall  sleep— and  on  thy  rndt^ 
As  agea  aRer  agea  glide. 
Children  their  early  sporta  shall  try. 
And  pose  to  hoary  ag^^  and  die. 
But  thou,  unchanged  from  year  to  year, 
Gayly  ehalt  play  and  glitter  hen ; 
Amid  yonng  flowera  and  tender  fT«« 
Thy  endless  infancy  shalt  paas; 
And,  singing  down  tby  narrow  gteo, 
Shalt  mock  the  fiding  raea  of  meiu 


JUNE. 

I  QAsan  upon  the  gloiiona  sky 

And  the  green  mountains  ronnd; 
And  thought,  that  when  [  cama  to  iio 

Within  the  sUent  ground* 
n^were  pleasant,  that  in  flowety  Jun^ 
When  brooks  scut  up  a  cheerful  tun^ 

And  groves  a  joyous  sound. 
The  sexton's  band,  my  grave  to  make. 
The  rich,  green  mounttun  tuif  abouJd  hntkt 

A  cell  within  th<^  fn>zen  mould, 
A  coffin  borne  through  sleet. 

And  icy  clods  abfjvo  it  rolPd^ 

While  fierce  the  tcmpeata  heal — 

Away!— I  will  not  think  of  these — - 

Blue  be  the  sky  and  soft  the  bTeese, 
Earth  green  beneath  the  feet. 

And  be  the  damp  mould  gently  pF^d 

Into  my  narrow  place  of  iwt* 

There,  tkrongh  the  long,  toog-  shhumt 

The  golden  light  should  lie, 
And  thick,  young  herbs  and  groups  of 

Btand  in  their  beauty  by* 
The  orioSe  should  build  and  tell 
His  love^tate,  close  besida  my  caH; 

The  idle  buttj'rfly 
Should  rest  him  theriv  and  there  be  beard 
The  houBewifo-bee  and  hamming  bird. 

And  what,  if  cheerful  ehoata,  at  noon. 

Come,  from  the  village  sent. 
Or  songs  of  maiiK  beneath  the  mooa^ 

With  fairy  Isugfater  blent! 
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And  whAt  if ,  in  th«  ef^ninf^  ligbl» 
B«£rotlied  la¥ei«  w«flc  in  sigtit 

or  ttiy  tour  tnoiiumenil 
t  woald  the  toreij  «a?ne  aroiiad 
Migl^t  know  no  aaiidcr  iight  nor  «mnd. 

I  know,  E  knoff  I  fthi^uld  not  »ee 
Thft  WMon'*  gloiiout  «howT 

Ni>c  would  its  biighlnisii  «hinG  for  tne, 
Nof  itii  wild  aiiuic  0ow ; 

Tbt  friends  f  lore  should  comv  to  weep^ 

Tlicj  mijilii  not  hiwtc  to  ^o^ 
Bofl  air^  imd  Min^T  ftui!  Light,  and  bloom 
ShouM  keep  Ihcm  Itni^dng  bj  mj  toenb. 

TlhMe  t«  their  «o0ien'd  hearta  should  bear 

Th^  thmigbt  of  what  h^  be^n^ 
And  tpetkk  of  one  who  ouuiot  fthnre 

Thu  ^JftdncM  of  the  ««nc  ; 
Whoftc  pail  tn  all  tht-  pomp  that  fills 
Th«  cijtuit  of  the  Bnmmer  hilUi 
I»^th*t  (iiB  grave  h  green ; 
And  df«plT  would  ihsiT  heaita  rejoice 
To  bc»r,  agmn,  ha  li^inf  Toice. 


TO  THE  EVENING  WIND. 

8n  atr  that  bt«ath«t  through  mj  Imttii^,  tliou 
Thai  f^Vi^  the  twUighl  of  ihe  fidtry  day ! 

Gfililu%  Sowi  ttij  freihneis  round  mj  brow ; 
TkOD  Iklflt  heen  out  upon  the  dwp  at  playr 

Ufaf  wB  daj  th«  wild  blue  wav^a  tUl  now, 
Ibi^lllfnmf  theif  otala^  azui  acatXering  high 
thrir  *pray. 

And  welling  the  white  nlL     I  welcome  theo 

To  ^fl  icof^h*d  land,  thou  wanderer  of  the  aea ! 


rc<ir  I  alone^ — a  thoii»nd  Kwomfl  round 
Inhale  th£«  In  the  fijlneH  of  delight; 

And  lanj^id  forms  riae  tip,  and  pulira  boand 
Livdief,  at  coiniQf  of  tite  wmd  of  night ; 

Aad  bnfwiihhlg  to  lu^r  thy  wpkomc  aoiind^ 
Itwrn  I]|«  T««l  inland,  •tjfietcU'd  beyond  the  sight. 

Go  £brth<  into  the  g^tJi«ring  shade  ;  go  forth, — 

GfftiV  bldning  hmthed  upon  the  fainting  earth  i 

O^  tack  ^tm  litUe  wood-btrd  in  hiii  ne«t. 

Curl  the  itill  water*,  bright  with  stare,  and  foiuo 

The  widCi  old  wood  5«m  his  majeiitic  i-Hit, 
Susuiioiiinirr  Troin  the  mnumi'^rable  bought 

lllo  4raii(«T  deep  harmonies  that  haunt  hi«  brva^t: 
Pleaaani  shall  be  thy  way  where  mi>cklj  bow« 

Tht  shutting  flower,  and  darltlin^  waters  paair 

And  nh^f«  the  o'embadowing  branchea  ffweep  the 


9toop  o*CT  the  f  la«  of  grat-fti,  and  softly  awiy 
T^e  in^bin^  hf^rbaj^e  by  the  gleaming  stone ; 

That  they  who  near  the  rhurrhynfii  willows  stiaj. 
And  lik^ti  in  (he  deepening  gloom,  alone, 

Hay  thinii  of  gvntle  aouli  that  paiw'd  Hway, 
LQtift  4^  fmrK  fanHih,  into  the  vast  unknown^ 

Sont  failb  finmi  heaven  among  the  sons  of  ment 

AJld  Bone  into  tha  bou&dkas  b^reo  again. 


The  faint  old  man  shall  lean  hia  diver  head 
To  feel  thee ;  thou  sbalt  ki«s  Ihc  child  asl^p, 

And  dry  the  moistenM  curh  that  ovcnrpread 
Hia  temptea,  whife  his  breathing  grows  more 
deep; 

And  xhvj  who  stand  ttbout  the  sick  man^s  bed, 
Shidl  joy  to  Uiiten  to  thy  diiitant  sw^i^pp 

And  softly  part  hia  eiiftains  to  allow 

Thj  nait,  grateful  to  hia  bitming  brow* 

Go — but  the  clrclo  of  elcmal  chanize» 

Which  is  the  life  of  nature,  ahalt  reatow^ 
With  «ounda  and  ^cerita  from  all  tby  tnighiy  nm?«, 

Thee  to  thy  birth-place  of  the  dc«?p  once  mo™ ; 
8wect  odoura  in  thp  flea*fiiT,  sweet  and  stmnge, 

Shall  t£ll  the  bonip-sick  marineT  of  tlie  *hare  j 
And,  liMening  to  thy  murmyr,  he  shall  di^m 
He  li«aia  the  rttatling  laaf  and  nmmng  Biream* 


LINES  ON  REVISITING  THE  COUNTRY, 


I  WTAWD  npon  my  natlire  hilk  again, 

Broadf  rounds  and  green^  that  in  the  summer  skj, 
With.gamitune  of  waving  gross  and  grain, 

Ofcbarda,  and  beechen  forests,  baaking  Uo, 
WTiile  deep  the  sunlcsw  glens  are  acoopM  between, 
Where  brawl  o*gt  shallow  beds  the  streams  unaeen* 

A  lisping  Toiras  and  glancing  eyes  are  near, 
And  ever  rmtleaa  feet  of  one,  who,  now, 

Gathera  the  bloikioms  of  her  fourth  bright  year; 
There  ptay«  a  glidnc«a  o*or  her  fair  young  brow, 

As  breaks  the  varied  acene  upon  her  sight, 

Uphea'vcd  snJ  epread  in  verJurc  and  in  ligh^ 

For  r  haTe  taught  her,  with  delighted  eye, 
^  To  gaaj  upon  the  mountaina,  to  behold. 
With  deep  alTection,  the  piirc,  ample  sJty, 
And  clouds  eJong  it*  blue  abyiisea  roU'd, 
To  love  the  aong  of  waters*  artd  to  hear 
The  nielody  of  winds  with  chartned  ear. 

Here,  I  have  Waped  the  ctty'^s  Etidtng  heat, 
It*  horrid  ROtmds,  and  m  poUuti^i  air; 

And  where  tlie  aeaaon^s  milder  fer%'Oura  beat. 
And  gale«t  that  it  weep  the  forcat  bordera,  bear 

The  iong  of  bin.1,  and  sound  of  running  strewn, 

Ata  come  a  while  to  wandef  and  to  dream. 

Ay,  Same  Ihy  fiercest  son  I  thou  canst  not  wake, 
In  this  pure  air,  the  plague  that  walks  unseen. 

The  maiio  leaf  and  the  msplo  bous^  hut  take. 
From  thy  strong  heala,  a  deeper,  gloeHiar  grt^n* 

The  mountain  windt  thai  faintn  not  m  thy  lay, 

Sweepe  Uve  blue  fltrcamfi  of  pestilence  away. 

The  mountain  wind  *  most  apiritnal  thirtg  of  all 
The  wtdo  earth  know*— when,  in  the  sultry 
time, 

He  stoops  him  from  hia  ^aat<  ecralean  hall. 
He  seems  the  breath  of  a  celejitial  clime ; 

As  if  from  heaven*?  wide-opf  n  galea  did  flow, 

Health  and  refreahment  on  the  world  below. 
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THE  OLD  MAN'S  COUNSEL. 

Among  our  hills  and  ralleys,  I  have  known 
Wise  and  grave  men,  who,  while  their  diligent 

hands 
Tended  or  gather*d  in  the  fruits  of  earth, 
Wore  reverent  learners  in  the  solemn  school 
Of  Nature.     Not  in  vain  to  them  were  sent 
Seed-time  and  har\'est,  or  the  vernal  shower 
That  darken^  the  brown  tilth,  or  snow  that  beat 
On  the  white  winter  hills.   Each  brought,  in  turn, 
Some  truth;  some  lesson  on  the  life  of  man, 
Or  recognition  of  the  Eternal  Mind, 
Who  veils  his  glory  with  the  elements. 

Dne  such  I  knew  long  since,  a  white-hair'd  man, 
Pithy  of  speech,  and  merry  when  he  would ; 
A.  genial  optimist,  who  daily  drew 
From  what  he  saw  his  quaint  moralities. 
Kindly  he  held  commimion,  though  so  old. 
With  me,  a  dreaming  boy,  and  taught  me  much, 
Tliat  books  tell  not,  and  I  shall  ne*er  forget 

The  sun  of  May  was  bright  in  middle  heaven. 
And  stecpM  the  sprouting  forests,  the  green  hills. 
And  emerald  wheat-fields,  in  his  yellow  light 
IJl>on  the  apple  tree,  where  rosy  buds 
Stood  clustered,  ready  to  burst  forth  in  bloom. 
The  robin  warbled  forth  his  full,  clear  note 
For  hours,  and  wearied  not   Within  the  woods. 
Whose  young  and  half-transparent  leaves  scarce 

cast 
A  shade,  gay  circles  of  anemones 
Danced  on  their  stalks;  the  shad-bush,  white  with 

flowers, 
Brighten'd  the  glens ;  the  new-leaved  butternut, 
And  quivering  poplar,  to  the  roving  breeze 
Gave  a  balsamic  fragrance.     In  the  fields, 
I  saw  the  pulses  of  the  gentle  wind 
On  the  young  grass.    My  heart  was  touch'd  with 

At  so  much  beauty,  flushing  every  hour 

Lito  a  fuller  beauty ;  but  my  friend. 

The  thoughtful  ancient,  standing  at  my  side, 

Gazed  on  it  mildly  sad.     I  askM  him  why. 

"  Well  may'st  thou  join  in  gladness,''  he  replied, 

**  With  the  glad  earth,  her  springing  plants  and 

flowers. 
And  this  soft  wind,  the  herald  of  the  green. 
Luxuriant  sunmier.    Thou  art  young,  like  them. 
And  well  mayst  thou  rejoice.   But  while  the  flight 
Of  seasons  fills  and  knits  thy  spreading  frame. 
It  withers  mine,  and  thins  my  hair,  and  dims 
These  eyes,  whose  fading  light  shall  soon  bo 

quenchM 
In  utter  daikness.    Hearest  thou  that  bird  V 

1  listen'd,  and  firom  midst  the  depth  of  woods 
Heard  the  low  signal  of  the  grouse,  that  wears 
A  sable  ruff  around  his  mottled  neck: 
Partridge  they  call  him  by  our  northern  streams. 
And  pheasant  by  the  Delaware.    He  beat 
Gainst  his  barr'd  sides  his  speckled  wings,  and 

made 
A  sound  like  distant  thunder;  slow  the  strokes 


At  first,  then  &at  and  &eter,  till  at  length 
They  paas'd  into  a  murmiir,  and  were  atilL 

"There  hast  thoo,"  said  my  friend,  •<«  fitting  type 
Of  human  life.    T  is  an  old  truth,  I  know. 
But  images  like  these  will  freshen  truth. 
Slow  pass  our  days  in  childhood,  eveiy  day 
Seems  like  a  century ;  rapidly  they  gUde 
In  manhood,  and  in  life's  decline  they  flj; 
Till  days  and  seasons  flit  before  the  mind 
As  flit  the  snow-flakes  in  a  winter  storm, 
Seen  rather  than  distinguish'd.    Ah!  I  aeon 
As  if  I  sat  within  a  helpless  baik. 
By  swiftly-running  waters  hurried  on 
To  shoot  some  mighty  chfL    Along  the  banka 
Grove  after  grove,  rock  after  frowning  rock. 
Bare  sands,  and  pleasant  homesteads;  flowny 

nooks. 
And  isles  and  whirlpools  in  Uie  stream,  appear 
Each  after  each;  but  the  devoted  skiff 
Darts  by  so  swiftly,  that  their  imagea 
Dwell  not  upon  the  mind,  or  only  dwell 
In  dim  confusion ;  &stor  yet  I  swe^ 
By  other  banks,  and  the  great  golf  is  near. 

«  Wisely,  my  son,  while  yet  thy  days  are  long^ 
And  this  fair  change  of  seasons  passes  skyw. 
Gather  and  treasure  up  the  good  they  yield-— 
All  that  they  teach  of  virtue,  of  pure  thoog^ita, 
And  kind  affections,  reverence  for  thy  Gon, 
And  for  thy  brethren ;  so,  when  thou  shall  coma 
Into  these  barren  years  that  fleet  away 
Before  their  fruits  are  ripe,  thou  mayst  not  faring 
A  mind  unfumish'd,  and  a  wither'd  heart." 

Long  since  that  white-hair'd  ancient  Blept^-4mt 

still, 
When  the  red  flower-buds  crowd  the  orchard 

bough. 
And  the  ruff'd  grouse  is  drumming  fiur  within 
The  woods,  his  venerable  form  again 
Is  at  my  side,  his  voice  is  in  my  ear. 


AN  EVENING  REVERIE.* 

Thk  summer  day  has  closed — ^the  son  ia  aet: 
Well  have  they  done  their  oflice,  those  bright  haax9. 
The  latest  of  whose  train  goes  softly  out 
In  the  red  west  The  green  blade  of  the  gnmnd 
Has  risen,  and  herds  have  cropp'd  it;  the  young 

twig 
Has  sprosd  its  plaited  tissues  to  the  sun; 
Flowers  of  the  garden  and  the  waste  have  blown. 
And  wither'd ;  seeds  have  fallen  upon  the  soil 
From  bursting  cells,  and  in  their  graves  await 
Their  resurrection.     Insects  from  the  pools 
Have  flird  the  air  a  while  with  humming  winga, 
That  now  are  still  forever;  painted  moths 
Have  wander'd  the  blue  sky,  and  died  again; 
The  mother-bird  hath  broken,  for  her  brood 
Their  prison-shells,  or  shoved  them  from  the  neil^ 
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Ptuateil  lot  ihdr  eurlksi  Eight   to  bdght  alcov«% 
In  voodlu)d  cottages  with  Wky  walK 
ta  aouotiM  celb  of  the  tumultuoUE  town, 

I  htve  clasp'd  with  joj  the  nvw-bom  hnbe* 
y  by  the  butly  forest,  by  the  Bhore 
Of  m«n  anil  of  ix«an,  by  the  waiyH 
Of  lh«  thraog'd  clty^  have  hecik  hoU(yw*d  mit. 
And  gird, tnd doted.  ThJ5i<ky  hath  parted  fncnds, 
That  ii«*«r  belbre  weto  paitrd;  it  haLli  knit 
New  trkeodaliipa ;  it  hath  eet^m  tho  nmdcn  plight 
Her  faith,  and  tmst  her  peace  to  him  who  long 
Hath  fiP<N>*d;  and  it  hath  heard,  rrom  Elps  which  bte 
Wen  doqtieat  of  tavv^  the  fuat  harah  word,. 
l%ai  laid  the  wedded  &ne  her  peace  wa»  down. 
Farvwcll  to  (he  sweet  euruhine  !     One  glad  day 
l«  addied  now  to  rhildhood'a  merry  day^ 
And  one  calm  day  to  tho«e  of  quiet  age, 
StilE  th^  fl«et  houra  run  oa;  and  aa  I  lean 
Amid  tli«  thickening  darknesa,  lamps  ar^  Ut 
Bj  Ihtfw  who  watch  th«  dead,  and  those  A'ha  twine 
WlBimtm  for  the  bride.    The  mother  from  thfi  eyoa 
Of  hm  rnxk  inJant  shades  the  painful  iight^ 
And  milj  U^fceDB  to  hU  qiiick^mwn  breath. 

O  thou  ^r«at  Movement  of  tho  nnivej^e. 
Or  Change,  or  Fhght  of  Time — ^for  ye  are  ooe  I 
Th«t  bcsr«att  aiteDtly,  thii  viaible  eeene 
loto  Ntght'i  ifasdoWf  and  the  atreatning  raja 
Of  starlight,  whither  art  thoo  beanag  mel 
I  §eel  (he  mighty  current  aweep  me  od^ 
Y€L  know  not  whither,    Man  fofetcUi  afar 
Ilia  «oiuice  of  the  stan ;  the  very  houjr 
H»  knofva  when  they  thall  darken  or  i^ow  bright: 
Tal  doth  1km  cclipae  of  aorrow  and  of  death 
CoQi  mfiifewmmed.    Who  ne^t,  ofthowj  I  love, 
QmU  pMi  fioni  life,  or,  tadder  yet  *hall  fall 
Tfvm  Ttrtwc  T     Strife  with  foea,  or  bUtcrer  atrife 
Wiih  fiienda,  or  ihame,  and   general  acorn  of 


Which,  who  can  hear ! — or  the  fierce  riuck  of  painp 

Lie  they  within  my  path  ?     Or  shall  the  yeara 

Pnjh  me^  with  »ft  and  inoSensive  paise, 

Into  the  «liUy  twilight  of  my  age? 

Or  do  the  portala  of  another  Hfe^ 

E»cn  now,  while  I  am  glor^inf  in  my  strength^ 

Impt^nd  ftronnd  me !     O !  beyond  that  bourne, 

In  the  vtKt  cycle  of  being,  which  begins 

At  that  brood  thrcaholdi  wilh  what  fairer  fonnf 

BhaiJ  the  ifre^it  taw  of  change  and  progteaa  clothe 

lu  wotkingsT  Gently ^-«o  have  good  men  tanght— 

Gently,  and  without  piefi  the  old  nhall  glide 

Into  the  new,  the  eternal  flow  of  thinga, 

Like  a  bright  mer  of  the  Selda  of  heaven, 

Sfa«U  joomey  onward  in  perpetual  peaee^ 


Hy>m  OF  THE  CITY. 


Not  In  th#  aolitiide 
Alone,  may  man  commnne  with  Heaven,  or  ae« 

Only  in  ioTage  wond 
And  ninny  vale,  the  pr«aent  Dei^ ; 

Of  only  bear  hii  voice  ^ 

Where  the  winda  vrhiiper  and  the  wavea  P^etoe.. 


£ven  here  do  I  behold 
Thy  «tepa>  Almighty! — here,  amidet  the  crowd 

Through  the  great  city  roll'd, 
With  everlasting  marmnr,  deep  and  loud — 

Choking  the  way»  that  wind 
'Mongii  the  proud  piles,  the  work  of  human  kind. 

Thy  golden  sunshine  cornea 
From  tlie  TQund  heevpn,  and  on  their  dwelHngis  Ilea, 

And  lights  their  inner  homea^ 
For  them  thou  filPit  with  air  the  unbounded  ekles, 

And  glveet  them  the  storee 
Of  ocean,  and  the  harvceta  of  ita  ehores. 

Thy  spirit  is  around^ 
Quickening  the  rt^rtleaa  miAR  that  aweepi  along; 

And  this  eternal  sound — 
Voices  and  footfalia  of  the  numherleas  tlirong*^ 

Like  tlie  resounding  sca, 
Or  like  tho  rainy  tempest,  apeaka  of  thee. 

And  when  the  hours  of  test 
Come,  Uke  a  cakn  upon  the  mid-aca  bnne, 

Hui^hing  its  billowy  breast — 
The  <jniet  of  that  moment,  too*  b  Ihme; 

It  hrenthea  of  Him  who  keeps 
The  voit  and  helpleae  city  while  it  sleeps. 


TO  A  WATERFOWL. 

Whithik,  'midiil  falling  dew, 
While  glow  the  heavens  with  the  lest  stepa  of  day, 
Far,  throuj^h  their  rosy  depths^,  dost  Ihou  pursue 

Thy  soliUry  way  J 

Tainly  the  fowter'a  eye 
Might  mark  thy  distant  flight  to  do  tbee  wrong, 
As,  darkly  painted  on  the  crimaon  sky, 

Thy  figure  floats  along, 

SeekNt  *hou  the  plaihy  brink 
Of  weedy  loke^  or  marge  of  river  wide, 
Or  where  the  rocking  billows  rise  and  sink 

On  tlie  chafed  ocean  sidel 


There  is  a  power  whose  care 
Teachea  thy  way  along  that  patlitea 
The  desert  and  ilUmilable  air, — 

Lone  wanderings  but  not  lost. 


All  day  thy  winga  have  fanuM, 
At  that  far  height*  the  cold,  tbin  atmofrpbere, 
Yet  fitoop  not,  weary,  to  the  welcome  land, 

Though  the  dark  night  ia  near. 

And  aoon  that  toil  tball  end ; 
Boon  shalt  thou  find  a  slimmer  home^  and  rest, 
And  scream  among  thy  fellows;  reed*  ih&ll  bend. 

Soon,  o*pr  thy  flheiter'd  newt 

Thou  *rt  gorie,  the  abyss  of  heaven 
Hath  *wfl!low*d  tip  iby  form;  vet,  on  my  heart 
Deeply  hath  snnk  thn  lesson  tliou  ha^  given, 

And  lihall  not  eoon  depart. 
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He  who,  from  zone  to  zone, 
Guides  through  the  boundleM  ricj  thy  certain  flighty 
In  the  long  way  that  I  most  trnd  alone, 

Will  lead  my  steps  arigfaL 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 

OiTCE  this  soft  turf^  this  rivulet's  sands. 
Were  trampled  by  a  hurrying  crowd. 

And  fiery  hearts  and  armed  hands 
Encountered  in  the  battlo-cloud. 

Ah !  never  shall  the  land  forget 

How  gush'd  the  lif&-blood  of  her  brave— 
Gush'd,  warm  with  hope  and  courage  yet, 

Upon  the  soil  they  fought  to  save. 

Now,  all  is  calm,  and  fresh,  and  still ; 

Alone  the  chirp  of  flitting  bird. 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill, 

And  bell  of  wandering  kine  are  heard. 

No  solemn  host  goes  trailing  by 

The  black-mouth'd  g^n  and  staggering  wain; 
Men  start  not  at  the  battle-cry ; 

O !  be  it  never  heard  again. 

Soon  rested  those  who  fought;  but  thou 
Who  minglest  in  the  harder  strife 

For  truths  which  men  receive  not  now. 
Thy  war£Bure  only  ends  with  life. 

A  friendless  warfare !  lingering  long 
Through  weary  day  and  weary  year. 

A  wild  and  many-weapon'd  throng 
Hang  on  thy  front,  and  flank,  a^  rear. 

Yet,  nerve  thy  spirit  to  the  proof. 
And  blench  not  at  thy  chosen  lot 

The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof, 
The  sago  may  frown — ^yet  fidnt  thou  not, 

Nor  heed  the  shafl  too  surely  cast. 
The  hissing,  stinging  bolt  of  scorn; 

For  with  thy  side  shall  dwell,  at  last. 
The  victory  of  endurance  bom. 

Truth,  crush'd  to  earth,  shall  rise  again: 
The  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers; 

But  Error,  wounded,  writhes  with  pain, 
And  dies  among  his  worshippers. 

Yea,  though  thou  lie  upon  the  dust. 
When  they  who  hclp'd  thee  flee  in  fear, 

Dio  full  of  hope  and  manly  trust, 
Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here. 

Another  hand  thy  sword  shall  wield. 

Another  hand  the  standard  wave, 
Till  from  the  trumpet's  mouth  is  peal'd 

The  blast  of  triumph  o'er  thy  grave. 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLOWER& 

Thx  mel^Beholy  days  an  ocndi^ 

The  saddeat  of  the  ytu. 
Of  wailing  winds,  tod  nakad  woo^ 

And  meadows  brown  and  sear. 
Heap'd  in  the  hoUowa  of  the  grove^ 

The  wither'd  laaves  lie  dead; 
They  rustle  to  the  eddymg  gnst. 

And  to  the  rabbit's  tread. 
The  robin  and  the  wren  are  fknrn. 

And  from  the  shrubs  the  jay. 
And  from  the  wood4q[>  caUs  the  cam. 

Through  all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  &ir  jonng  fioivenb 

That  lately  sprang  and  stood 
In  brighter  light  and  softer  aiia, 

A  beauteous  sisterhoodi 
Alas!  they  all  are  in  their  gnvaa; 

The  gentle  race  of  flowen 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds. 

With  the  fidr  and  good  of  oon. 
The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lis, 

But  the  cold  November  rain 
Calls  not,  from  out  the  gloomy  earth. 

The  lovely  ones  again. 

The  wind-flower  and  the  vi(deC, 

They  perish'd  long  ago, 
And  the  brier-rose  and  the  orchis  died. 

Amid  the  summer  glow ; 
But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod. 

And  the  aster  in  die  wood, 
And  the  yellow-  sun-flower  by  the  hrook 

In  autumn  beauty  stood. 
Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  dear,  eold  heaveii» 

As  £bl11s  the  plague  on  men, 
And  the  brightness  of  their  smile  was  gooe^ 

From  upland,  glade,  and  glen. 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm,  mild  da^, 

As  still  such  days  will  come^ 
To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee 

From  out  their  winter  home; 
When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts 

Though  all  the  trees  are  iiSU 
And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light 

The  watcn  of  the  lill, 
The  south  wind  searchea  for  the  flowen 

Whose  fragrance  late  he  bon, 
And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood 

And  by  tlie  stream  no  more. 

And  then  I  think  of  one  who  in 

Her  youthful  beauty  died, 
The  fair,  meek  blossom  that  grew  np 

And  faded  by  my  side; 
In  the  cold,  moist  earth  we  laid  her. 

When  the  forest  cast  the  leaf, 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lordy 

Should  have  a  life  so  brief: 
Yet  not  uiuneet  it  was  that  one. 

Like  that  young  fnend  of  oun. 
So  gentle  and  so  beautiful. 

Should  perish  with  the  floweAb 
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THB    FUTURE    LIFE* 


Hot  flluQ  r  kjnov*  thw  in  the  sphere  which  hssvpa 

Wbicn  till  of  thee  thiit  Utii^  could  wither  ^li^epa 
AAd  pcviabeB  udodij;  Lhe  dust  uve  tmstd  I 

F«  I  flhall  f^l  tke  wtmg  of  c4?«fleleM  jjftin 
If  thtTo  I  Qi«t  thj  gtistie  fjnsijnce  not; 

Hor  hc&r  the  toite  I  tove,  nor  read  agmn 
In  Ihy  itreneat  ejes  the  tender  thought 

WMJ  not  thy  orwn  meek  heart  dojjiarid  mo  there  7 

That  taittil  who«  Ibiiiik^  ihrutw  to  mo  were  ^  von  ! 
Mj  attiae  OQ  eartti  wwi  ever  in  thy  prayfiT, 

1  il  be  bftmafa'd  from  Ihy  tongue  in  heaven  1 


firuBied  by  hcaTen*i  IHe-brc^thixtgwind, 
hi  ihm  nafJktidKiifte  of  that  gtoHoui?  sphere, 
rfipunto  af  tLt:  ua&Hler'd  mind, 
Wilt  thou  fiifg^  the  love  that  jahid  mb  herc^; 

TW  low  flut  lived  through  alt  the  Btormj  piwt, 
Aod  lii«akly  with  my  haiihcr  nature  bore, 
"  r  ffew,  and  terHlerer  h^  tiie  last, — 

ftJi*U  it  expire  with  Ufe,  and  be  no  more  1 


A  llwpfinr  lot  tban  mine,  and  Uirgier  light, 

Awtil  lb«»  dwte  ;  for  th^u  hnet  liow'd  thy  will 

jftcfaaigfai  hotnagfi  to  th«  rule  of  ri^ht, 
Alid  lor«t  ail,  and  renJerest  good  for  IlL 

For  mb,  ihm  lOEdid  cuw  in  which  I  dvretl 
SMnk  and  ^osmtmf  tW  hmil  a^  heal  the  o^xiU ; 

A*d  winih  ban  h'ft  tl^  "c^r — that  fire  of  bell 
Mm  Ml  «la  frightfyl  aoar  a|u>n  my  aoul 

Td,,  ^ugh  Ihon  wrar'tf t  thA  glory  of  the  «kyi 
W^t  thou  not  k««p  thf?  pamc  hclDvcd  namer 

TV  9^istf  £ur  Ihoii^tttrul  hrciw,  and  genUe  ey«, 
Lo¥i:lier  in  heaii^n  a  swcvt  cliinatep  yvt  the  aamel 


dl  chofi  not  teadi  me  in  that  calmer  home 
Tbf  wiHlom  that  I  Leam'd  to  iil  m  thi^^ 
Thfl  wiadom  whif  h  it  tove^^lt  1  become 
Thy  fit  rompuii^ci  in  that  land  of  bUml 


TO  THE  FRINnED  GENTIAN. 

Taoc  bliMiom.  briffht  with  autumn  dew, 
And  eclotuM  with  tlt<*  h«*itvt*n'fl  own  hlue* 
That  0|a»#L  wlivd  ihff  qajct  light 
6«t«eMda  the  keen  and  fruitj  tiighl- 

ThtMi  «tifr»i*  not  when  lioleta  ban 

O'er  wifldarsng  hrooks  and  tpriTiifv  unaeenp 

fir  «Hk|im«lifkwa  in  pmrple  dre?w'()« 

N«t  o*er  the  giwind-JjirJ  *  hidtlen  nesL 

Th^iv  wmiteat  late,  and  conr^t  nJone, 
Whnx  wooda  are  bare  and  bird*  arc  flown, 
A  mi  frwt«  arwl  fhortj^ning  di>yA  portend 
ll>0  aged  year  k  tkcar  hia  ciuL 

Than  d<i&  thy  «w««t  aitd  quiet  «y« 
Lcmk  throufh  fta  fringe*  to  tlw  sky, 
Oloe-^-htue^aH  if  tlint  i4y  hi  fall 
A  0oTier  from  ita  cerulean  walL 


I  wanid  that  thua,  when  I  shall  sea 
The  hoar  of  death  draw  near  to  mA, 
Hoftf,  hlOi^oming  witbiii  ray  heart, 
May  look  to  b^avciu  li  I  depart. 


DH,  FAIREST  OF  THE  RURAL  MAIDS 

Oa,  foiivtA  of  the  TOral  maid^  I 
Thy  Inrth  was  in  the  forest  ahsdca; 
Green  boughs,  find  giimpw^  of  ihB  aky. 
Wore  uU  that  met  thy  infant  eye. 

Thy  EporU,  Ihy  wanderinga,  when  a  duld. 
Were  eTtr  in  the  iy  Ivan  will ; 
And  aU  the  hcauly  of  the  pltos 
Is  in  thy  heart  and  on  thy  f^a^ 

The  twilight  of  the  troea  and  Tocki 
Is  in  the  hgbt  shade  of  thy  locks  \ 
Thy  step  i«  i»  the  wind,  tliut  weavea 
Ita  playful  way  among  the  leaveai^ 

Thine  ey(»  ire  ftpiingw,  in  vthosc  serena 
And  silent  waters  heaven  is  seen ; 
Their  laches  are  the  herha  that  took 
On  their  young  JigUFCS  in  the  brook- 

The  forci^  dc^ptlui,  by  foot  unpnHs'di 
Are  not  more  sinless  than  thy  brea^; 
The  holy  pea^  that  fiik  the  air 
Of  thcM  calm  sohtudofl,  ia  there. 


^' 


■u 


THE  MAIDEN'S  SORROW. 

Sevis  long  yeari*  has  the  desert  ratn 
Dropped  on  the  cioda  that  hide  thy  face ; 

Sc^cn  long  years  of  sorrow  and  pain 
I  have  thought  of  thy  burial  place. 

Thought  of  thy  fdic  in  the  distant  west. 
Dying  with  none  that  lovej  thfe  near ; 

Tbvy  who  Hung  the  earth  on  thy  brea«t 
Tum*d  from  the  «pot  without  a  tear, 

Thnre»  I  think,  on  that  lonely  grave^ 
Violet  J  spring  in  the  soft  May  shower ; 

There  in  the  summ*'?r  hrecips  watc 
UriuLMn  phtoi  and  moccasin  flower* 

There  the  turtles  alight,  and  there 
Feeds  with  her  fawn  the  timkl  doe ; 

Tbere^  when  ttie  winter  woodft  are  bare. 
Walks  the  wolf  on  the  crackling  anow* 

Soon  wilt  thou  wipe  my  tears  away ; 

All  my  task  upon  earth  is  done ; 
My  \^o0T  Either,  old  and  gni}% 

Sluitibecs  beneatii  the  ehvmrh^aid  stode. 

In  the  dreams  of  niy  lonely  bed, 
E wr  tliy  form  bpforo  me  seerai ; 

All  night  long  1  talk  with  the  dead, 
All  day  long  I  think  of  my  dreatna 

TTii*  deep  wound  that  blecils  and  aicbet^ 
Tbifl  lon|f  pHin^  a  slec^plcas  pain — 

Wlu-n  the  Father  my  *yiirit  takes 
I  riiall  le«l  it  no  more  again. 


J 


CARLOS  WILCOX. 


(Bora,  ITMi    DM,  IW.} 


Ths  ancestors  of  Carlos  Wilcox  were  among 
the  early  emigrants  to  New  England.  His  father 
was  a  respectable  farmer  at  Newport,  New  Hamp- 
shire, where  the  poet  was  born,  on  the  twenty- 
second  day  of  October,  1794.  When  he  was  about 
four  years  old,  his  parents  removed  to  Orwell,  in 
Vermont;  and  there,  a  few  years  afU;rward,  he  ac- 
cidentally injured  himself  with  an  axe;  the  wound, 
for  want  of  cxire  or  skill,  was  not  healed ;  it  was  a 
cause  of  suffering  for  a  long  period,  and  of  lame- 
nes:!  during  his  life ;  it  made  him  a  minister  of 
religion,  and  a  poet 

Perceiving  that  this  accident  and  its  conse- 
quences unfitted  him  for  agricultural  pursuits,  his 
parents  resolved  to  give  him  a  liberal  education. 
When,  therefore,  he  was  thirteen  years  old,  he  was 
sent  to  an  ac^emy  at  Castleton ;  and  when  fifteen, 
to  the  college  at  Middlebury.  Here  he  became  re- 
ligious, and  determined  to  study  theology.  He 
won  the  respect  of  the  officers,  and  of  his  asso- 
ciates, by  the  mildness  of  his  temper,  the  gravity 
of  his  manners,  and  the  manliness  of  his  conduct ; 
and  he  was  distinguished  for  his  attainments  in 
languages  and  polite  letters. 

He  was  graduated  in  1813;  and  afler  spending 
a  few  months  with  a  maternal  uncle,  in  Georgia, 
he  entered  the  theological  school  at  Andover,  in 
Massachusetts.  He  had  not  been  there  long  when 
one  of  his  classmates  died,  and  he  was  chosen  by 
his  fellows  to  pronounce  a  funeral  oration.  The 
departed  student  was  loved  by  all  for  his  excellent 
qualities ;  but  by  none  more  than  by  Wilcox  ; 
and  the  tenderness  of  feeling,  and  the  purity  of 
diction  which  characterised  his  eulogy,  established 
his  reputation  for  genius  and  eloquence  in  the 
seminary. 

Wi  Lcox  had  at  this  time  few  associates;  he  was 
a  melancholy  man;  "I  walk  my  room,**  he  remarks, 
in  one  of  his  letters,  "with  my  hands  clasped  in 
anguish,  and  my  eyes  streaming  with  tears;*'  he 
complained  that  his  mind  was  unstrung,  relaxed 
ahnost  beyond  the  power  of  reaction ;  that  ho  had 
loHt  all  control  of  his  thoughts  and  affections,  and 
become  a  passive  slave  of  circumstances;  «I  feel 
borne  along.*'  he  says,  **  in  despairing  listlessness, 
guided  by  the  current  in  all  its  windings,  without 
resolution  to  raise  my  head  to  see  where  I  am,  or 
whither  I  am  going ;  the  roaring  of  a  cataract  before 
me  would  rather  lull  me  to  a  deeper  sleep  than 
rouse  me  to  an  effort  to  escape  destruction.'*  His 
sufferings  were  apparent  to  his  friends,  among 
whom  there  were  givings-out  concerning  an  un- 
requited passion,  or  the  faithlessness  of  one  whose 
hand  had  \feen  pledged  to  him ;  and  he  himself 
mentioned  to  some  who  were  his  confidants,  troubles 
of  a  ditTercnt  kind :  he  was  indebted  to  the  college 
faculty,  and  in  other  ways  embarrassed.  Whatever 
may  have  been  the  cause,  all  perceived  that  there 


was  something  preying  on  hii  mind ;  thit  he  vm 
ever  in  dejection. 

As  time  wore  on,  he  became  more  cheerful ;  he 
finished  the  regular  course  of  theological  studiee, 
in  1817,  and  in  the  following  qving  returned  to 
Vermont,  where  he  remained  a  year.  In  this  period 
he  began  the  poem,  in  which  he  hu  iong 

''Of  true  Benevolence,  Its  charms  dlTine. 
With  other  motives  to  call  forth  Its  power. 
And  Its  grand  triumphs." 

In  1819,  Wilcox  began  to  preach;  and  hiepRK> 
fessional  labours  were  constant,  for  a  year,  al  the 
end  of  which  time  his  health  fidled,  and  he  ae* 
cepted  an  invitation  from  a  friend  at  Salisbnij,  in 
Connecticut,  to  reside  at  his  house.  Here  1m  re- 
mained nearly  two  years,  reading  his  fiaToorita 
authors,  and  composing  «The  Age  of  Bcnev<^ 
lence.*'  The  first  book  was  pubUahrd  at  New 
Haven,  in  1822;  it  was  favourably  recerred  bj  the 
journals  and  by  the  public  He  intended  to  com- 
plete the  poem  in  five  books ;  the  second,  thiid, 
and  fourth,  were  left  by  him  when  he  died,  readj 
for  the  press;  but,  for  some  reason,  only  brief  finf- 
ments  of  them  have  been  printed. 

During  the  summer  of  1824,  Wncoz  devoted 
his  leisure  hours  to  the  composition  of  «  The  Re* 
ligion  of  Taste,**  a  poem  which  he  pronounced 
before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Societj  of  Yale  College; 
and  in  the  following  winter  he  was  ordained  as 
minister  of  the  North  Congregational  Chorch,  in 
Hartford.  He  soon  obtained  a  high  reputatioa  for 
eloquence ;  his  sermons  were  long,  prepared  widi 
great  care,  and  delivered  with  deep  feeling.  His 
labours  were  too  arduous ;  his  health  nqadly  de> 
clined;  and  in  the  summer  of  1826,  he  eoii|^ 
relief  in  relaxalion  and  traveL  He  visited  New 
York,  Philadelphia,  the  springs  of  l^tretoga,  and, 
for  the  last  time,  his  home  in  Vermont.  In  the 
autumn  he  returned  to  his  psrish,  where  he  r^ 
mained  until  the  spring,  when,  finding  himedf 
unable  to  perform  the  duties  of  his  oflke,  he  aent 
to  the  government  of  the  church  hii  resignation. 
It  was  reluctantly  accepted,  for  he  had  endcaied 
himself,  as  a  minister  and  a  msn,  to  all  who  knew 
him.  The  summer  of  1826  was  paand  at  New- 
port, Rhode  Island,  in  the  hope  that  the  sea-fareen 
and  bathing  in  the  surf  would  restore  his  health. 
He  was  disappointed ;  and  in  September,  he  viated 
the  White  Mountains,  in  New  Hampehire,  and 
afterward  went  to  Boston,  where  he  remained  se- 
veral weeks.  Finally,  near  the  end  of  December, 
he  received  an  invitation  to  preach  in  Danbuij.  in 
Connecticut  He  went  immediately  to  his  new 
parish,  and  during  the  winter  discharged  the  datieb 
of  his  profession  regulariy.  Bat  as  the  spring 
came  round,  his  strength  fidled ;  and  on  the  S7th 
of  May,  1827,  he  died. 


CARLOS    WILCOX, 


I8S 


"Hiere  U  mudi  ment  in  «ome  puaagc*  nf  the 
friS»>ciit  of  tb«  ■*  Ag«  of  Benevolence/'     Wiicox 
mm  fiouA.  ^atk-hcvited,  Mid  un&ffbcted  and  r«- 
E  in  hir  niaiiDjer*^     Thi?  genciml  ch*Jmclcr  of 


loTCJ-  of  natufo^  and  he  described  nirtt  vlglits  and 
Bounds  vrith  tingular  ck%me!«  and  liddily.  In  t}|» 
ethicai  and  narmtivc  pstrts  of  bis  poeins,  he  was  lev 
succegaful  tliaD  if)  Ihc  descriptive;  but  sn  earnctft- 
liesa  ATid  vimpUdty  pervaded  aU  dut  he  wrote. 


JS^W^'W^'^'MVw^'vi^Wi^v 


SPRING  IN  NEW  ENGLAND.' 
hm^m  «wq|ii  in  lirendung  tuin,  ioodd,  germft,  and 


,  m  Ae  toiidi  of  Tii^ifybg  beam& 
1  by  lh*ir  a^cyvI  force,  the  ntal  Ijmph 
f  e  raii*^  ftnd  i|>nwdft  o'er  wood  and  field 
A  ioad  of  irenlure,     Clodiifld,  in  one  fbort  w«ek, 
]«  iisfc4%)  X»tare  in  her  full  ftUir«. 
On  tb«  im  oom,  Uglai  a^  ui  apon  plakt 
li  iH  4q  woodkudp  flItM  with  iunbeam^,  pour*d 
7%m«s1^  *•  **ro  l®P«*  «n  yellow  leiive^  below, 
Willi  «i«Qf  MkHtiAnt  on  the  lai^u  HU  djvk 
WiUl  felligiowil  ibtiagf,  ntudioi^  all  within, 
lb  on*  4lMt  week  th«  orcbari  bads  and  bloooas ; 
AaI  aow,  wfaMi  sleep^d  m  d«w  or  gentle  ihowcri, 
b  jmUb  dia  puraal  twwtDiMi  to  the  breese, 
Or  alt  Ihfi  <nii4Qil  itm4M|iilMf«  ^ettimmm, 
Wmt  §tim  1^  juL^  kmvm  of  tctdd^  groirth, 
4°j  ^  ****^  8^**  "^  •Uwmu^g  gionod,  the  air, 
KK  wiBb  n  wfticTj  ^limmcnng',  rtpceivoi 
A  pllrfy  nxMilI,  ffihaled  by  warming  rayik 
&i^  ^f  lit  liMJil,  a^  atooil  ervry  hour, 
If «ir  futaa  to  m^  lfa«  amaie  of  the  groves, 
Aad  Moii  Hbe  lit««t  of  Ihc  fbath^d  train 
Al  «winific  twilight  f mne  ;  the  loncl j  &nip«^ 
CTfT  nMnhj  fidiU,  hi^h  iu  ilie  du^ky  air, 
lorvdUfV  bttt  with  faint,  tremulous  lonf?«, 

1 1    Bftvafiiif  Of  pkying  o'er  the  li*tcner*«  h^ad ; 

^      And,  In  mid  air,  the  ipcJrtivc  night-hawk,  wen 
Flytn^f  a  whlk  at  random,  tiUcrinj^  oft 
A  trh^tvftil  CTT,  alteitikd  with  a  «hakc 
Of  hrtl  ptnio&a,  dark,  but  when  upturned 
AgMIl**  the  brightneia  of  tho  we«lem  skj, 
0nm  iHytv  plume  ahowini^  in  the  nudit  of  each, 
Tlwn  Jkr  ibwn  divinf  with  a  hollow  ■outid ; 
Acid,  d«p  at  f  r»t  within  the  dijitiuit  wood, 
Tkm  wb^'foor-wij],  her  name  her  only  aon^. 
She,  aooB  m  ehUd/en  from  the  nm»y  ftport 
Of  wboofiitf,  ku^hinf .  taking  with  dl  tonesi 
mi«r  tbe  edioea  of  tht^^  «mpty  bam, 
All  t^  hrt  tOKe  diverted  and  held  mute, 
CoOMI  to  the  marpn  of  (he  nearest  grove ; 
And  when  the  twiii^t  docpenM  into  nigbt, 
CalTa  thf  m  within,  elo«e  to  the  hou$n  xbe  comei, 
AnJ  on  tu  dark  m6i%  haply  on  the  atep 
Of  unfW^uented  doof  Itjfhting  unieen, 
8nwk«  into  strains  articaJate  and  cle^r^ 
T%ft  doftin^  »metitfii9t  quirkeii*di  aa  in  aport. 
NoWk  animate  throai^hout,  &om  raom  to  eve 
AH  harmony t  af  tirity,  and  /oy, 
|»  loTely  Nature,  aa  in  bet  bleai'd  pnme* 
T^  rofcin  to  the  garden  or  green  yard, 

*  Till*  aM  ihB  fflur  Mio^tm§  Miracta  ira  tVoai  *'Tli« 


I    Cloae  to  thp  door,  repciira  to  build  agoin 
Within  her  wontt-id  tjpee ;  and  at  lu-r  work 
Boem^  douldy  hmy  for  her  pa*t  dolay. 
Along  the  aurfac^e  of  the  winding  ntftuim, 
PuFioing  cTciy  turn,  gay  awaUowa  akiidi 
Of  round  the  borders  of  the  apacioua  kwn 
Ply  in  repcaU'd  cirrle*.  tiling  o*vr 
Hillock  and  fence  with  motion  serpentina, 
Easy,  and  light.     One  Bnatcbea  from  the  groimil 
A  downy  fcatber,  and  then  upwart!  jcpring^, 
FoUow*d  by  other?,  but  oft  dropa  it  aoon, 
Tn  playful  motxl,  or  from  too  alight  a  hold, 
When  all  at  once  dart  at  tjje  fAUin^  jj^h^e. 
The  flippant  bhurkblrd,  with  Ught  yellow  cmwn, 
Hang!  fluttering  in  the  air,  and  chaltem  thi^k 
Till  her  breath  faiU,  when,  bP#*aLing  oir,  &he  dropa 
On  the  nejcl  txet',  and  on  ita  highest  limb 
Or  flome  tall  dag,  and  gently  rocking,  tits. 
Her  Btrain  repeating^     With  K>noro\u  notea 
Of  OYery  tone,  mix'd  in  eoufnaion  sweet. 
All  chanted  in  the  fulness  of  deli  gilt. 
The  fofeat  ringa ;  wbere,  far  around  eucbted 
With  buahy  aides,  and  covef'd  liigh  above 
With  foliage  thick,  aupported  by  bare  trunks. 
Like  pDkia  rising  to  support  a  roof, 
It  0oema  a  tcmpte  vast,  the  Hpaec  within 
Ring3  loud  and  cluar  with  thrilling  melody* 
Aj>iift.  but  near  the  choir,  with  voice  diatinct, 
Tile  merry  roocking-bLPd  together  linka 
In  one  continued  aong  their  different  noteit. 
Adding  new  life  and  sweetneas  to  them  alb 
Hid  under  shrubs,  lh€  Nquirr«l,  that  in  iietda 
Frequenta  the  stony  wall  and  briery  fcnc4j. 
Here  chirps  bo  abrUl,  that  human  feet  approach 
UnhfjirJ  till  ]u*t  upon  him,  when,  with  ciiea 
SudiJen  and  sharp,  be  darta  to  hia  letre^l 
Beneath  the  moKiy  hillock  or  aged  tree  j 
But  ofl  a  raomcnt  after  leappears. 
First  peeping  out,  then  otojiing  forth  at  onoe    « 
With  a  courageouft  air,  yet  in  hU  pran\i 
Keeping  a  watchful  eye,  nor  venturing  far 
Till  left  unheeded,     tn  rank  paaturea  gtaic. 
Singly  and  mutely,  the  contented  herd  ; 
And  on  the  upland  roujjh  tlie  peaceful  sheep ; 
ReganUeflH  of  the  frolic  lambfl,  that,  clone 
Benide  them,  and  before  their  (acc^  prone. 
With  many  an  antic  leap  and  butting  Jeint, 
Try  to  proToke  them  to  unite  in  sjHJrt, 
Or  grant  a  look,  till  tired  of  vain  attempts ; 
When,  gathering  in  one  company  apart. 
All  viftour  and  dclij^ht,  away  they  run, 
Stmijrht  to  the  utmost  romer  of  tli^  firld. 
The  fence  be*idt* ;  tbeui  wheel  int;*  diaapp*«r 
In  M>me  su^tdl  «iuidy  pit,  then  Hue  to  vii^w ; 
Or  crowd  together  up  the  heap  of  earth 
Around  aome  uptum'cj  root  of  fiJien  tree. 
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And  on  its  top  a  trembling  moment  ituidy 
Then  to  the  distant  flock  at  once  retam. 
Exhilarated  by  the  general  joy, 
And  the  fair  prospect  of  a  fruitful  year. 
The  peasant,  with  light  heart  and  nimble  step. 
His  work  pursues,  as  it  were  pastime  sweet 
With  many  a  cheering  word,  his  willing  team 
For  labour  fresh,  he  hastens  to  the  field 
Ere  morning  lose  its  coolness ;  but  at  eve, 
When  loosened  from  the  plough  and  homeward 

tum'd. 
He  follows  slow  and  silent,  stopping  oft 
To  mark  the  daily  growth  of  tender  grain 
And  meadows  of  deep  verdure,  or  to  view 
liis  scattered  fiock  and  herd,  of  their  own  will 
ABscmblin.Gf  for  the  night  by  various  paths, 
The  old  now  freely  sporting  with  the  young. 
Or  labouring  with  uncouth  attempts  at  sport 


A  SUMMER  NOON. 

A  suLTRT  noon,  not  in  the  summer's  prime, 
When  all  is  fresh  with  life,  and  youth,  and  bloom, 
But  near  its  close,  when  vegetation  stops, 
And  fruits  mature  stand  ripening  in  the  sun, 
Soothes  and  enervates  with  its  thousand  charms, 
Its  images  of  silence  and  of  rest. 
The  melancholy  mind.     The  fields  are  still ; 
The  husbandman  has  gone  to  his  repast. 
And,  that  partaken,  on  the  coolest  side 
Of  his  abode,  reclines  in  sweet  repose. 
Deep  in  the  shaded  stream  the  cattle  stand, 
The  flocks  beside  the  fence,  with  heads  all  prone, 
And  panting  quick.     The  fields,  for  harvest  ripo, 
No  breezes  bend  in  smooth  and  graceful  waves, 
While  with  their  motion,  dim  and  bright  by  turns, 
The  sunshine  seems  to  move ;  nor  e'en  a  breath 
Brushes  along  the  surface  with  a  shade 
Fleetint?  and  thin,  like  that  of  flying  smoke. 
The  slender  stalks  their  heavy  bended  heads 
Support  as  motionless  as  oaks  their  tops. 
O'er  uU  the  woods  tlie  topmost  leaves  are  still ; 
EVn  the  wild  poplar  leaves,  that,  pendent  hung 
By  stems  elastic,  quiver  at  a  breath. 
Rest  in  the  general  calm.     The  thistle  down, 
Seen  high  and  thick,  by  gazing  up  beside 
Some  shading  object,  in  a  silver  shower 
Plumb  down,  and  slower  than  the  slowest  snow, 
Through  all  the  sleepy  atmosphere  descends ; 
And  where  it  li.s;hts,  tlioue^h  on  the  steepest  roo^ 
Or  RmallcHt  spire  of  grass,  remains  unmoved. 
White  as  a  fleece,  as  dense  and  as  distinct 
From  tlie  resplendent  sky,  a  single  cloud, 
On  the  soft  bosom  of  the  air  becalmM, 
Drops  a  lone  shadow,  as  distinct  and  still, 
On  the  hare  plain,  or  sunny  mountain's  side; 
Or  in  the  polishM  mirror  of  the  lake. 
In  which  the  deep  reflected  sky  appears 
A  calm,  sublime  immcnHity  below. 

No  sound  nor  motion  of  a  living  thing 
The  stillness  breaks,  but  such  as  gerve  to  soothe. 
Or  caurtfi  the  sou!  to  feel  the  stillness  more. 
The  yrllow-hamnicr  by  the  way-side  picks. 
Mutely,  the  thistle's  seed ;  but  in  her  flight, 


So  snoothlj  MrpoitiiMb  Imt  wingi  outipiMd 
To  riM  a  Ihtle,  cloMd  to  fill  m  fiv. 
Moving  like  Ma-lbwl  o'er  the  hceving  wavei. 
With  each  new  impoiae  ehimee  a  ftMo  nolo. 
The  maet  graaihoppcr  at  tinMe  k  heerd, 
Snapping  his  many  wingi,  as  half  ho  flies, 
Half-hovera  in  the  air.    Where  strikes  the  nm. 
With  sultriest  beams,  upon  Uie  sandy  plain. 
Or  stony  mount,  or  in  the  close,  deep  vale. 
The  harmless  locust  of  this  western  dime, 
At  intervals,  amid  the  leaves  unseen. 
Is  heard  to  sing  with  one  unbroken  sound, 
As  with  a  long-drawn  breath,  beginning  low. 
And  rising  to  the  midst  with  shriller  swell. 
Then  in  low  cadence  dying  all  away. 
Beside  the  stream,  collected  in  a  flock. 
The  noiseless  butterflies,  though  on  the  gToand, 
Continue  still  to  wave  their  open  fiuis 
Powder'd  with  gold ;  while  on  the  jutting  twigs 
The  spindling  insects  that  frequent  the  hanks 
Rest,  with  their  thin,  transparent  wings  ootspnad 
As  when  they  fly.    Ofttimes,  though  seldom  seoi 
The  cuckoo,  that  in  summer  haonts  our  grove% 
Is  heard  to  moan,  as  if  at  every  breath 
Panting  aloud.    The  hawk,  in  mid-air  high. 
On  his  broad  pinions  sailing  roond  and  roond, 
With  not  a  flutter,  or  but  now  and  then. 
As  if  his  trembling  balance  to  regain, 
Utters  a  single  scream,  but  fidntly  heaid, 
And  all  again  is  stilL 


SEPTEMBER. 

The  sultry  summer  past,  September  eomeii 
Soft  twilight  of  the  slow-declining  year. 
All  mildness,  soothing  loneliness,  and  peaee ; 
The  fading  season  ere  the  fiUling  oome. 
More  sober  than  the  buxom,  bkwming  May, 
And  therefore  less  the  favourite  of  the  worUt 
But  dearest  month  of  all  to  pensive  minds. 
'Tis  now  far  spent ;  and  the  meridian  son. 
Most  sweetly  smiling  with  attemper'd  beams. 
Sheds  gently  down  a  mild  and  grateful  y 
Beneath  its  yellow  lustre,  groves  and  woods, 
Checker'd  by  one  night's  frost  with  varioas 
While  yet  no  wind  has  swept  a  leaf  away. 
Shine  doubly  rich.    It  were  a  sad  diellght 
Down  the  smooth  stream  to  glide,  and  m^  it  I 
Upon  each  brink  with  all  the  gorgeous  huoa. 
The  yellow,  red,  or  purple  of  the  trees 
That,  singly,  or  in  tufts,  or  forests  thick 
Adorn  the  shores ;  to  see,  perhaps,  the  vdm 
Of  some  high  mount  reflected  far  below. 
With  its  bright  colours,  intermix'd  with  sputa 
Of  darker  green.    Yes,  it  were  sweetlr  s«l 
To  wander  in  the  open  fields,  and  hear, 
£*en  at  this  hour,  the  noonday  hardly  past. 
The  lulling  insects  of  the  summer's  night ; 
To  hear,  where  lately  buzzing  swarms  were  hsaid, 
A  lonely  bee  long  roving  here  and  there 
To  find  a  single  flower,  but  all  in  vain ; 
Then  rising  quick,  and  with  a  louder  hum. 
In  widening  circles  round  and  round  hw  head, 
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Slmflil  1)^  the  ljflt«ii«r  fl jing  timr  wrw-ff 
Aji  jT  t4>  Nil  tbD  fielik  A  LUt  uHeu; 

titti*  ioit  fti  muilc,  aothing  save,  |?(*rltitpit, 
"At  M«ld  of  dOliiliella*  b^v  tV  iqtiirrct  dropfM 
FfPM  «OBi  UU  beedv  Gwt  Gdling  thmugh  the  lfl«vci. 


SUNSET  IN  SEPTEMBER.* 

Tat  «tin  iwiw  i««ti  upon  the  motttitaiji  topa — 
B«iitM  to  «trik  behiExd — U  half  coiiceAi'd — 
And  now  U  gone ;  tlie  lut  tam%  twinkJ  lug  be^m 
Ic  mt  in  twijb  hf  the  flhvp  mng  ridg<v 
Bwwi  to  the  p«i»i¥«  k  dttp^ning  ilay, 
Wlm  enly  mid  tjjjali  cloud,  so  ilill  And  thin, 
89  dMffim^j  bnbucd  with  amber  (iglit, 
And  iti  iracvtpturnt  that  it  ^e^tns  a  j$pot 
Of  bfifhtrr  Mkj,  beyond  the  farthest  mount, 
fi«ei|p  qV;  Ihe  hidden  orb;  or  where  a  few 
Itftif,  tMrrow  kripen  of  dt^n«er»  darker  groin, 
At  wch  <«d  AharpenM  to  a  npnllr'a  pointt 

mtmigbt  and  »mcKJth  t 
•  crinkUfif  tike  the  lightnitig  ilretimf 
A  Ui^llovtfV  0|ace  ■bovi?<  the  naountsiQ  lie  i 
Or  wfatn  the  whole  coiuoUdatfd  mft»«, 
Tbal  onKf  Ihrestcri'd  mn.  Is  broken  up 
lalift  «  Iboai^hd  partj>  and  yet  la  on^ 
CNe  itf  the  ousn  broken  into  wat«i  ♦ 
And  all  lU  cpon^  poita,  imbtbin^  deep 
Tb«  tnciiwt  vlTidgf  nrv,  «cem  Ukc  flveccn  djed 

•  Krwi  P«npit»  whtt  h^»  wilnrmMmd  Ibe  tpl«Rdnar  of 
^3bm  mimmmi  ■ceiurTy  l?i  J^rHlnif«^w|ll  nK:a«fii«v  wUhdRlLifSit 
tli^  L^mi  »i  wf^U  at  fi'n^rAl  tfiith  tnd  tNMuty  of  thka  de- 
#f  r(p4  iiuk  TlkiPi'v  I*  not ,  [lerM  |mi,  t  n  N«  w  E  n  ^ftnd ,  a  i  pQt 
tth^n  Uir  iufi  iti**  ib»wii«  of  a  ckAr  ««[nin«r*i  avenlnfi 
axildtl  w  tMic^  ttvadeur  reOtcted  aT«r  eanti  anti  »ky, 
U  tHr  viDtar  HUOht  Imh  k  ta  «  lucai  intfr4 Refill  and 
Th«  sreat  ritetit  of  Ihn  Uhil*cap«i 
nn  of  ik*  bih,  QiD  tli«  brotdV  l«v«|  tuifiuilt  of 
I  th#  biiTldinfft^rLtiF  Theolrh^kal  |n«Iituikjn; 

I  iU  bue,  and  atttHi  KWHy  imvtbv  bcmveni; 
<if  Ihe  hf>flziin  ;  iti«  nohiA  note  of 
I  tn  Ih*  bicVgrfJund,  that  ie«fn  lo  rellr€ 
I  aACtfJN^r  ftlmcwt  in  Innnitm  disUnrc  )  iog«>(bcr 
HlOrf  ■(  fxpflDfi^  fjf  ilty  vivibte^  It  onc^i  from 
Ibt  «Wr4lrd  «fti>l,— tths^*  Errtturra  ctiiaiHute  al  lI|  tlai^f 
«  «■»«  OB  whirh  ItM  luvariif  OkturK  can  never  hr  WiAty 
wfDi  fvtlnf .  Whan  thr  lun  f^M  Aimn^  (t  I4  all  to  a  tiUiw 
«Kli  Site  4r*r«ii«liri'r  ftory.  TIbr  ttintet  b  Lh«  inoct  ptrr- 
fciUy  tivfldtihil  wiirn  ii.n  :if|«rtinDji  ■hnwer  b«B  Jit*l  prp' 
«*J<«J  (I.  Tli«  teiTf^niia  rtoudt  raU  HWDv  Itkt  fnmsHs  of 
an^f  Tb#  •tjr,  rlrtM  to  thv  tw^r^ioA^,  U  ■  «a  tif  tha 
fk  kpti  p«fpi« .  TiM  Mil  int  >uii  •l»ln»  Olmui  b  lb«  n(at| 
Wbicil  rti*t  ftt>m  Oie  vr«t  fi>re«t  and  mffidnw,  atul  nukkea 
lb*  clu«i«T*d  iniiMtt  tppvar  ifivnicd  with  a  lirUllint 
^tt4mm  ^nfmfiitftty  N^^tttr  lu  tha  4vr««  IM  lf«»  and 
I  ««»tf«ftlltti  with  fr»h  rniniUap^,  i%hi}  ov«r  Uiit 
pnrUmf  nf*  of  iui^lltht  Itnfi^r  wllb  1 
,  at  If  rvlur I ani  rn  fMtt«  *nlim ly  ■  w ay  ■  Tllfl a 
t«^i«  lilt  **r)  fii«  iitiiJi  qf  itttl^hl.  ""flidititt  «im  f AHLtijrf " 
nil  ilM  ptaf*  «r#  «iii  in  Ibek  |h  lutyf  «nd  a  cl^mUfjii  niclit 
mirnflf  »Uh  it*  ■ilrnr«',  ■bg^lowii,  ind  re [»frt!!?.  Tn  ill*? 
^mmmtr^  AnitAv«r  n^tnbtnM  nlmovt  tsvtrv  dhltif  10  ehirin 
•«hI  iHkrBi*  iIk  f«*linBi  of  lli«  fivdcni.  In  winieT,  ib<i 
m^T%H-m^it*m  ^ttiti*^  Ihal  tw««^  fi-««h  fri^m  (h?  vottw^ 
iMii^  (A  IbcOrmnd  Muf<«dnoek,malL«  iba  tni?a(ul,  al  leait, 
i^  £k  a  Bwre  CDttfcAkal  tliioatfl.^StfV.  O.  D.  CuKfTft. 


D«q>  scartel,  KafTron  lig^ht,  or  dimiion  d»rk^ 
Aa  thry  ar^  thick  or  thin*  or  near  or  more  remote^ 
AH  failing  flcion  as  lower  suika  the  stirii 
Till  twilight  rnd.     But  now  unother  scrno^ 
To  tnc  tnoul  beautiful  of  a)!,  appt'tfLXi : 
The  aky,  without  the  ehsdow  of  a  i:loud, 
Thro agh out  the  west,  la  kindled  lo  a  glow 
So  bright  and  broad,  it  glarea  vpon  Ifie  eye^ 
Not  daxsllogf  but  dilating  with  calm  force 
Iti  power  of  vjdon  to  admit  the  wholi*. 
Below,  *i  iA  all  of  richest  or^ige  dye^ 
Midway^  the  Wu»huig  of  the  mellow  pciith 
Pai  ntst  not,  but  tinge*  the  ethered  deep  j 
Atid  b«re^  in  thii  tnoot  lovely  irgjon,  ahliuiSt 
With  added  loveLioeaa,  the  eTenln^iar* . 
Above,  the  f&ioter  purple  »kwlj  fjwleis 
Tdl  e  hanged  into  the  axure  of  mid'heaTeii* 

Along  the  level  ridge,  o'er  which  tbi*^  mrn 
Dese&niled,  in  a  tingle  row  ftmingi^, 
A.«  if  thus  planted  by  the  hand  of  art, 
Mnjefitie  pinea  j^hoot  up  into  the  tkjt 
And  in  il»  fiuid  goUl  neetn  half-dissolv^L 
Upon  a  nearer  peak,  a  cluster  eConds 
With  ihaArf  ervci,  nnd  tops  eon  verged  lo  tm^t 
A  stately  colon  n»de^  wilh  verdant  r©of  j 
Upon  a  nearer  still,  a  uingle  tree^ 
With  shapely  (brtn/looka  beautifol  alttne  ; 
Whilf,  further  northwaid*  Ihroiigh  a  (mffow  jhuh 
ScoopM  in  the  hither  nmgi?,  a  single  moant 
Beyond  the  feet,  of  6ntfr  tuioythneaa  WM^ma, 
And  of  a  eofler^  more  etiiertral  hUie, 
A  pyrmtnid  of  polfjib^d  vapphire  built^ 

Bui  now  th«  twilight  tningles  into  one 
The  vaiioui  mouiitaiDei ;  l^eb  to  a  pbin 
This  nearer,  lower  lattd^eape,  dark  with  «hade, 
Where  every  object  to  my  Right  presenU 
Ita  shaded  aide ;  while  here  upon  tbe^  walt>», 
And  in  that  eoalem  wood*  upon  Ibe  trunks 
Under  thick  fohage,  reflective  ihows 
Itft  yellow  Inatrc,     How  dislinet  the  tine 
Of  the  bodzaiiT  parting  heaven  eind  tviih ! 


SUMMER  EVENING  LIGHTNING, 

Far  off  and  low 
In  the  horizon  J  frotn  a  aultty  clotid, 
Where  slwps  in  ernbryo  the  mldnrght  (rtorm. 
The  silent  lightnmi^  gleama  in  Atful  !*beet«, 
Illumes  the  (»olid  man*,  reveaJing  tbua 
Its  darker  fragments,  and  its  rtiG^ged  verge ; 
Or  if  the  bolder  fancy  ao  conceive 
Of  ita  fantofftie  form*,  revealing  th-Ms. 
Ita  gloomy  caverns,  tugged  aides  and  top 
With  beetling  elifk  gtOlMq;tlAp     But  not  so  bright 
The  ditlani  tlaibe*  glMm  m  to  efface 
The  window 'a  image,  on  the  floor  impreiaM 
By  the  dim  ere«cent ;  or  outahinc^  the  liglit 
Coiit  Jrom  the  room  upon  the  trees  hard  by, 
If  haply,  to  illume  a  moonlew  ntght, 
The  lie^hied  taper  ahine ;  though  lit  in  v^inf 
To  w«4te  away  unuied,  and  frotn  ahfoad 
Distinctly  through  the  open  window  seen, 
Lotne,  p«le,  uid  atill  u  a  iifa1dif«l  Ivn^ 
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THE  CASTLE  OF  IMAGINATION.* 

Ju8T  in  the  centre  of  that  wood  was  lear'd 
Her  castle,  all  of  marble,  smooth  and  white ; 
Above  the  thick  young  trees,  its  top  appear'd 
Among  the  naked  trunks  of  towering  height; 
And  here  at  morn  and  eve  it  glittcr'd  bright, 
As  often  by  the  far-off  traveller  seen 
In  level  sunbeams,  or  at  dead  of  night. 
When  the  low  moon  shot  in  her  rays  between 
That  wide-spread  roof  and  floor  of  solid  foliage 
green. 

Through  this  wide  interval  the  roving  eye 
From  turrets  proud  might  trace  the  waving  line 
Where  meet  the  mountains  green  and  azure  sky, 
And  view  the  deep  when  sun-gilt  billows  shine ; 
Fair  bounds  to  sight,  that  never  thought  confine, 
But  tempt  it  far  beyond,  till  by  the  charm 
Of  Bonic  sweet  wood-note  or  some  whispering  pine 
Cull'd  home  again,  or  by  the  soft  alarm 
Of  Lovc*s  approaching  step,  and  her  encircling  arm. 

Through  this  wide  interval,  the  mountain  side 
Show'd  many  a  sylvan  slope  and  rocky  steep : 
Here  roaring  torrents  in  dark  forests  hide ; 
There  silver  streamlets  rush  to  view,  and  leap 
Unheard  from  lofty  clifia  to  valleys  deep : 
Here  rugged  peaks  look  smooth  in  sunset  glow. 
Along  the  clear  horizon's  western  sweep ; 
There  from  some  eastern  summit  moonbeams  flow 
Along  o*er  level  wood,  fisur  down  to  plains  below. 

Now  stretch'd  a  blue,  and  now  a  golden  zone 
Round  that  horizon ;  now  o'er  mountains  proud 
Dim  vapours  rest,  or  bright  ones  move  alone : 
An  ebon  wall,  a  smooth,  portentous  cloud, 
First  muttering  low,  anon  with  thunder  loud, 
Now  rises  quick,  and  brings  a  sweeping  wind 
0*cr  all  that  wood  in  waves  before  it  bow'd ; 
And  now  a  rainbow,  with  its  top  behind 
A  spangled  veil  of  leaves,  seems  heaven  and  earth 
to  bind. 

Above  the  canopy,  so  thick  and  green, 
And  spread  so  high  o'er  that  enchanted  vale. 
Through  scatter'd  openings  oft  were  glimpses  seen 
Of  fleecy  clouds,  that,  link'd  together,  sail 
In  moonlight  clear  before  the  gentle,  gale : 
Sometimes  a  shooting  meteor  draws  a  glance ; 
Sometimes  a  twinkling  star,  or  planet  pale. 
Long  holds  the  lighted  eye,  as  in  a  trance ; 
And  oil  the  milky-way  gleams  through  the  white 
expanse. 

That  castle's  open  windows,  though  half-hid 
With  flowering  vines,  show'd  many  a  vision  £ur : 
A  face  all  bloom,  or  light  young  forms,  that  thrid 
Some  maze  within,  or  lonely  ones  that  wear 
The  garb  of  joy  with  sorrow's  thoughtful  air. 
Oft  caught  the  eye  a  moment:  and  the  sound 
Of  low,  sweet  music  often  issued  there, 
And  by  its  magic  held  the  listener  bound. 
And  seemed  to  hold  the  winds  and  forests  &r  around. 

*  Thh  and  the  two  extracts  which  follow  are  from 
^The  Keligion  of  Taits." 


Within,  the  qtieen  of  all,  in  pomp  or  i 
While  glad  attendants  al  lur  glance  imfidd 
Their  shining  wingi,  and  flj  thioogh  I 

earth, 

Oft  took  her  throne  of  Insning  gomi  and  foUt 
Adom'd  with  emblems  that  of  empin  told. 
And  rising  in  the  midst  of  trophies  brigbt. 
That  bring  her  memory  from  the  days  of  old. 
And  help  prolong  her  reign,  and  with  the  fl^^ 
Of  every  year  increase  the  wonders  of  her  mighL 

In  all  her  dwelling,  tales  of  wild  romanee, 
Of  terror,  love,  and  mystezy  dark  or  gnj. 
Were  scatter'd  thick  to  catch  the  wandering  glanoi^ 
And  stop  the  dreamer  on  his  unknown  way; 
There,  too,  was  every  sweet  and  lofty  lay, 
The  sacred,  classic,  and  romantic,  sung 
As  that  enchantress  moved  in  might  or  play; 
And  there  was  many  a  harp  but  newlj  strong. 
Yet  with  its  fearless  notes  the  iHioIe  wide  Tslky 
rung. 

There,  from  all  lands  and  ages  of  her  fiune^ 
Were  marble  forms,  array'd  in  oides  dae, 
In  groups  and  single,  all  of  proudest  name ; 
In  them  the  high,  the  £ur,  and  tender  grew 
To  life  intense  in  love's  impasiion'd  view, 
And  from  each  air  and  feature,  bend  and  swell. 
Each  shapely  neck,  and  lip,  and  findiead  threw 
O'er  each  enamour'd  sense  so  deep  a  spdU 
The  thoughts  but  with  the  past  or  bright  ideal  dwdL 

The  walls  around  told  all  the  pencil's  power ; 
There  proud  creations  of  each  mighty  hand 
Shone  with  their  hues  and  lines,  as  in  the  hour 
When  the  last  touch  was  given  at  the  conunand 
Of  the  same  genius  that  at  first  had  plann'd, 
Exulting  in  its  great  and  glowing  thoagfat: 
Bright  scenes  of  peace  and  war,  of  sea  and  land^ 
Of  love  and  glory,  to  new  life  were  wrought. 
From  history,  from  fable,  and  from  natue  bnragiht 

With  these  were  others  all  divine,  drawn  all 
From  ground  where  oft,  with  signs  and  aooenti 

dread. 
The  lonely  prophet  doom'd  to  sodden  fall 
Proud  kings  and  cities,  and  with  gentle  tread 
Bore  life's  quick  triumph  to  the  humble  dead. 
And  where  strong  angels  flew  to  Mast  or  auvs^ 
Where  martyr'd  hosts  of  old,  and  youthful  bled. 
And  where  their  mighty  Lord  o'er  land  and  wavr 
Spread  life  and  peace  till  death,  then  spread  them 

through  the  grave. 

From  these  fix'd  visions  of  the  hallow'd  eye^ 
Some  kindling  gleams  of  theb  elheraal  glow. 
Would  ofttimes  fall,  as  from  the  opening  skj. 
On  eyes  delighted,  glancing  to  and  fro. 
Or  fasten'd  till  their  orbs  dilated  grow; 
Then  would  the  proudest  seem  with  joy  to  leant 
Truths  they  had  fcar'd  or  ielt  ashamed  to  know; 
The  skeptic  would  believe,  the  lost  return ; 
And  all  the  cold  and  low  would  seem  to  rise  and  bum. 

Theirs  was  devotion  kindled  by  the  yrmttf 
The  beautiful,  impassion'd,  and  refined ; 
And  in  the  deep  enchantment  o'er  them  eaat, 
They  look'd  from  earth,  and  soared  above  their  kind 
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To  Ihe  bl«H*d  i^ini  of  &n  ab«trBct«d  iQiii()i 
Ami  iU  communJQO  with  th'mg*  all  iti  own, 
It*  fefivi  tiibltme  uid  lotely ;  a^  tiie  bLmJ, 
Mid  «>fthij  tetattf  Ibr^otteiv  or  unknowti, 
Idl««  in  hjcftl  wofldfl,  and  wui(l«r  ibere  4I00& 

Sndl  w«f*  the  boe  emthiuiute,  wont  to  ilw«U 
With  in  whom  thii  «iich«llt}QM  held  eubdoed. 
As  in  thr  holl««t  rircld  of  her  spell, 
Wbcfv  mcttu^r  ifiirila  DeT**T  dar«  bntrotle. 
Thief  4vreLl  b  calm  atiJ  i^ileut  ^lltude^ 
I       Ma0l  In  Ihp  love  of  nil  the  high  aivd  sweet, 
'      la  l&otiffhl,  mad  %jU  and  natiir^v  and  imbued 
With  \u  d«TOttoa  to  lifeV  tnmofit  s^t, 
Aa  drmWEi  Jtoid  all  the  chanii«  whidk  iu  tbAt  ¥al- 
ky  meet 


ROUSSEAU  AND  COWPER. 

RarHmAU  could  wrep — je«,  with  a  heflrt  of  stone 
Tfcie  ianpioui  E^htst  could  recline  beside 
Tbtfplm  and  peaceful  \ake^  and  mu»  alone 
On  ill  it*  loTcJincH  ol  eventide : 
Oti  it*  mnaXi  running  waves,  in  purple  djed 
Wwwilfa  bright  cloudfl,  or  all  the  glowing  tkjt 
On  dM  white  Roilii  ibat  oVr  ita  hosoni  glide. 
And  cm  MiiTouiirling  motin  tains  wild  and  high, 
Till  leiM  unbidden  goshM  &om  his  enchanted  e^e^ 

put  hia  were  not  the  tears  of  feflling-  itne. 
Of  grief  or  toTe ;  at  fancy's  (Uih  they  flowed. 
Like  bufning  drop»  from  notae  proud,  lonely  pin<^, 
Bj  li«^tiiing  fired ;  his  heart  with  pamlon  glow'd 
TiD  it  e^Jtifuined  bis  life,  and  yet  he  showed 
A  ehilliog  ciikhness  both  to  friend  and  foe, 
A«  EUia.  with  its  cpnlxe  an  sbode 
Of  WiMang  fire,  cbilla  with  (he  icy  Know 
Of  ill  its  dj»ert  brow  the  Uving  world  bebw, 

Wm  be  bat  jojrtlj  wretched  from  his  criraea  ! 
Then  why  was  CewriiV  anguish  oft  oa  keen, 
With  all  tho  hniTcn-bom  virtue  that  sublLmes 
Genius  and  faeting,  and  to  things  unseen 
LtfU  the  pcnv  heait  through  clouds  that  roU  be^ 

tw«n 
The  earth  and  sbea,  to  diirken  human  hope  t 
Or  mbeiefore  did  thoce  cluuds  thuj  intervene 
To  render  wain  ftith*»  lifted  telpscope, 
Ajid  ksave  him  in  thick  gloom  hi^  wtAiy  way  to 
gropel 

He*  too,  tmiU  give  himself  to  mudni^  deep ; 
Ey  the  calm  lake  at  evening  he  could  slandf 
LoDelj  and  asd,  to  aee  the  moonlinht  sleep 
On  all  its  breast,  by  not  an  insect  funnM, 
And  hear  low  voices  on  the  farKiff  i^trand. 
Or  fhdtmgh  the  still  and  dewy  atmosphora 
Hu  pipers  soA  tone*  w&ked  by  some  gentle  handj 
Fum  fronting  shore  md  woody  ifstatid  near 
Ik  tdvii  quick  retumM  mor«  mellow  ind  more 
dean 

And  he  could  ehenah  wild  and  mournful  dreams, 
Tn  the  pine  grore,  when  low  the  full  moon  filf 
Shoe  under  lofty  tope  her  lerel  beams, 
Slretdunf  the  shides  of  tmnks  er»ct  and  hue,      I 


In  stripes  drawn  parallel  with  orfer  rare, 
As  of  some  temple  vast  or  colonnade, 
While  on  green  torf,  made  iniooth  without  hia  care^ 
He  wandlr^d  o'er  ita  stripes  of  light  jitiJ  nbade 
And  heard  the  dying  day-breexe  all  the  bouglii 
l^ervade. 

*Twai!  thus  in  nature^s  bloom  and  solitude 
He  nursed  his  grief  till  notldng  could  asKtioge ; 
Twa*  thus  bis  tender  Bpirit  waa  subduedf 
Till  in  life 4  toils  tt  could  no  more  engage; 
And  his  had  been  a  useleas  pilgrimage. 
Had  be  been  gifted  with  no  eacred  power. 
To  send  his  thoughts  to  cv^ty  future  age; 
But  he  ia  gone  where  grief  will  not  devour, 
Where  beauty  will  not  fade,  and  skies  will  never 
lower. 


THE  CURE  OF  MELAKCHOLY. 

AiTD  Ihou^  to  whom  long  worslJppM  nature  lends 
No  strength  to  fly  from  gtief  or  bear  iia  weight, 
Stop  not  to  rail  at  foes  or  fickle  friends^ 
Nor  wet  tbe  worid  at  naught,  nor  spurn  at  fate ; 
None  »eck  thy  misery,  ntme  thy  being  hate ; 
Break  from  thy  former  self,  thy  life  begin  i 
Do  thou  the  good  thy  thoughts  oh  meditate. 
And  thou  uhalt  feel  the  good  man's  peace  within, 
And  at  thy  dybg  day  hb  wreath  of  glory  win. 

With  deeds  of  virtue  to  embatra  his  nime^ 
He  dies  in  triumph  or  werene  delight  \ 
Weaker  and  weaker  grows  his  mortal  frame 
At  eveiy  breath,  but  in  immortal  might 
His  spirit  grows,  preparing  for  its  flight : 
Tbe  world  recale*  and  fiide«  like  cloudji  of  even, 
But  heaven  comes  nearer  fast,  and  grows  moro 

bright. 
All  intervening  mists  far  off  are  driven ; 
The  world  will  vanish  soon,  and  ali  will  soon  be 

heaven. 

Wouldst  thou  from  sorrow  Bnd  a  sweet  relief! 
Or  is  thy  heart  oppressM  with  woes  untold  T 
Balm  wouldst  thou  gather  for  corroding  grief! 
Pour  blessings  roiind  thee  like  a  shower  of  gold  : 
'Tifl  when  the  rose  iswmpp'd  in  many  a  fold 
Close  to  its  bwut,  the  worm  is  wasting  there 
Its  Ufe  and  beauty ;  not  when,  oil  nnroU'd, 
Leaf  after  leaf,  its  bosom  rich  and  Ikii 
Breathes  freely  its  perfumes  throughout  the  am- 
bient air. 

Wake,  thoa  that  jjleepest  in  enchanted  bowonv 
Lost  these  Icwt  years  should  baunt  thee  on  the 

ntght 
When  death  is  waiting  for  thy  numbered  houia 
To  take  their  swift  and  everlasting  flight ; 
Wake  ere  tlieearlhbom  diann  unnerve  thee  quite. 
And  be  thy  thoughts  to  work  divine  ftddre«*d ; 
Do  ftomctliing — do  it  ooon — with  all  thy  ndghl ; 
An  angers  wing  would  droop  if  long  at  n^Mtt 
And  God  himself  inactivo  were  no  longer  blats*d 

Some  high  or  hnmble  enterpriite  of  good 
ContempUie  till  it  ibaH  posiott  thy  mind. 
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Become  thy  itadj,  paitime,  mt,  and  food. 
And  kindle  in  thj  heart  a  flame  refined ; 
Pray  Heaven  with  firmneM  thy  whole  soul  to  hind 
To  this  thy  purpoee— to  begin,  ponoe, 
With  thoughts  all  fiz'd  and  feelings  purely  kind, 
Strength  to  complete,  and  with  delight  review, 
And  grace  to  give  the  praise  where  all  is  ever  due. 

No  good  of  :6vorth  sublime  will  Heaven  permit 
To  light  on  man  as  from  the  passing  air ; 
The  Inmp  of  genius,  though  by  nature  lit. 
If  not  protected,  pruned,  and  fed  with  care. 
Soon  dies,  or  runs  to  waste  with  fitful  glare ; 
And  learning  is  a  plant  that  spreads  and  towers 
8low  as  Columbia's  aloe,  proudly  rare. 
That,  mid  gay  thousands,  with  the  suns  and 
showers 
Of  half  a  century,  grows  alone  before  it  flowers. 

Has  immortality  of  name  been  given 
To  them  that  idly  worship  hills  and  groves. 
And  burn  sweet  incense  to  the  queen  of  heaven? 
Did  Newtoit  learn  from  fancy,  as  it  roves. 
To  measure  worlds,  and  follow  where  each  moves! 
Did  Howard  gain  renown  that  shall  not  cease, 
By  wanderings  wild  that  nature's  pilgrim  loves  1 
Or  did  Paul  gain  heaven's  glory  and  itti  peace, 
By  musing  o'er  the  bright  and  tranquil  isles  of 
Greece? 

Beware  lest  thou,  from  sloth,  that  would  appear 
But  lowliness  of  mind,  with  joy  proclaim 
Tliy  want  of  worth ;  a  charge  thou  couldst  not  hear 
From  other  lips,  without  a  blush  of  shame. 
Or  pride  indignant ;  then  be  thine  the  blame. 
And  make  thyself  of  worth ;  and  thus  enlist 
The  smiles  of  all  the  good,  the  dear  to  fimne ; 
'T  is  infamy  to  die  and  not  be  miss'd. 
Or  let  all  soon  forget  that  thou  didst  e'er  exist 

Rouse  to  some  work  of  high  and  holy  love, 
And  thou  an  angel's  happiness  shalt  know, — 
Shalt  bless  the  earth  while  in  the  world  above; 
The  good  begun  by  thee  shall  onward  flow 
In  many  a  branching  stream,  and  wider  grow; 
Tlie  seed  that,  in  these  few  and  fleeting  hours. 
Thy  hands  unsparing  and  unwearied  sow. 
Shall  deck  thy  grave  with  amaranthine  flowers. 
And  yield  thee  fruits  divine  in  heaven's  immortal 
bowers. 


SIGHTS  AND  SOUNDS  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

Ea  R  long  the  clouds  were  gone,  the  moon  was  set ; 
When  deeply  blue  without  a  shade  of  gray. 
The  Hky  was  flll'd  with  stars  that  almost  met, 
Their  points  prolong'd  and  sharpen'd  to  one  ray; 
I'hrough  their  transparent  air  the  milky-way 
SeemM  one  broad  flame  of  pure  resplendent  white, 
As  if  some  globe  on  fire,  tum'd  far  astray. 
Had  rross'd  the  wide  arch  with  so  swift  a  flight, 
That  for  a  moment  shone  its  whole  long  trade  of 
light 


At  length  in  nortlMniiklei, it  fiMt but  i 
A  sheet  of  light  uMtMraw  bigmi 
To  spread  on  ehfaer  hand,  md  rise  and  fidl 
In  waves,  that  slowly  flni,  tlien  qnicUy  ran 
Along  its  edgis,  Mt  thick  hvt  one  by  oms 
With  spiry  beams,  that  all  at  once  shot  higli, 
Like  those  throogfa  vapours  from  the  setting  ion; 
7*hen  sidelong  as  before  the  wind  they  fly. 
Like  streaking  rain  fiom  clouds  that  flit  nlong  At 
•ky. 


Now  all  the  mountain-tops  and  gnUs  1 

Seem'd  one  dark  plain;  from  forests^  cnvw  pn^ 

found. 
And  rushing  waters  hr  below  nnsem. 
Rose  a  deep  roar  in  one  united  aoond. 
Alike  pervading  all  the  air  around. 
And  seeming  e'en  the  axure  dome  to  fill. 
And  from  it  through  soft  ether  to  resound 
In  low  vibrations,  sending  a  sweet  thrill 
To  every  finger's  end  from  rapture  deep  and  stiiL 


LIVE  FOR  ETERNITY. 

A  BBioHT  or  dark  etemi^  in  Tiew, 
With  all  its  fii'd,  unutterable  things. 
What  madness  in  the  living  to  pursue. 
As  their  chief  portion,  with  the  speed  of  y 
The  joys  that  death-beds  always  turn  to  i 
Infatuated  man,  on  earth's  smooth  \ 
To  dance  along  the  path  that  always  brings 
Quick  to  an  end,  from  whidi  with  tenfold  I 
Back  would  he  gladly  fly  till  all  should  be  retmeid  I 

Our  life  is  like  the  hurrying  on  the  ete 
Before  we  start,  on  some  long  journey  bonndp 
When  fit  preparing  to  the  last  we  leave. 
Then  run  to  every  room  the  dwelling  roimd. 
And  sigh  that  nothing  needed  ean  be  Ibiuid; 
Yet  go  we  must,  and  soon  as  day  shall  bmk; 
We  snatch  an  bourns  repose,  when  load  tlie 
For  our  departure  calls ;  we  rise  and  tako 
A  quick  and  sad  frirewell,  and  go  ere  well 

Rear'd  in  the  sunshine,  blasted  by  the  stomiB 
Of  changing  time,  scarce  asking  why  or  vriiaiiei^ 
Men  come  and  go  like  vegetable  forms, 
Though  heaven  appoints  for  them  a  V 
Demanding  constant  thought  and  seal  in 
Awaked  by  hopes  and  fean  that  leave  no  i 
For  rest  to  mortals  in  the  dread  saspenae. 
While  yet  they  know  not  if  beyond  tba  I 
A  long,  long  life  of  bliss  or  wo  shall  be  their  dooM. 

What  matter  whether  pain  or  pleaMirea  fill 
The  swelling  heart  one  little  moment  horif 
From  both  alike  how  vain  is  evny  thrilly 
While  an  untried  etemi^  is  near! 
Think  not  of  rest  fond  man,  in  lifers  earaer; 
The  joys  and  grief  that  meet  thee,  dash  asida 
Like  buhWes^  and  thy  baik  right  onward  ilasr  • 
Through  cahn  and  tempest,  till  it  ctom  the  tUa^ 
Shoot  into  port  in  triumphs  or  serenely  gUdb 
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TO  THE  URSA  MAJOR. 

WrrR  what  a  stately  and  majestic  step 
That  giorioQs  constellation  of  the  north 
Treads  its  eternal  circle !  going  forth 
Its  princely  way  among  the  stars  in  slow 
And  silent  brightness.     Mighty  one,  all  hail  I 
I  joy  to  see  thee  on  thy  glowing  path 
Walk,  like  some  stoat  and  girded  giant ;  stem, 
Unwearied,  resolute,  whose  toiling  foot 
IHsdains  to  loiter  on  its  destined  way. 
The  other  tribes  forsake  their  midnight  track, 
And  rest  their  weary  orbs  beneadi  thy  wave ; 
But  thou  dost  never  close  thy  burning  eye. 
Nor  stay  thy  steadfast  step.     But  on,  still  on, 
While  ffy^tcms  change,  and  suns  retire,  and  worlds 
Slumber  and  wake,  thy  ceaseless  march  proceeds. 
The  near  horizon  tempts  to  rest  in  vain. 
Thou,  faithful  sentinel,  dost  never  quit 
Thy  lonj»-ai)pointed  watch ;  but,  sleepless  still, 
Do*t  jTuarJ  the  fixM  light  of  the  universe, 
And  bid  the  north  forever  know  its  place. 

Aj^es  have  witnessed  thy  devoted  trust, 
T'nchani^ed,  unchanging.     When  the  sons  of  God 
Sent  forth  that  shout  of  joy  which  rang  through 

heaven. 
And  erho'd  from  the  outer  spheres  that  bound 
The  illimitable  universe,  thy  voice 
JoinM  the  high  chorus;  from  thy  radiant  orbs 
The  j^l.nl  cry  sounded,  swelling  to  His  praise, 
Who  thus  had  cast  another  sparkling  gem, 
Littlo,  fmt  beautiful,  amid  the  crowd 
Of  >!f»!cndour8  that  enrich  his  firmament. 
As  tliou  art  now,  so  wast  thou  then  the  same. 
Aires  have  roll'd  their  course,  and  time  grown  gray; 
The  earth  has  gnthcr'd  to  her  womb  again, 
And  vet   ajT^iin,  the  myriads  that  were  bom 
Of  hoT  unconnted,  unremember'd  tribes. 
The  *ea«  have  changed  their  beds ;  the  eternal  hills 
Have  KtrKip'd  with  age;  the  solid  continents 
Have  UA  their  hanks ;  and  man's  imperial  works — 
The  toil,  pride,  strength  of  kingdoms,  which  had 
flung 


Their  haughty  honours  in  the  face  of  heaven, 
As  if  immortal — have  been  swept  away : 
Shattered  and  mouldering,  buried  and  forgot. 
But  time  has  shed  no  dimness  on  thy  front, 
Nor  touch'd  the  firmness  of  thy  tread ;  youth, 

strength. 
And  beauty  still  are  thine  ^  as  clear,  as  bright, 
As  when  the  Almighty  Former  sent  thee  forth, 
Beautiful  offspring  of  his  curious  skill, 
To  watch  earth's  northern  beacon,  and  proclaim 
The  eternal  chorus  of  eternal  Love. 

I  wonder  as  I  gaze.     That  stream  of  light, 
Undimm'd,  unquench*d — just  as  I  see  it  now — 
Has  issued  from  those  dazzling  points  through  years 
That  go  back  far  into  eternity. 
Exhaustless  flood  !  forever  spent,  renew'd 
Forever !     Yea,  and  those  reful|?ent  drops, 
Which  now  descend  upon  my  lifted  eye, 
Lefl  their  far  fountain  twice  three  years  ac^o. 
While  those  wing'd  particles,  whose  speed  outstrips 
The  flight  of  thought,  were  on  their  way.  the  earth 
Compass'd  its  tedious  circuit  round  and  round, 
And,  in  the  extremes  of  annual  change,  l)eheld 
Six  autumns  fade,  six  springs  renew  their  bloom. 
So  far  from  earth  those  mighty  orbs  revolve ! 
So  vast  the  void  through  which  their  l>eama  descend! 
Yes,  glorious  lamp  of  God!  He  may  havequench'd 
Your  ancient  flames,  and  bid  eternal  night 
Rest  on  your  spheres;  and  yet  no  tidings  reach 
This  distant  planet.     Messengers  still  come 
Laden  with  your  far  fire,  and  we  may  seem 
To  see  your  lights  still  burning ;  while  their  blaze 
But  hides  the  black  wreck  of  extinguish'd  realms, 
Where  anarchy  and  darkness  long  have  reign'd. 

Yet  what  is  this,  which  to  the  astonish'd  mind 
Seems  measureless,  and  which  the  bafHed  thought 
Confounds?     A  span,  a  point,  in  those  domains 
Which  the  keen  eye  can  traverse.     Seven  stars 
Dwell  in  that  brilliant  cluster,  and  tlie  sight 
Embraces  all  at  once ;  yet  each  from  each 
Recedes  as  far  as  each  of  them  from  earth. 
And  every  star  from  every  other  burns 
No  less  remote.     From  the  profound  of  heave*^ 
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Untraveird  even  in  thought,  keen,  piercing  rayi 
Dart  through  the  void,  revealing  to  the  cense 
Systems  and  worlds  unnumberM.    Take  the  glass 
And  search  the  skies.  The  opening  skies  pour  down 
Upon  your  gaze  thick  showers  of  sparkling  fire ; 
Stars,  crowded,  throng'd,  in  regions  so  remote. 
That  their  swift  beams — the  swiftest  things  that 

be— 
Have  travcird  centuries  on  their  flight  to  earth. 
Earth,  sun,  and  nearer  constellations !  what 
Are  ye  amid  this  infinite  extent 
And  multitude  of  God's  most  infinite  works ! 

And  these  are  suns !  vast,  central,  living  fires, 
Lords  of  dependent  systems,  kings  of  worlds 
That  wait  a.s  satellites  upon  their  power. 
And  flourish  in  their  smile.     Awake,  my  soul, 
And  meditate  the  wonder !     Countless  suns 
Blaze  round  thee,  leading  forth  their  countless 

worlds ! 
Worlds  in  whose  bosoms  living  things  rejoice, 
And  drink  the  bliss  of  being  from  the  fount 
Of  all-pervading  Love.     What  mind  can  know, 
What  tongue  can  utter  all  ^eir  multitudes ! 
Thus  numberless  in  numberless  abodes ! 
Known  but  to  thee,  bless'd  Father !  Thine  they  are. 
Thy  children,  and  thy  care ;  and  none  o'erlookM 
Of  thee !     No,  not  the  humblest  soul  that  dwells 
Upon  the  humblest  globe,  which  wheels  its  course 
Amid  the  giant  glories  of  the  sky. 
Like  the  mean  mote  that  dances  in  the  beam 
Amongst  the  mirror'd  lamps,  which  fling 
Their  wasteful  splendour  from  the  palace  wall. 
None,  none  escape  the  kindness  of  thy  care ; 
All  compass'd  underneath  thy  spacious  wing. 
Each  fed  and  guided  by  thy  powerful  hand. 

Tell  mc,  ye  splendid  orbs!  as  from  your  throne 
Ye  mark  the  rolling  provinces  that  own 
Your  sway,  what  beings  fill  those  bright  abodes  1 
How  form'd,  how  gifled  1  what  their  powers,  their 

state. 
Their  happiness,  their  wisdom  ?     Do  they  bear 
The  stump  of  human  nature  1     Or  has  God 
Peopled  those  purer  realms  with  lovelier  forms 
And  more  celestial  minds  ?     Does  Innocence 
Still  wear  her  native  and  untainted  bloom  1 
Or  has  Sin  breathed  his  deadly  blight  abroad. 
And  Kow*d  corruption  in  those  fairy  bowers? 
Has  War  trod  o*er  them  with  his  foot  of  fire  1 
And  Slavery  forged  his  chains ;  and  Wrath,  and 

Hite, 
And  sonlid  Selfishness,  and  cruel  Lust 
Iieaq:ued  their  biito  bands  to  tread  out  light  and  truth, 
And  si^atter  wo  where  Heaven  had  planted  joyt 
Or  arc  they  yet  all  paradise,  unfallcn 
And  uncomipt  1  existence  one  long  joy, 
Without  disease  upon  the  frame,  or  sin 
Upon  the  heart,  or  weariness  of  life ; 
Hope  never  quench*d,  and  ago  unknown. 
And  death  unfear'd ;  while  fresh  and  fadeless  youth 
Glows  in  the  li^ht  from  Gon*s  near  throne  of  IotcI 

Open  your  lips,  ye  wonderful  and  fair ! 
Speak,  speak  !  the  mysteries  of  those  living  woridi 
Unfold  !     No  language  ?     Everlasting  light 
And  everlasting  silence  ?     Yet  the  eye 
May  read  and  understand.    The  hand  of  God 


Has  written  legiblj  what  man  maj  know, 
Thx  eLORT  or  tbs  Maksr.    Then  it  ddnea^ 
Inefllable,  nnchangeable ;  and  man, 
Bound  to  the  aurftce  of  this  pigmj  globe, 
May  know  and  ask  no  more.    In  other  daya. 
When  death  shall  give  the  encamber'd  spirit  wingi, 
Its  range  shall  be  extended ;  it  shall  roam. 
Perchance,  among  thoee  vaat,  mysterious  spheKt, 
Shall  pass  from  orb  to  orb,  and  dwell  in  each. 
Familiar  with  its  children ;  learn  their  laws. 
And  share  their  state,  and  study  and  adore 
The  infinite  varieties  of  bliss 
And  beauty,  by  the  hand  of  Power  divine 
Lavished  on  all  its  works.    Eternity 
Shall  thus  roll  on  with  ever  freah  delight ; 
No  pause  of  pleasure  or  improvement;  worid 
On  world  still  opening  to  the  instmcted  mind 
An  unexhausted  universe,  and  time 
But  adding  to  its  glories.     While  the  soul. 
Advancing  ever  to  the  Source  of  light 
And  all  perfection,  lives,  adores,  and  reigna 
In  cloudless  knowledge,  purity,  and  bliaa. 


SEASONS  OF  PRAYER. 

To  prayer,  to  prayer; — for  the  morning  breaks^ 
And  eturtli  in  her  Maker's  smile  awakes. 
His  light  is  on  all  below  and  above, 
The  light  of  gladness,  and  life,  and  love. 
O,  then,  on  the  breath  of  this  early  air, 
Send  op  the  incense  of  grateful  prayer. 

To  prayer ; — for  the  glorious  sun  is  gone. 
And  the  gathering  darkness  of  night  eomca  on. 
Like  a  curtain  from  God's  kind  hand  it  flowa. 
To  shade  the  couch  where  his  children  repoae. 
Then  kneel,  while  the  watching  stars  are  bright. 
And  give  your  last  thoughts  to  the  Guardian  of 
night 

To  prayer; — for  the  day  tliat  God  has  bleaa*d 
Comes  tranquilly  on  with  its  welcome  rest. 
It  speaks  of  creation's  early  bloom ; 
It  speaks  of  the  Prince  who  burst  Uie  tomK 
Then  summon  the  spirit's  exalted  powen. 
And  devote  to  Heaven  the  hallow'd  hooia. 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  the  molQusi^m  ejn, 

For  her  new-bom  infant  beaide  her  liea. 

O,  hour  of  bliss !  when  the  heart  o'erfowa 

With  rapture  a  mother  only  knowa. 

Let  it  gush  forth  in  words  of  fervent  pn^er ; 

Let  it  swell  up  to  heaven  for  her  predooa  carBi 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  that  gathering  banil, 
Where  the  heart  ia  pledged  with  the  tiembKny  haniL 
What  trying  thoughts  in  her  boaom  swell. 
As  the  bride  bids  parents  and  home  ferewoU ! 
Kneel  down  by  the  aide  of  the  teaiftd  feir. 
And  strengthen  the  peiiloua  boor  with  pnj«r. 

Kneel  down  by  the  dying  ainnei'a  side, 
And  pray  for  his  aonl  through  Him  who  ^ed* 
Large  drops  of  anguish  are  UbiA  on  bis  ~ 
O,  what  ia  earth  and  ita  pleasoxea  now! 


AaU  mhai,  ilmll  ikanjnge  hlsi  ilojk  dcsplr, 
Bttt  lbs  pctaiciii  cry  of  luimbte  pmyer ! 

KnMit  ilavm  «t  ttie  caucb  af  depanln^  failJif 
Aiul  bic»r  tl»  Iwl  wonJb  ibe  beliorer  «ailk. 
00  luw  bicBm  ftdieu  to  hi*  earthly  FrJcnJti ; 
*^gf»  i*  pMCQ  ill  hia  Fje  that  ujiwani  brndj ; 
Tfevf*  i«  pt!^£^  in  bifl  c^lm,  contidlti;^  air ; 
For  hU  bit  thoughti  afr  GtJt»*ttthiii  lii»^  worda  prayer* 

"Hw  ^ttolep  of  prayer  at  Ihe  *&blc  biiir ! 

A  irasiei  1%  tttvtain,  lo  ackothe,  luid  lo  checr^ 

ll  Mjwimi3>dii  the  apltit  to  Goi»  who  g3vo ; 

II  lifk  tbe  tboaght^  ffom  the  f^oldt  dufk  gmvp ; 

fi  |iffmt^  to  th«  g\oTj  wliL»re  bcr  i^hall  rtigitt 

Wlw»  wliwii*'i'*I,  "Thy  brother  sbaJI  rise  again/* 

The  Tcwce  of  praycir  iti  the  world  of  bUi^ ! 
9u^  ad^'^'^'a^T  purer,  tb&a  nxic  froDi  Uiiin* 
Tfcif  nuuuMii'd  ebout  to  tbdr  gioriou*  King, 
Ift'^h^re  no  loitow  fihadea  the  mtul  iu$  tht^y  mtig ; 
But  i  mitik^  and  jayoua  Eoog  they  raiw ; 
And  Uiof  f  oioe  of  prayer  U  (^U!rnal  pmbe* 

AwidMi,  atrakfi,  und  gird  up  thy  atrcngth 
To  join  thflt  holy  band  at  Icnglh. 
Tb  him  who  tiiKrc*fiing  bve  display*^ 
Whom  the  pow«n  of  n&tujv  urtcm^ngly  praise, 
Tb  Him  thy  heart  »nd  thy  houra  be  given ; 
Fbr  A  lilb  tiSr  prayer  is  the  lir«  of  ht^veii. 


TEE  VISION  OF  HBERTY* 

T«»  ff^wning  hf*Ti?nji  wcjf.  c^lm  and  bright ; 

H«dimii««p  Ititcd  on  Ibe  gUtiofiiig  lighl   [high; 
^Iwt  tfpmifed  fh^m  thiit  TviUlemcsa  of  worlds  on 

Thm^  SfAuni  «uit4  btimM  on  in  qwct  ray ; 

!%•  |iKdd  pUnetj  held  thoir  niodest  way ! 
Aiktf  ^BDce  TTifn^d  profound  o*er  earth,  and  sea, 
and  bky. 

O  what  an  hour  for  lofty  thought ! 

My  apirit  bumM  within  ;  I  caught 
A  holy  inspiration  from  the  hour. 

AfoTuid  me  man  and  nature  slept; 

AjofK  my  solemn  watcb  I  kept, 
Till  mominf  dawn^dtand  d^p  resumed  her  power* 

A  ▼ifion  paa^d  ^pon  my  mjuI. 
f  mill  warn  gating  tip  to  heaven, 
As  in  the  ^rly  boon  of  e^n ; 
E  *titl  beheld  the  pknrtii  toJI, 
And  an  Ihocc  roanOes^  icm^  of  light 
FbuDc  fcvm  the  bmd  blue  aichf  and  gqide  the 
I  night 


When*  lo,  upon  the  plain, 

Jfut  where  it  akittfl  the  awelling  main, 

A  DManvo  castle,  far  and  ht:^h« 

la  towering  grand^fOf  broke  upon  roy  *^ye* 

Frond  in  its  strength  and  yeAt^  the  ponderoua  pile 
FInnf  up  it«  time-defying  towers ; 

It*  Jolty  gate*  neeni'd  aoomfuny  to  «mile 
At  Tain  aaaantt  of  human  poweia, 

And  thnsOa  and  ani^i  deride, 

Xu  gorgteoiia  earrings  of  heraldric  pride 

From  m  pwrn  d«lirvrvd  bmTatv  ih«  Fhl  Beta  KapfH 


In  giant  masseti  graced  Lbe  wolLe  above, 
And  dongeona  yawn'd  belov?. 

Yet  i*y  there  and  mow  tlieir  garland*  wo\'c, 
GjtivCt  Biient  chroniclers  of  time's  protracted  flow^J* 

Bursting  on  tnj  ttteadfast  faie, 

See,  nithint  a  sudden  bluxe  * 
So  small  0t  firfet^  the  lephyr^n  slight<^llt  ^well* 

That  BCiircely  Ptirs  the  pine-tree  lop, 

Nor  makpH  the  witborM  leaf  to  drop^ 
The  feeble  fluttering  of  that  dame  won  Id  quetl. 

But  Hoon  it  Hprcfld — ^ 

Waving,  msbing,  fierce,  and  red — 

From  waU  to  wall,  from  tow^r  to  tower, 

Rngiog  with  rcsistlcsa  power ; 
Till  ev^ry  fervent  piJUr  glowM, 

And  every  stotie  seem*d  buminif  eoal, 
Instinct  with  livinja;  heat,  that  6ow*d 

Like  streanving  nMliance  from  the  kindled  pole. 

BeauUfuK  f*?arful,  grond, 

Sili.nt  as  denth,  1  saw  the  fobric  staruh 

At  length  n  crockhng  eound  hei^n; 

From  side  to  side^  throughout  the  pile  it  ran ; 

And  louder  yet  and  louder  grew, 

Till  now  in  rattling  thunder-peal*  it  ffrew; 

Hnge  shiver'd  fmgtnentif  from  the  pilhir«  brokt*. 

Like  fieiy  jiparkle^  from  iJie  anril*a  »UNf>ke. 

The  shattered  wallii  were  rent  onc^ riven, 

And  pjc«me;d  driven 

Like  blazing  cometa  throngh  tlie  traabled  dgr 

T  iji  done ;  wliat  centuries  had  rvar^di 

In  quick  e^ploaian  dii^appearM, 
Nor  even  itd  rums  met  my  wondering  eye. 

But  in  their  place — 

Bright  with  more  than  human  ^Taee, 
Rotted  in  more  thtm  morial  wx-miug, 

Radiant  glory  in  her  face,  fing^- 

And  eye*  with  heaven**  own  brighttiew  beam' 
Rose  a  fair,  majestic  fonn, 
At  the  mild  rajnhow  from  the  filonn. 
I  markM  her  «mi!e,  I  knew  her  eve ; 

And  when,  with  gesture  of  ^mmiimi 

She  waved  alofl  the  capK-rownM  wand. 
My  al umbers  fled  mid  shouts  of  "  Liberty  !'* 

Reiid  ye  the  dre^n  T  and  know  ye  not 
How  truly  it  UDlo<:k'd  the  world  of  fate ! 

Went  not  the  flame  from  this  illufttrioua  apoi, 
And  i^readii  it  not,  and  hums  In  evvry  xlatc  t 

And  when  their  old  and  eumbroos  walljs 
Fiird  with  thi*  spirits  glow  intense, 
Vainly  they  rear'd  their  impotent  defence : 

The  faiirie  fall*  \ 

That  fervent  energy  must  npread. 

Till  despotiam's  towers  be  overthrown ; 

And  in  their  stead. 
Liberty  standa  alone ! 

Hasten  the  day,  ju«t  Heaven  ! 

Aeeompliah  thy  desijnfn ; 
And  let  the  blessingis  thou  hast  freely  given 

Freely  on  alt  luen  ahine  ; 
Till  equal  rigbta  W  equally  enjoy 'd 
And  human  power  for  human  good  fonployM  J, 
Till  law,  and  not  the  sovereign,  nik  iUtftain, 
And  peace  and  virtue  undisputed  reign^ 
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JOHN    NEAL. 


[Boni  about  1794.] 


Mn.  Neal  is  a  native  of  Portland.  In  1815  he 
Tveiit  to  Baltimore,  and  was  there  assodated  fjcveral 
years  with  Joiix  Pikhpokt  in  mercantile  tranRao 
tions ;  hut  these  resulting  disastrously,  he  turned 
his  attention  to  literature,  commencing  his  career 
l»y  writing  for  "Tlic  Portico,"  a  montlily  maga- 
zine, a  series  of  critical  essays  on  the  works  of 
Bruo.v.  In  1818,  he  published  •*Kcep  Cool,"  a 
novel,  and  in  the  following  year  «  The  Battle  of 
Ni:tt;ara,  Gold^u  the  Maniac  IIar})er,  and  otlier 
Poems,  hy  Jehu  O'Cataract,"*  and  "Otho,"  a  tra- 
gedy, lie  also  wrote  a  large  portion  of  Allen's 
"  History  of  the  American  Revolution,"  which  ap- 
jK»arod  early  in  1821.  In  1822  he  published  in 
Philadelphia  a  second  novel,  entitled  "Logan," 
which  was  reprinted  soon  aAcr  in  London.  This 
was  followed  in  1823  by  "Seventy-six,"  the  most 
popular  of  his  fictions;  "Randolph,"!  a  story 
which  attracted  considerable  attention  at  the  time 
by  the  notice  it  contained  of  the  most  prominent 
j)oliticians,  authors,  and  artists  then  in  tlie  country; 
and  «  Errata,  or  the  Works  of  Will  Adams." 

Near  the  close  of  the  last^mentioned  year  Mr. 
Neal  went  abroad.  Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Lon- 
don ho  became  a  contributor  to  various  jwriodicals, 
for  which  he  wrote,  chiefly  under  the  guise  of  an 
Eu;;lishman,  numerous  articles  to  correct  erroneous 
opinions  which  prevailed  in  regard  to  the  social 
and  political  con<lition  of  the  Unitinl  States.  He 
m.ulc  his  first  appearance  in  Blackwooti's  Mag.i- 
7.in,\  in  »» Sketches  of  the  Five  American  Presi- 
dents and  the  Five  Candidates  for  the  Presidency," 
a  p.iptT  which  was  widely  republishetl,  and,  with 
others,  led  to  his  introduction  to  many  erahient 
persons,  among  whom  was  Jckemt  Bkntiiay, 
who  continued  until  liis  dcatli  to  be  Mr.  Nkal's 
warm  [personal  friend. 

After  passing  four  years  in  Great  Britain  and  on 
the  continent,  in  which  time  appeared  his  «  Brother 
Jonathan,"  a  novel,  Mr.  Nsal  came  back  to  his 

*  **  Jehu  O'Cataract"  was  a  nnme  given  to  Neal 
hyihp  Di'lphian  Club  of  Baltimore,  of  which  PAULALLK!f, 

Ci'H.  WlXDER,    lilX.  JOIUV    PlBRPOSTT,    Judge     IlRECKBIf* 

RiDOR.  Neal,  and  other  distinn^uished  men,  were  then 
nietiibord.  The  second  edition  of  the  Battle  of  Ningara 
waH  p(ilili«hed  in  1S19,  and  for  "  Jehu  O'Cataract'*  was 
stihdiitutrtd  the  real  name  of  the  author. 

In  this  edition  of  **  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Amerina'* 
I  lii%'c  quoted  from  the  *'  Battle  of  Niagara"  as  it  appear- 
e«l  with  the  *'la«t  additions  and  corrections."  I  had 
^f>on  only  the  firft  impresnion  of  It  when  this  work  was 
oriKinnlly  prepared  for  the  press. 

f  In  a  ndte  in  Btacic wood's  Magaaine,  Mr.  Neal  says 
]i<:  wrote  '*  Randolph"  in  thirty-six  days,  with  an  inter* 
val  fif  alKiut  a  week  between  the  two  volumes,  in  which 
III!  wrote  nothing;  "  Errita'*  in  less  than  thirty-nine 
tiny*  :  and  *'  8eventy-«ix"  in  twenty-seven  days.  During 
tliin  *iiiie  he  was  engaged  in  professional  business. 
1»4 


native  city  of  Portland,  where  be  mom 
Since  his  return  he  hai  pablished  "  Rachd  Dyer," 
"A  uthorship,"  <*  The  Down  Euten,"  uA  *«  Rath  El- 
der ;"  edited  «The  Tankee,"  a  fveekly  guette^  two 
years,  and  contributed  largely  to  other  prrinHiraki 

Mr.  Neal's  novels  contain  namenHis  riw^gM 
marked  by  brilliancy  of  sentiment  and  expiCMion, 
and  occasional  scenes  whidi  show  that  he  poMeasea 
dramatic  ability.  They  are  original;  they  are  wriU 
ten  from  the  impulses  of  his  heart,  and  are  pettaded 
by  the  peculiarities  of  his  character;  but  moat  of 
tliem  were  produced  rapidly  and  careleady,  and  are 
without  unity,  aim,  or  continuous  mtereaL 

His  poems  have  the  unquestionable  stamp  of 
f^onius.  lie  iMwscsses  imagination  in  a  degree  of 
sensil)ility  and  energy  hardly  surpaased  in  thia  age> 
The  elements  of  poetry  are  poured  fixth  in  his  venoi 
with  a  prodigality  and  power  altogether  aiiimifl^inffi 
But  he  is  deticicnt  in  the  constructive  &calty.  He 
has  no  just  sense  of  proportion.  No  one  with  n 
rich  and  abundant  materials  had  ever  lesa  dull  in 
usiniT  them.  Instead  of  bringing  the  &ncy  to  adorn 
the  structures  of  the  imagination,  he  revenea  tfaa 
poetical  law,  giving  to  the  imagination  the  aeoond- 
ury  ollicp,  so  that  the  points  illustrated  are  qoile 
forgotti'u  in  the  accumulation  and  splendour  of  tfaa 
iinatrery.  The  <*  Battle  of  Niagara,"  with  ita  rapid 
and  sluw,  gay  ami*  solemn  movement,  fiJla  on  the 
ear  as  if  it  were  composed  to  martial  muaic.  It 
i.s  niiirrecl,  however,  hy  his  customary  faolta.  Hie 
isthmus  which  l)ounds  the  bcautifid  ia  as  nanow 
as  that  ui>on  the  borders  of  the  sublime,  and  he 
crosses  botli  without  liesitation.  Paaaagea  in  it 
would  be  very  fme  but  for  lines  or  single  wotda 
which,  if  the  reader  were  not  confident  that  he  had 
l>eforc  him  the  author^s  own  edition,  he  would  think 
had  been  thrown  in  by  some  burlesquing  enemy. 

I  have  heard  ftn  anecdote  which  illustratea  the 
rapidity  with  which  he  writes.  When  he  lived  fai 
Baltimore,  he  went  one  evening  to  the  looma  of 
PiERPONT,  and  read  to  him  a  poem  which  he  had 
just  completed,  llio  author  of «  Airs  df  Paleatine'' 
was  always  a  nice  critic,  and  he  frankly  pointed 
out  the  faults  of  the  performance.  Nbal  promised 
to  revise  it,  and  submit  it  again  on  the  following 
morning.  At  the  appointed  time  ho  repaiied  lo 
the  apartment  of  hU  iriend,  and  read  to  him  a  new 
poem,  of  three  or  four  hundred  lines.  He  had 
tried  to  improve  his  first,  but  failing  to  do  ao,  had 
chosen  a  new  subject,  a  new  measure,  and  produced 
an  entirely  new  work,  before  retiring  to  sleep. 

In  the  last  edition  of  liis  Poems,  Mr.  Nbal  pv^ 
sents  some  specimens  of  an  intended  epic  on  the 
conquest  of  Peru ;  and  be  has  written  many  lyrieal 
pieces,  not  included  in  Ills  collections^  whidi  haw 
been  popular. 
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FROM  THE  CONQUEST  OF  PERU. 
IXVOCATION  TO  TriE  DEITY. 

O  T«or^,  fmm  whom  thi?  rebel  angck  0pd, 
Wl>«ti  tiimi  i)jtli4  ntuirl  thtii«  tfrertoAting  xeiU 
'  id  4uiw  thy  «mo(cn«nf«  ui  wrath !     O  Thon, 

An*  wb«f  biw*p  tuiclotbcd  m  light— put  Jbrth 
fa  swfut  tvvvtsti(H)^-ltljB|'  lh«t  ptood 

iW!|  m  hftiiiiii,  thejlhttl  walk'd  MuUtim^, 
£r«B  in  Ihf  |i7T«*Jwc,  Lc^J  I  ftjitl  tbvy  ihwt  sIhmio 
Iftfi  (Mpu*  *mu1  fJi4i  li^l  of  glorioii*  one*, 
WiA  LneiJrr^thc  Marab^  i^Stv,  Uw  Trrtitilc, 
n^lluif  0^  atd  Lmtiiortik— with  tli««tj^t 
Wivi  mMmtlj  can^umrt]  f     Almuhty  \  Th«Jii, 
WImm  &fii  1m1  ■hoitc  i^Hiit  tUt  rrlr\  JuM?t 
Of  irurinn  oonitrlliiticiiui  iinfl  tticir  rravyiiia 
Wrrr  ^itcnd^d  f«f  mw  I  wicj  the  min^hliut  fcU, 

AffI  «rtte*il  rOQUd  «H>at  the  Etv^moi'a  tliroiic, 
Aal  «ll  il«  wtiUiaMi  ^  Mir  vtvf^  fiird 
Willi  IfaKoiem and  wish  tok&^l  tad  tlu*  witr 
^nt &om  i^  fnMSKwV    And  thf  wivih  wii«  oW| 

Ani  bMfm  itfiin  la  p«ftB«! 

O  tli<M-  oof  tnflf^iiidci^Tliou,  O  CM f 
T»  vIkhh  Ibe  pro(dMi»  tnd  thi^  erowiicil  klii^ 
11i»  l«9i«  of  NMBf  jw^rn,  iwtitk  oiughl  fnom  Tbo« 
TlMir  bki^  of  thtt  ifi^nt  ^  Thau,  tt>  whom 

ThmtMiti  urtlK  jffiv^ryi  Imvit  (»\kn  dowa 
AAd  ntof  tbesr  foldcn  hjirp,  HgA  atWr  ^  I 

0  Titeti,  to  wliota  the  ^M.  men  nf  otd» 
Wlk»  itaad  MMBg  lb»  n^ytfuiMt  of  hMvt-n, 
BmA  il^  Hikk  item,  tai  Mmt^  to  the  wuid. 
JKwfilrf  tba  ibaiMldri  taU  Om  ^ma^ 

W  Oorao  UiinliliAg  In  htn  cftveR,  rv  plumed 

Ifh*  iPiiifiili^  daafttCtfiTv  of  Shuio 

n«t  lom  vpoo  te  ftnoiiwiit,  and  faw 

l%e  t&ewi  of  bim  th&t  attjelh  in  the  Htiri, 

A  111!  fftad  iJic  writiug  tbr-re*  th^t  foinrs  luid  gofsi, 

R<*Tralmf  to  Ihe  ryes  iho  fate  of  mtn, 

1  If  mnt)«rrhK^  And  of  enipinMs !— ^iD^fi  who  ctood 
AnM  llie  Kilitudc*  of  hc^^cn  ami  irartti,  atid  hcaid 
FfOHl  tfa«  lugli  ioftuntiiiii-ti?p  th(?  silent  Mght 
Oiw  out  l»r  uniitt#Tpret«l  dwrecs  ! — 

*t^  fHiM^tb  men  *  tlir  old,  and  mighlj, 
PNfJN^  iad  li«rd#  nudkirifi^  whfise  »aub  were  filfd 
Willi  tmmftrtjility,  titid  >iiiioti*s  lill 
TV^  hs«tii  h4%P  Ht'hftl  ^i(h  weaiy  tupplication ; 
Hn  bU  tlu^  Futurr,  roihitig  gVr  tlidr  ■CrUi^«, 
lllliiiil*^  fltid  i/i  ligl^l,  hjith  tlrown^d  thtur  pnaycm, 
AjhI  l«ft  lh*ir  oughty  huqi*  all  ringing  Jnud 
Willi  ptopbcej  tJid  wo !     O  Th<^u,  tti  whoni 
tnmnnvnblp  tnxm^  ond  utooru,  and  worldf^ 
Thu  g\mi<ni»  eh'VRtt(#D!i  of  ihf  Bky, 
Ttle  tiKM  of  chrrubJLin  ujid  seraplilm — 
limDortal  siultiludf%  th^t  worabip  round 
Tluiui  ffdloAng  throoi* — upon  Ihcir  golden  hnrp« 
And  «tlTfr  trqnipN  ii^d  iir^tie  of  tiK-  dr, 
Tntir  r^r1«M»nf  molody !     O  ITimtt  to  whom 
AH  ihu  hutfi  Utn  Ikmiliiff  ftom  llic  hour 
WlMWi  Ifctfi*  didirt  bc*w  the  hocvQWi  irnl,  »t  th«i  umind 
Of  man^  thundun,  t^mling  ihv  d*rrw, 
Crratkifi  upmif  Ia  light,  whtHi  time  Iwgnn 
And  nil  the  trmiodlaA  dty  wm  full  «>f  nuns* 
Sidia^  b  «|niplhoiiyi  aM  niin  wiu  m^Mle 


^uhliriw  and  rnnfidpnt,  and  wom*n,  up 

Fronj  lh«  Piirmbini*  nf  the  Etcmiil  rote, 

AH  tiikllpct  lirid  iavk']  tirid  Jt)]  (hii  hUk 

And  id  I  lh(^  vnlc^  wrre  urefn,  mid  (dl  the  tioesm  flower, 

^O,  Ukw  HUT  In  jnbling  harp  \ 


FROM  TIIK  BATTLE  OF  mAGAHA. 
A  CAVALCADE  SEl^LV  AT  SCNSET  THSOtrGH  A 

Aki  now  let  tin  CTii^  ■  \*hnt  a  wonderful  nky ! 
Row  tli*i  mlNrofllH*  M^ni,  in  H^  flnnnM-olorc-d  dje, 
(top*  niddlly.  rtuiihinglv,  Sftn^piiiiirly  hj?  ^  * . , . 
Nhv»  Rprak  I  did  you  rvcr  behold  "Och  a  night  I 
VVliiU-  Ihi'  vkmdn  bh'w  ftUwil,  and  lli^  watefi  wi?w 
The?  »un  rolUag  hooir?  in"«n  oc*»Mti  of  lifflit  *     [bright, 
Bwt  bitnh  f  there  i^  mxmt  nwny  in  the  sky ; 
Kniii-  *'nnilurrH  "f  oiHgk  oni  «/lni  rioting  liy  ;     [wfld 
Now  it  couic* — ifrbttt  ft  >rfjuntl  I  *l  is  m  chrerful  wid 
An  Iha  who  of  enven  to  tlw  laugh  of  i^  child  i 
Ah  y*t%  *hpy  mn^  Uf*Tii  1  Hw,  nwiiy  to  yoijr  left, 
Whej:c  Ibr  Hun  lim  giMiis  dot^n,  v^li«re  thxs  mountains 

Are  tlefl* 
A  trtiiip  of  (nil  hfimnneis !  How  fearlesi  they  ride  I 
■Ti«  a  pprilooa  piitli  oVr  that  Nli'^p  raoimtain's  iide; 
Canvrinij  ihey  tome,  like  a  haml  of  young  knight«, 
T*hi4t  Uh*  truitjfti't  uf  uioru  In  tJje  tilting  invite*; , 
Witii  hlgh^fioddiof  plumes  mid  i«  id  V  sunshiny  tests ; 
With  widMiMmg  miiiM,  ond  with   maU-^^verM 

brrfifcts; 
\Vttbarrhirijjofiif"fk*»<ind  the  plunge  and  theprido 
Of  Ihfir  htKhrnicttled  ateed*^  n&  lliey  gnlloping  ride, 
In  glitter  and  pomp;  with  ilunr  Ikou&i^gt  of  gokl. 
With  their  srarlet  and  lilue,  im  ihi  u  ^uadrona  unfold 
Flojihit^g  ehangi'able  hght«  Uko  a  banner  unroll'd  2 
Now  they  hoiiit  on  the  eyo  m  their  lUBrtiul  array 
And  now  tht-y  have  ^one*  like  a  vi«don  of  day, 
III  t.  utreaniin^  of  splendour  they  camo — tAit  they 

fvhet^rd  I 
And  inirtantly  all  the  bright  jdiow  waa  eonreal^d^ — 
Ab  if 't  VkCtv  a  toumanient  held  in  the  sky. 
Betrayed  hy  aonie  h;rhl  posiitng  Kuddeidy  by ; 
l^oinc  iMind  by  the  flashing;  of  torcWa  reveal'd, 
A*i  (I  (vi\  oVf  the  iMim  of  an  ujihfted  shield, 
Or  laniirm  And  hladefi  in  the  darkneisa  conciral'd^ 


AnitOAat  OF  EVEXLVa 

A  uLow*  like  enchantment,  is  spen  oVr  the  lake. 
Like  the  du«h  of  the  iJty,  when  tlie  day  herald  a  wake 
And  oVr  [ik  dull  tuL^om  their  iwit  ptumage  idiako. 
Now  d^e  warniriv  tif  the  heovm  is  fading  awav— 
Young  Evening?  f^oniei*  up  in  pursuit  of  the  l!*iy — 
The  rirhnes*i  and  mist  of  the  lints  rheit  were  there 
ArK  melting  awJiy  like  tlie  bow  of  the  air — 
The  bluMiotiOni'd  water  bpave»  darker  and  bluef, 
nip  elifl>  and  ihe  trees  arc  seen  tiolder  and  truer, 
The  I*ndiM-ap  han  le*»  of  enehontment  and  light  * 
But  It  lipd  til*-  njftn*  «trwly  iind  firrn  in  the  aight 
The  Juiitpu-erown'd  j')eak^  w  hiU'  they  dazzlnl  the  cjr* 
BeemM  lo<ii*«n'd  and  pairing  a  way  in  the  sky. 
Anil  the  far-cliwlar*!  bill"*  in  thiir  Ijeinuloua  Wuo, 
But  badled  die  eve,  a^  it  dwelt  on  theif  hue^ 


/ 
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The  lin^ht  of  the  hill,  and  the  wave,  and  the  sky 
Grow  fhintcr,  and  fainter: — ^The  wonders  all  die ! 

The  xisinns  have  gone !  tliey  have  vani»h*d  away, 
TJnobscrved  in  their  change,  like  the  bliw  of  a  day. 
The  rainbows  of  heaven  were  bent  in  our  sifi^ht, 
And  fountains  were  gushinj?  like  wine  in  its  liijlit. 
And  seniphs  were  wheulin^  around  in  their  flight — 
A  moment :  and  ail  was  envelojMHl  in  ni^ht ! 
'Tis  ikuH  with  tlie  dreams  of  the  hii^li-heaving  heart  : 
They  come  but  to  bln?^,  and  they  bluze  to  depart — 
Their  gossamer  wings  are  too  thin  to  abide 
The  chilling  of  sorrow,  or  burning  of  pride — 
They  come,  but  to  brush  o*er  its  young  giillant  swell, 
Like  bright  birds  over  ocean — but  never  to  dwelL 


MO\T.MENTS  OF  TROOPS  AT  MOJrr. 

Obskrved  ye  the  cloud  on  that  mountain*s  dim 
So  heavily  hanging? — as  if  it  had  been  [green 

The  tent  of  the  Thunderer — the  chariot  of  one 
Wlio  dare  not  apjiear  in  the  hla/A*.  of  the  sun  ? 
*T  is  descending  to  earth !  and  some  lionHinen  are  now, 
Tn  a  line  of  dark  mist,  conjing  down  from  its  brow. 
*T  is  a  helnifte<l  kind — from  the  hills  they  drsccnd, 
Like  the  monarrhs  of  storm,  wlu'u  the  forest  trees  bend. 
"So  scimitars  swim;  a^*  they  gallop  alcmg ; 
No  clattering  hoof  falls  suddm  and  strong ; 
No  trumpet  is  fillM,  and  no  bu;:le  is  blown ; 
No  baiinrrs  abroad  on  the  wind  are  thrown ; 
Nosh«)utings  are  heard,  and  no  cheerings  are  given; 
No  waving  of  retl  flowing  plumige  to  heaven ; 
No  flashing  of  blades,  and  no  loosening  of  reins; 
No  neigliing  of  steeds,  and  no  tossing  of  manes ; 
No  furniture  trailin.;.  or  warrior  helms  bowing. 
Or  eriiii.-^on  and  gold-s)>oltt'd  drapen-  flowing; 
Hut  tlit'v  sjM'i'd,  like  covirstT-*  whos«»  hoofs  arc  shoil 
With  a  silenl  s\uy.\  from  i\\n  looscnM  koiI  ; 
Like  tin*  stet'ds  that  ean-rr  cmt  the  billowy  surf. 
Or  streteh  like  the  winds  o'er  tin*  untrtxlden  turf,  [ing. 
Where  the  willow  and  yew  in  their  darkness  are  weep- 
And  younz,  ir  illant  ln'arls  are  in  sepulchres  sleeping; 
Likt' the  stpiadrons,  that  on  the  pale  li^htof  the  moon, 
While  the  night's  nuilfled  horn  plays  a  low  windy  tune. 
Are  seen  to  come  down  from  the  height  of  the  skies. 
By  the  warrior  that  on  the  re<l  battle-field  lies. 
And  wave  their  clou<l-helmets,and  charge  i»'fr  the  field. 
A  nd  career  o'er  the  tracks  where  the  living  had  wheel  d, 
When  the  dying  half-nuse  themselves  up  in  a  trance. 
And  ga/x*  on  the  show,  as  their  thin  kmners  glance. 
And  wonder  to  see  the  dread  battle  renew'd,     [stood. 
On  the  turf  where  lliemstOvcs  and  ihinr  comrades  had 
Like  these  shadows,  in  swiflness  and  darkness  they 

ride, 
O'er  the  ihunder-reft  mount^-on  its  ruggedest  side; 
From  the  precipice  top,  they  circle  and  leap, 
L'kc  the  warriors  of  air,  that  are  teen  in  our  sleep; 
Like  the  creatures  that  pass  where  a  bleeding  man  Ues, 
Their  heads  muffled  up  to  their  white  filmy  eyea. 
With  gcbturcs  more  threati'ning  and  fierce  till  he  dies: 
And  away  they  hnvc  gone,  witJi  a  motionleas  speed, 
Like  demons  abroad  on  aomc  terrible  deed. 
The  last  one  has  gone :  they  liave  all  diaappearM ; 
7  heir  dull-echoed  trampiiigs  no  longer  are  heard ; 
For  still,  though  they  pass'd  likenostcedaof  the  earth, 
'J 'he  Odl  of  their  tread  gave  some  ]iollow-«ounda  birth ; 


Your  heart  would  lie  atiU  tin  it  nmnba'd  Ae'ltit; 
And  your  breath  would  be  held  till  the  setr  hanenm 

paasM, 
80  awiAly,  so  mutely,  ro  daikly  they  went. 
Like  the  spectres  of  air  to  the  soroeier  «nt^     Had, 
That  ye  fill  their  approach,  and  might  guew  thor  m> 

Your  hrro*8  stern  bosom  will  oftentimea  qfiiakc^ 
Your  gallant  young  warrior-plnroc  oftenttmes  Aihe^ 
Before  the  cool  marching  that  comes  in  the  ni^t. 
Passing  by,  like  a  cloud  in  the  dim  troubled  lisfal; 
Sulnluing  the  heart  with  a  nameless  affiight, 
WJien  that  would  swell  strongly,  and  Hum  would  w^ 
If  the  sound  of  one  trumpet  saluted  the  eir,    [pear, 
Like  some  8C4irlet-wing'd bird,  that  is nuia'd  in  tfaeday, 
When  she  shakes  her  red  plumage  in  wrath  o'er  her 
prey. 

For  he  they  the  horsemen  of  earth,  or  of  heaven. 
No  blast  that  the  trumpet  of  Slaughter  hadi  given, 
No  roll  of  the  drum,  and  no  cry  of  the  €A, 
No  neighing  of  steeds  in  the  bloodiest  strife, 
Is  half  80  terrific  to  full  swelling  hearta, 
As  the  still,  pulseless  tramp  of  a  band  that  depai1% 
With  echoleas  armour,  with  motionless  phuhe, 
With  ensigns  all  furlM,  in  the  trappings  of  gloom. 
Parading,  like  thoM  who  came  up  fiom  the  tomfa^ 
In  silenct*  rfnd  darkness— determined  and  alow. 
And  dreadfully  calm,  as  the  munlerer's  brow. 
When  his  dagger  is  forth ! — and  ye  see  not  the  blow, 
'I'ill  the  gleam  of  thl;  blade  shows  your  heart  in  ite  flow! 

O,  say  what  ye  will !  the  duU  sound  that  awakes 
When  the  night  breeze  is  down,  and  the  chill  i[drit 

aches 
With  its  measureless  thouglit,  is  more  dreadful  hj  fir, 
'i*han  the  ]>urst  of  the  trump,  when  it  peals  for  the  war. 
It  is  the  cold  summons  that  comes  from  the  ground, 
WIkui  a  se[)ulchn'  answers  your  light  youthAil  bonmll 
And  loud  joyous  laugh,  with  its  cliill  fearful  sound, 
(.'om]iared  to  the  challenge  tliat  leaps  on  the  ear, 
\\'hen  the  banners  of  death  in  their  splendors  appear, 
And  the  frcH*  golden  bugle  sings  freshly  and  clear!— 
'I'he  low,  sullen  monns,  tliat  so  feebly  awake. 
At  midnight,  when  one  is  alone,  on  some  lake, 
('omj)ar(*d  to  the  Thunderer's  voice,  when  it  rolls 
P>om  the  l>osom  of  space  to  tlic  uttermost  poles  L 
Tiike  something  that  stirs  in  the  weight  of  a  shrood, 
'Jlie  talking  of  those  who  go  by  ui  a  cloud. 
To  the  cannon*s  full  voice,  when  it  wandenaJobdL 
'Tis  the  light  that  is  seen  to  burst  under  the  weve^ 
'i^he  pale,  fitful  omen,  that  plays  o'er  a  grave. 
To  tlie  rushing  of  flame,  where  the  turf  is  all  ied» 
And  farewells  a  re  discluirged  o*era  young  aoldier'a  bed, 
To  the  lightnings  that  blaze  o*er  the  mariner's  way. 
When  the  stonn  is  ii^  pomp,  and  the  ocean  in  apnij! 


AN  INDIAN  APOLLO. 

Ner  like  the  airy  god  of  moulded  Ught, 
Just  step|)ing  from  his  chariot  on  the  sight; 
Poising  his  beauties  on  a  rolling  dead. 
With  outstrctch'd  ann  and  bowstring  tvranginghNid 
And  arrows  singing  as  they  pierce  the  air ; 
With  tinkling  sandals,  and  with  flaming  bair; 
As  if  he  paused  upon  his  bounding  vray. 
And  loosen'd  his  fierce  arrows— all  in  phj ; 
But  like  that  angiy  god,  m  Uaang  Ught 
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J  froDi  9pm0t  and  ilaiiding  in  bu  might — 
R«^«ll\l  m  Mm  anutipot^nt  amy, 
A^dfe  ilf  tll»  ikic%  and  deitj  of  d&jf 

t  god,  whitn  up  in  OET  he  sffiingt, 
j  OMtitLc  vul  with  fiuimy  wingw^ 
t  IfeMfo^l^  miwic  TniiTftiu™  fmm  Mb  eliitigs — 
A  tmr«tatit  Tkion — an  imltoAved  tlreim 
Of  dntntf  Poeay — und  boywhly  e^uprvme  J 
— N«l  ibp  iMti  •iiirit  waked  by  y  otjn|!  D^fitn, 
Gtxifisr  o*tJ  hn>*pi(  uatil  hi?T  thoitghls  take  fire, 
P«ntijtif  ami  bn^atlilnd;  in  hcf  heart V  vsiU  trann?, 
Brig^l,  «ihApd«Ki  ^3mi%  the  godtin^H  of  RomacifQ  t 
— ^Ot  that  ApoUo^-ficil  reaemWiRg  him 
Of  idvir  hnw  jtrid  wcimanV  tiervdc«  hmh — 
Btoi  mm — «li  man  t  t!ho  iiifiii?irrh  of  the  wild  ! 
— y^^  thfi  &iat  apini  tSmx  corroptiKj?  ftnil«d 
Ou  ioA,  taihrtrkiufi  Hr^^^c^,  hut  Nature'*  dulJ^ 
AfroaM  in  (Air  elia**,  witli  jiii^rcing  eye 
^I'd  m  ila  wtj  liS[htom«r  on  the  sky, 

»  f«d  binl  gofv  !ij|g:uid,  c?ddy  tiiis:.  droopbg> 
1 1^^  Ids  tttem*  in  tuer  awiite^t  atwijiifii^* 
^  "     \r  to  thjc  ikitM,  ft  boy  wjII  ■Uifid 
Witb  «fiw.  miUlt«%l  ai^i  unoaoadoiit  hanA 
Ttmaag  hk  trnm  in  iia  blttMl  it|^tr 
And  i^^sch  H  Wm^Sm$f  «i  il  dMCWM  the  li§bt 
Of  wsitU*  uniMm  bat  bf  the  Indian**  light — 
Hia  mlia  tnd  lulr  upon  da*  wiiid,  nt  It'tii^tJt — 
A  elvatinw  of  t^  bilk,  tU  grace  nnii  itTt^itgih^ 
AA  auiMfe  tod  >n  flimh    bin  iii^'T  ino 
Fil*4  «k  ottf  apot  M  if  he  cmilA  dcacrj 
If  ii  bliodin^  itkttm  ii«>tMnj?  In  the  «ky  I 
— N4I  dial  A|Nili^  *^uaC  th<r  hvmvmilj  one, 
TolnpliicMv  flpmt  of  a  wltinf  %iin — 
But  ihi*,  tin*  iifl^pring  of  yuung  Solitude, 
Ckiikl  ^  thr  htily  ppuf«  wImtiv  nori^  intrude 
0ai  tpmli  of  the  tofwnt,  diC  and  wood — 
Niir4ii^  of  doud  ind  «lo«tii,  the  dcaea*B  61217  hrood. 


UOH^ISG  AFTER  A  BATTLE. 

Wwft  thtnkii  of  haltUs  now  ?     TTiP  stirring  ioundi 
B|)tni5  liyhdy  from  tiic  ir\int|ict*  y^t  who  bounda 
Oh  thin  Nad,  tAill  and  indBnc'hoIy  tuom^ 
Aa  h*  W9«  wcml  lo  bound,  nht'n  the  frpidi  htirn 
Uftme  ^nrin^  op  thf?  wtmlfi*  and  pcaJM  to  hrarcn, 
la  gsov-by  hourq.  l>efo«?  th*  hatlle  cif  n  ? 
Tb*  ytrf^hmmm  mo^e  with  httUinitr  pace ; 
^Ert  caoTO  Ihfjr  HraTc  their  maiic^  with  fiery  pnit^* 
Wall  phiftfiitSivl  ira<*ht  and  Avp  that  loairc*  no  trace* 
No  KDorE-  tVy  upttm  tliis  liit.  vid  Hudd«n  fling 
Thrir  It^bt  boo&  011  the  wir.    The  blIg11^«  ting, 
And  vH  ihr  on-J^iOT  ninoe  and  rolling  Cja 
Listen  no  !eK\«rf  :tt  Uu'ir  niimtrteiay  | 
Ntt  mofii  thrif  houHiitf*  hUviv,  no  mtirff  the  gold 
Or  pmrpltf  flji^br*  froru  the  ofieniof^  fold; 
No  neb-1itou#tht  ^anf  are  gfittrrintj^  iri  thrir  [iride 
Of  dunipn^  bup«;  ill,  all,  ti  trtniAon-dj4*d. 
TbffaiAte  wHb  ilow,  Dir  «ti  p;  »hoy  brar  »h(?  Iwnd 
I1iai  efi«aMr«a  dllt  the  lofnlrtng  of  tlur  dr^ifl ; 
iTw  rwimvn  «[ii*ik3^  but  now  no  Un-^vr  rolli 
In  heavy  Uiumk'ra  to  thfi  nnwrvnnq  poliw  5 


BiU  bdrating  niddcnly.  It  adl»*  and  flic^ 

At  hrcathteav  iuintuk  idoii^  the  ikiwr 

Ab  if  HOtne  vie vi^  b«s  i^f^ntinc^l  were  there 

"WliOBft  choJIengt^  i^vuU  nt  midnig-hl  through  ihtmt 

Each  njUen  »te*i!  |fiK»  im,  nor  JioimIh  tLa  rour. 

Nor  piuae»  when  tis  \okv  la  heanl  no  more  j 

But  enuJfk!  the  tiunM  brrext-,  and  lifta  hia  hct^ 

And  liloTi'ly  whrf'Inig*  Vttth  u  cAirtiou^  tread, 

Bhuns^)  M  in  t^ve rente*,  thi>  mighty  dead  * 

Or.  reiuinjf  stuidiTdy,  with  tlaiihini^  pyi% 

Where  «ome  young  wnr*hi»nie  lii-n,  ho  posaeB  by ; 

Then^  with  utit<tjuai  st^^p^  he  umltCH  the  i^roufu], 

Uttere  a  Marlling  ncj^h,  mid  guiea  rouiidj 

And  wonJeri  thut  Im^  beamt  110  iui«wenng  souodp 

This,  while  hi«  rider  can  go  hy  tlio  bier 

Of  Hlnijghter'd  tm^i\,  und  ui'Vi^r  dfttp  u  Ut»Ti 

And  only,  when  he  miM'tji  a  c-omrsKh'  U^wre, 

Stretch 'd  eatuily  out,  with  brow  wvd  boitoni  bare, 

Aitd  jAtllferiM  hmiil  ujiIiAfvJ  iu  the  air^ 

With  Up  jTtill  ctirl'd,  ;md  t^^n^  g^^Uaiy  tyfp 

FL\M  oil  the  poi^eant  that  k  pairing  by — ^ 

And  only  tlien^^ln  ikrrury  will  rid** 

Leaa  sbltdy  iu  hia  siUcngtb,  ka«  brdly  in  bli  pruk. 


piVmC  OF  THE  NiGirr. 

Tnim  arrharpAtbatcotnpkin  totbe  presence  of  niffht^ 
To  tiic  prrj?«-nce  of  nij^t  oLone — 
In  a  near  sod  unchangeable  tori^^ 
Like  wind  A,  full  of  »ound,  that  |i;o  whJipfriltf  bf^ 
A«  if  «<itue  iiiimc^rtal  hdd  itoop'd  &O0I  tlie  ^QT* 
And  bet^athod  out  n  UlcKdng — and  ittwn  I 

Ye» !  harp  Ibiit  complain  to  the  hreesei  of  night, 

To  Uie  brceitffl  of  night  alone  ; 
Growing  fainter  and  falutt^r,  aa  rt^dy  and  bright 
The  ffun  rolli  aloft  in  bi»  drapery  of  iiftht. 

Like  a  conqueror,  inking  hi«  bfilhant  hair 

And  flourinhini^  roller  on  ihe  cdgo  of  the  air  f 
Dumlng  ctimaon  and  gold 
Ou  the  doudi  that  unfold, 
Break  in  1^  onward  lu  flame,  while  nn  ocean  dbidca . 
On  hli  right  and  hiii  lefl--8o  the  'ITiuuderrr  rideii» 
When  becutio  bright  path  through  the  heaving  tldce^^ 

tolling  on,  and  erect,  in  a  charluting  throne ! 

Ym\  istringii  that  Ue  fitill  in  the  gUEibtng  of  day, 

That  nwake,  nil  abve,  to  the  hreeies  of  nigh  L 
There  are  liautlwyi  and  flu  tea  too,  for  e^tr  At  play 
When  Uie  evening  i«  near,  and  the  nun  in  away, 

Bfeathiug  out  the  still  hymn  of  delight* 
Till  Me  striugw  by  inviniblc  fmgers  are  ploy'd^ 

By  a])iril»^  un«een,  and  unknown, 
But  thick  as  the  stara,  nil  this  muaic  b  I 
And  these  flutca,  atone, 

In  one  nwect  dreamy  tone, 
Are  ever  blown. 

For  CV4T  Bud  for  e%CT* 
The  livfylnni^  night  ye  hear  the  loundr 
[.ike  dii<tant  patera  flowinij  r<iund 
In  ringttig  cavea,  w  hile  hraTm  i»  rweet 

VVNth  i:roi*^Uiig  tune*,  like  hall* 

W- here  fouutaiu-niu«ie  fall*» 
And  h\al  minfitrdtt  meet. 


/ 
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NIGHT. 

'Tis  dark  abroad.     The  majeirty  of  Night 
Bowd  down  8upeii)ly  from  her  utmost  height, 
Stretches  her  starlefls  plumes  across  the  world. 
And  all  the  banners  of  the  wind  are  furPd. 
How  heavily  wo  breathe  amid  such  gloom, 
As  if  we  slumbered  in  creation^s  tomb. 
It  is  the  noon  of  that  tremendous  hour 
When  life  is  helpless,  and  the  dead  have  power; 
When  solitudes  are  peoplcnl ;  when  the  sky 
It«  swept  by  shaily  win(;s  that,  sailing  by, 
Pnx'laim  their  watch  in  set ;  when  hidden  rills 
Arc  chirping  on  their  course,  and  all  the  hills 
Are  bright  with  armour;  when  the  starry  vests. 
And  glittering  plumes,  and  fiery  twinkling  crests 
Of  moon-light  sentinels  are  sparkling  round. 
And  all  the  air  is  one  rich  flouting  sound ; 
When  countless  voices,  in  the  day  unheard. 
Arc  ]»iping  from  their  haunts,  and  ever}'  bird 
That  loves  the  leafy  w6od  and  blooming  bower 
And  echoing  cave,  is  singing  to  her  flower; 
When  every  lovely,  every  lonely  place. 
Is  ringing  to  the  light  an<l  siindulM  pace 
Of  twinkling  feet;  and  all  about,  the  flow 
( )f  new-l)orn  fountains,  nninnuring  as  they  go ; 
When  waten'  tunes  are  richi^st,  and  the  call 
Of  wandering  streamlets,  as  they  jjort  and  fall 
In  foaming  melody,  is  all  around, 
Like  fairy  harps  beneath  enchanted  ground — 
JSweet,  drowsy,  distant  music !  like  the  breath 
Of  airy  flutes  that  blow  lieforc  an  infiint*s  death. 

It  is  that  hour  when  listening  ones  will  weep 
And  know  not  why ;  when  we  would  gladly  sleep 
Our  last,  last  sleep,  and  feel  no  touch  of  fear, 
I'nconscious  where  wc  are.  or  what  is  near, 
Till  wc  are  startled  by  a  fulling  tear, 
'J'hat  unexpected  gathered  in  our  eye. 
While  wc  were  pUnting  for  yon  blessed  sky ; 
That  hour  of  gratitude,  of  whis[)ering  prayer, 
When  we  can  hear  a  worship  in  the  air ; 
When  wc  are  lifted  from  the  earth,  and  feel 
Light  fanning  wings  around  us  faintly  wheel, 
And  o'er  our  lids  and  brow  a  blessing  steal; 
An<l  then,  as  if  our  sins  were  all  forgiven, 
And  all  our  tears  were  wiped,  and  we  in  heaven ! 


ONTARIO. 

No  sound  is  on  the  ear,  no  lioatmairs  oar 
Droiw  its  dull  signal  to  the  watchful  shore ; 
13  ut  all  is  listening,  as  it  Were  to  hear 
Kome  si^raph  harper  stoo]>ing  from  her  s])herc 
And  calling  on  the  dt^'rt  to  express 
I:?*  sense  of  Silence  in  her  li)velines-». 
What  holy  dreaming  comes  in  nights  like  these, 
When,  like  yon  wave,  unruflb-d  by  a  breeze, 
'i'he  mirrors  of  the  mcmor)'  all  are  spresul 
And  funning  pinions  sail  around  \our  h(>ad  ; 
When  all  that  man  may  love,  alive  or  dea<l, 
('onii'  niurmurinif  swivl,  unutteral)le  things, 
And  nrstle  on  his  heart  with  their  young  wings, 
And  all  pcrcliance  may  come,  that  he  may  fear, 
And  mutter  doubtful  cursi>s  iti  his  ear; 
IIiiiil;  on  his  loaded  smd.  and  fill  his  brain 
With  indistinct  forebodiji{;s,  dim,  and  vain.... 


The  moon  goet  lightlj  op  her  tfanmgiiiff  wsj. 
And  shadowy  things  are  brightening  into  day ; 
And  cliff  and  shrub  and  bank  and  tree  and  stone 
Now  move  upon  the  eye,  and  now  are  gone. 
A  dazzling  tapestry  is  hung  around, 
A  gorgeous  carpeting  bestrews  the  ground ; 
The  willows  glitter  in  the  passing  beam 
And  shake  their  tangling  lustres  o*er  the  stream; 
And  all  the  full  rich  foliage  of  the  shore 
Seems  with  a  quick  enchantment  frosted  o*er, 
And  dances  at  the  faintest  breath  of  night, 
And  trembles  like  a  plume  of  spangles  in  the  li^t!.. 

This  dark  cool  wave  is  bluer  than  the  deep^ 
Where  sailors,  children  of  the  tempest,  sleep; 
And  drop{)*d  with  lights  as  pure,  as  still,  as  those 
The  wide-drawn  hangings  of  the  skies  disclose, 
Far  lovelier  than  the  dim  and  broken  nij. 
That  Ocean*s  flashing  surges  send  astray  .m. 

This  is  the  mirror  of  dim  Solitude, 
On  which  unholy  tilings  may  nc*cr  intrude ; 
That  frowns  and  ruiflcs  when  the  clouds  appear. 
Refusing  to  reflect  their  shapes  of  fear. 
Ontario*B  deeps  are  spread  to  multiply 
But  sunshine,  stars,  Uic  moon,  and  Glear4)Iue  skj« 

No  pirate  barque  was  ever  seen  to  ride. 
With  blood-red  streamer,  chasing  o*er  that  tide ; 
Till  late,  no  bugle  o'er  those  waters  sanff 
With  aught  but  huntsman's  orisons,  that  rang 
Their  clear,  exulting,  bold,  triumphant  strain. 
Till  all  the  mountain  echoes  laugh'd  again  ; 
Till  caverns,  depths,  and  hills,  would  all  reply. 
And  heaven's  blue  dome  ring  out  the  sprightly 
melody. 


TREKSH. 


Thi  heave,  the  wave  and  bend 
Of  everlasting  trees,  whose  busy  leaves 
Rustle  their  songs  of  praise,  while  Ruin  weavei 
A  robe  of  verdure  for  their  yielding  bark — 
While  mossy  garlands,  full  and  rich  and  dark, 
Creep  slowly  round  tliem!    Monarehs  of  the  wood, 
WHioso  mighty  sceptres  sway  the  mountain  brood^ 
Whose  aged  bosoms,  in  tlicir  last  decay, 
Shelter  the  wing*d  idolatera  of  Day — 
Who,  mid  the  desert  wild,  sublimely  stand. 
And  grapple  with  the  storm-god,  hand  to  hand. 
Then  drop  like  weary  pyramids  away, 
Stu{)endous  monuments  of  calm  decay  ! 


INVASION'  OF  TIIE  SETTLER. 

Whkrs  now  fresh  streamlets  answer  to  the  hoes 
Of  passing  st^raph-wings ;  and  fiery  dews 
Hang  thick  on  every  bush,  when  morning  wakes, 
Like  sprinkled  flame ;  and  all  the  green-wood  ahikca 
With  liquid  jewelr}',  that  Night  hath  flung 
Upon  her  favourite  tresses,  while  they  swung 
And  wanton*d  in  the  wind — henceforth  wUl  be 
No  Hghted  dimness,  such  as  you  see. 
In  yonder  faint,  mysterious  sccnerj-. 
Where  all  the  wivxls  kct*p  fetitival,  and  seem, 
Beneath  the  midniglit  t<ky,  atid  mellow  beam 
Of  yonder  bn^athing  light,  as  if  they  were 
Branches  and  leaves  of  unimbodied  air. 


WILLIAM  B.   TAPPAN. 


Ptortpim.   DiW«iHt,[ 


T«»  lite  Her,  William  B,  Tafpax,  the  moit 
iOiduftinouii  tnd  vdlyminciufl  of  onr  TeU^oqa  poetj^, 
wwm  borniti  Bererly,  MawachutetU^  on  ihe  twpn- 
^«cuotli  uf  October,  1791.  His  nnceelorB  wpre 
t  the  etrlittt  of  Ihp  ft«lt1«rs  frooi  England, 
J  huoilrvd  «nd  fifty  ye*re  h.id  furnislied 
of  ibe  g(»peE  itj  ntfarly  nninkTrdpted 
HiA  father  vtns  a  snldier  during  ihe 
Hi  ftQd  Al^en^ard^  many  ycara  a  tciueher. 
|7pnn  hii  deaLhf  At  PorUmouth,  m  1905,  WiL' 
UAJif  tb^A  in  hb  Iwdfth  jetfi  waJi  apprciiticed  to 
m  iii«etittJi)C  in  Bo»t<in.  He  had  already  acquired 
mti  tuiUviiJil  fiiDdnent  fbr  reading,  Lhoug^U  the  ltook% 
Id  wkucil  be  ha4  aec»s  we^e  comparalirely  few. 
■*Tli«  BiM«,"  '*The  Pilgrim'*  Progwte,"  »' Ro- 
liMCw  Crit»«/*  and  "The  Surprising  Adventures 
of  Fbitip  tiuarle*/'  constitute  hia  UtiTary,  arjd  of 
Ihst  btf  wa*  thoroughly  mai^tCN  At  nine  years 
4f  igw  tie  commenced  rhyming,  and  he  occaiioa-^ 
iAf  Wf«t«  tMM*  during  his  apprenticcfibip,  which 
Wt«d,  by  agree  me  nt,  tit]  he  wv4  (wenty*  1'h^re 
irwi  llt«n  Done  of  the  lyceumit  Bpprcnticva'  Ubra- 
fiMi  Lowell  l«rtufcs^  or  other  means  of  ^If^^uca* 
tioii  Tfihkh  are  now  «o  abundant  iu  Boalon,  and  he 
h^ii  no  r«*otircie  for  iniellec-tuiil  impr^iv^ment  or 
U^utcniFnt,  except  a  neighbouring  drculiting  li- 
brary»  ^*  novetii,  romances,  and  poems  of  which 
b«  w«a  nfver  weary  of  reailiog.  What  little  ho 
bad  gamed t  ■(  home^  of  the  common  elementary 
bc3nctj[«K  of  knowledge,  be  lo«t  during  the«seyears ; 
bot,  roaster  of  hi*  businesa  (which  however  ho 
IkereT  fuUy  loved)  and  with  hign  hopes,  he  proceed- 
ed to  F'hiladclphia^  where  there  letimed  to  be  an 
©pening  for  bini,  in  18 15^  and  permanently  oeta- 
hlifrhcd  hi iii*etf  in  Ih  at  city ,  H  e  frequent  ly  indulged 
boa  pTopeniity  to  write*  but  was  ao  dHlident  of  bis 
powen,  that  until  be  waa  twenty-thrceyeafii  old  he 
ttever  olScred  any  Uung  for  publicatioa.  He  then 
permilted  a  fjiend  lo  give  i«ieral  of  bla  pieces 


to  a  newipaper^  and  woa  iuUequently  an  mueb 
aurprj^d  as  delighted  to  find  that  they  were  widely 
copied  and  much  praised*  Thiw  encouraged.  h*5 
began  to  took  for  a  more  congenial  occupation, 
and  determinihg  to  become  a  tcacheri  entered 
an  academy  at  ^onjenihe.  New  Jersey,  in  hi^ 
twenty-fourth  year,  to  pro«ecuto  the  nwcssary 
prelim  ill  ary  studies,  UiifalteriJig  induntry  and  ^ 
strong  will,  with  good  untural  abililie^f  cnabit'd 
him  to  make  very  rapid  advancement^  so  that  in 
18S1  he  was  fairly  emercd  upon  hia  new  profc»- 
Eion,  in  which  he  had  prospects  of  abundant  fruc- 
cesA.  In  182^  he  was  married,  and  four  years 
later  he  entered  the  scrrico  of  tho  Americari  Han* 
day  School  Union,  with  which  Kociety  he  wm*  cou- 
noeted  the  rest  of  hia  life,  a  period  of  more  than 
quarter  of  a  century.  For  the  prosecution  of  its 
bufiiness,  he  resided  four  years  in  Cmcirtnati,  and 
m  11^37  removed  to  Boston*  He  wan  onlained  an 
evangeliMt,  according  to  tlie  forms  of  the  Cong-re- 
gational  churche*,  in  1  &4 1 ,  and  died  at  West  Need- 
ham,  Massachuaettif  on  the  eighteenth  of  June, 
1849,  greatly  respected  by  all  who  knew  hhn* 

Mr/FAPi-AN  publiahcd  his  first  volume  of  Poems 
in  Philadelphia,  in  1819,  encourag*d  lo  do  ao  by 
Mn  Robert  WAt.^n,  then  editor  of  the  **  Amer*- 
can  Quarterly  Review,"  and  Mr,  JostJ'a  IL 
CitAHUhT,^,  the  aecompliahed  editor  for  many 
years  of  the  •*  United  ^tate^  Gazette."  He  suIj- 
sequently  gave  to  the  public  more  than  a  di>ien 
volumes,  the  contents  of  which  arc  fi>r  themo«t  part 
included  in  the  five  comprising  his  complete  Poeti- 
cal Works,  with  hia  final  reviidons — "  The  Poetty 
of  Life,"  **  The  Sunday-school  and  other  Poems,*' 
**The  Poetry  of  the  Heart/'  "Sacred  and  Misrel* 
taneoua  Poems,"  aiid  "  Late  and  Early  Poems,*' 
which  appeared  in  1B4S  and  1849,  He  wrote 
with  great  facihly,  and  many  of  his  piei^s  arc 
pleasing  eipreaiiona  of  natural  atid  pious  emotion. 


THE  TWKJfTF  TEOCSAXD  CfflLIULEN  G¥  TUK  SAH^ 
BATH  a-f]4>OI^  IN  XEW  TOUK.  TKLEliltAnXG  TO- 

tifrriiEK  TUX  rouRTu  or  n^LX,  i«m, 

O,  *m«t  vnblimer  O,  sight  of  fear? 

TbA  ahAifewing  of  infinity  I 
?Cltflib«ff«,  wbOitf  murmut  riaes  here 

I^le  wbt»peringi  of  the  mighty  sea ! 

Vr  bntiicc  strange  visiona  to  my  ga3;e  ; 

Earth *■  dreamer,  heaven  before  me  awims ; 
Tl**^  ■#»  of  glaaa,  the  throne  ot  days, 

L'tomna,  harps,  and  the  melodioua  hymns. 

Ve  r#nd  ihr  air  wilh  grateful  songs 
K«r  freedom  l*y  old  warriora  won  : 

O,  for  the  battle  whidi  your  throng* 

May  wage  and  win  thnfugb  Daviei's  Son ! 


Wealth  it  young  beauty  T  that  now  blooms 

Before  me  like  a  i*orld  of  flowers  j 
High  expectation  !  that  afisumes 

"i'he  hue  of  life'*  ^erenetit  hours  ; 
Are  ye  decaying  t     Must  these  forma, 

So  agile,  fiiir,  and  brightly  gay, 
Hidden  in  duJit,  be  given  to  worms 

And  everlasting  night,  the  prey  1 
Are  ye  immortal  f      \ViLl  this  maM 

Of  Ule,  he  life,  undying  still, 
When  all  these  senllent  ihousQiids  paic 

To  where  corruption  works  it*  wilH 
Thought !  that  lake*  bold  of  heaven  and  U*li, 

Be  in  each  teacher's  heart  to-day  I 
So  bhall  eternity  be  w*^ll 

With  the»e,  wben  time  baa  fled  awny,  , 
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SONG 

or  THE  THREE  HUNDRED  THOUSAND  DRUNKARDS 
IN  THE  UNITED  STATES. 

We  come !  wc  come !  with  sad  array. 

And  in  procession  long. 
To  join  the  army  of  the  lost, — 

Tiiree  hundred  thousand  strong. 

Our  banners,  beckoning  on  to  death, 

Abroad  we  have  unrolled ; 
And  Famine,  Care,  and  wan  Despair 

Are  seen  on  every  fold. 

Ye  h^ard  what  music  cheers  us  on, — 

The  mother's  cry,  that  rang 
So  wildly,  and  the  babe*s  that  wailed 

Above  the  trumpet's  clang. 

WeVe  taken  spoil;  and  blighted  joys 

And  mined  homes  are  here ; 
We  'vo  trampled  on  the  throbbing  heart, 

And  flouted  sorrow's  tear. 

We  come !  we  come !  we've  searched  the  land, 

The  rich  and  poor  are  ours — 
Enlisted  from  the  shrines  of  God, 

From  hovels  and  from  towers. 

And  who  or  what  shall  balk  the  brave. 

Who  swear  to  drink  and  die  ? 
What  boots  to  such  man's  muttered  curse 

Or  His  that  spans  the  sky  ? 

Our  leader!  who  of  all  the  chiefi^ 
Who  've  triumphed  from  the  first. 

Can  blazon  deeds  like  his!  such  griefii, 
Such  wounds,  such  trophies  curst. 

We  come !     Of  the  world's  scourges,  who 

Like  him  have  overthrown  ? 
What  wo  had  ever  earth,  like  wo 

To  his  stem  prowess  known  1 

Onward  !  though  ever  on  our  march, 

Hang  Misery's  countless  train ; 
Onward  for  hell ! — from  rank  to  rank 

Puss  we  the  cup  again  ! 

Wc  come !  wo  come !  to  fill  our  graves, 

On  which  shall  shine  no  star; 
To  glut  the  worm  that  never  dies, — 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  hurrah! 


HEAVEN. 

There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest 
To  mourning  wanderers  given  * 
There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distrest, 
A  lialm  for  every  wounded  breast 
'T  is  found  alone,  in  heaven. 

There  is  a  home  for  wciry  souls, 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven: 
When  toMi'd  on  lifc'i}  tcnii>rstuous  shoals, 
^VlK•^e  fitonns  arinp,  and  ocean  rolls, 

And  all  is  dro.-ir,  liut  heaven. 


There  fiuth  lifU  up  her  cheerfiil  eye. 

To  brighter  prospects  giveiiy 
And  views  the  tempest  peanng  by ; — 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  flj, 

And  mil's  serene,  in  heaven. 

There,  firagrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 

And  joys  supreme  are  given ; 
There,  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom, — 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaveni 


TO  THE  SHIP  OP  THE  LINE  PENN- 
SYLVANU. 

•<  Keap  forth  to  the  careering  aeaa," 

O  ship  of  lofty  name ! 
And  toss  upon  thy  native  breeze 

The  stars  and  stripes  of  fiime ! 
And  bear  thy  thunders  o'er  the  deep 

Where  vaunting  navies  ride  I 
Thou  hast  a  nation's  gems  to  keep — 

Her  honour  and  her  pride  ! 
Oh !  holy  iji  the  covenant  made 

With  thee  and  us  to^j ; 
None  from  the  compact  shrinks  afraid. 

No  traitor  utters  Nay ! 
We  pledge  our  fervent  love,  and  thou 

Thy  glorious  ribs  of  oak, 
Alive  with  men  who  cannot  bow 

To  kings,  nor  kiss  the  yoke ! 

Speed  lightnings  o'er  the  Carib  eea. 

Which  deeds  of  hell  deform ; 
And  look !  her  hands  are  spread  to  tlice 

Where  Afric's  robbers  swarm. 
Go !  lie  upon  the  ^gean's  breast. 

Where  sparkle  emerald  isles — 
Go !  seek  the  lawless  Suliote's  nest. 

And  spoil  his  cruel  wiles. 
And  keep,  where  sail  the  merdiant  shipsy 

Stern  watch  on  their  highway, 
.    And  promptly,  through  thine  uon  lipe. 

When  urged,  our  tribute  pay ; 
Yea,  show  thy  bristling  teeth  of  power. 

Wherever  tyrants  hind, 
In  pride  of  their  own  little  hour, 

A  freeborn,  noble  mind. ' 

Spread  out  those  ample  wings  of  thine  I— 

While  crime  doth  govern  men, 
'T  is  fit  such  bulwark  of  the  brine 

Should  leave  the  shores  of'PcHX; 
For  hid  within  thy  giant  strength 

Are  germs  of  welcome  peace. 
And  such  as  thou,  shalt  cause  at  length 

Man's  feverish  strifo  to  cease. 
From  every  vale,  from  every  crag. 

Word  of  thy  beauty's  past. 
And  joy  we  thst  our  country's  flag 

Streams  from  thy  towering  mast — 
Assured  that  in  thy  prowess,  thou 

For  her  wilt  win  renown, 
Whose  sons  can  die,  but  know  not  how 

To  strike  that  pennon  down. 


EDWARD  EVERETT. 
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Tbss  ^minenl  t^hoUff  orotort  atateffmotit  and 
mm  of  leUera,  wu  bom  m  Dart^b^^dt^r,  Maua- 
,  ia  1794  I  graJuatpd  at  Harvard  Cdtege 
1811;  •pp<>itiied  pfofeaBor  of  Greek  litura- 
in  leUj  ail^r  fif«  yeira  of  travel  and  reii- 
d(m»  >t  ft^retf^n  uitivcr«itie«  etitercd  tipOQ  the 
dntim  af  h»  aflieie  in  ldI9  ;  bec&me  editor  of  the 
IfDrth  Auifdcan  Review  iti  1B20;  was  a  member 
of  ConfTt^  from  i@V4  to  1S34  ;  gi>irenior  of  Mtjs- 
flttclmsetlB  frDii]  1B35  to  1899;  minifiteTto  England 
^wn  IH41  to  ld4!^;  preiident  of  H^n^^rd  College 
fisBi  1845  ta  1849 ;  a  jnemlH-r  of  the  Bcnale ; 
of  Stale ;  again  momber  of  the  Senate ; 
:  &n^j  fwUMd  from  public  life,  in  conficquenee 
^  il]-be«lUi,  in  1851. 

I  h lire  gir«n  m>me  Bccotmt  of  Mr.  EvXElTT^i 
piiifri[j4l  \inme  writings  in  **The  ProM  Writere 
ef  Amtnca/*  In  IS^^S  he  contributed  to  the 
Konii  American  E«TieT»  an  article  on  the  works 
«f  iJr.  PkrciVaI*^  in  ib©  introductory  pages  of 
^^ktk  hjt  prcKitta  an  admirablo  sketch  uf  tbo  con^ 
Jllioo  ft»i  mm  be  of  our  poetical  literature  at 
ihflS  ildMu  ftafetriog  to  tb e  ^reat  n u fulwr  of  th o«e 
who  in  due  eoiialrj  bKv^e  pobliAhi'J  "  occasional 
mMi^**  Im  remarts  that  "it  happeni  to  aluiosi 
rfl  mm  tufaopcflor  tdcnu  to  bavt'  made  an  eway 
■t  pocttj  in  **tiy  life.     Whatever  directiou  be 


fin  ally  forced  upon  Item  by  atmng^  drcumatoncei 
or  strong  indinationiij  there  i^  a  period  after  the 
imagination  ii  awakened  and  ibe  sflectioTis  are 
eidtetl,  and  before  the  great  duties  and  carea  of 
life  begin,  when  all  men  of  genius  write  a  few 
tinea  in  the  shape  of  a  patriotic  song,  n  fioniiet  by 
Julio  in  a  magfiziiieT  or  itanxav  to  oome  fair  object. 
This  ia  the  natural  outfeti" 

In  these  sentence*  Mr*  Evbfett  recalls  hi«  own 
poetical  effu»ion*^,  which  howeTer  ore  not  ho  few 
or  ao  unimportant  ae  to  bo  justly  described  in  Ibis 
manner.  His  first  considerable  poem  was  pro- 
nounced before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Snciety  at 
Cambridge,  in  1912,  It  is  entitled  <^  American 
Poets,"  and  comprises  about  four  hundred  lines, 
in  which  some  of  the  mofit  striking  thcmisv  of 
American  aong  are  suggested,  and  several  of  our 
earlier  poets  are  referred  to  in  phr&^es  of  Icindly 
but  suitable  cbaractcrization* 

From  time  to  time,  in  hia  maturer  years,  Mr. 
EvEBSTT  has  written  poems  which  evince  un^ 
iiucstionabte  ta^ite  and  a  genuine  poetical  inspira^ 
tion .  Those  w  b  ich  foil  on  are  contr^tede  samples 
of  hm  abdities  in  this  line,  and  they  a.re  nut  un-* 
worthy  the  atithor  of  someof  the  noblest  orations 
in  defence  and  iUuAtrati^a  of  liberty  which  have 
appeared  in  our  time. 


SANTA  CROCE. 

Not  fhiefly  for  thy  storied  toweri  wid  haHs, 
For  the  bright  wonders  of  tby  pictured  walls ; 
Kot  for  the  oUve*a  wealth,  the  vineyard  s  pride, 
Tbst  crown  tby  hil!*,  and  teem  on  A  mo'a  aide, 
Doct  tbon  delight  me,  Florence  I  I  can  meet 
Ebewhere  with  halls  as  rich,  aiid  t-alefl  as  sweety 
I  priie  tby  ciiarms  of  nature  and  of  art, 
Bui  yield  them  not  the  homage  of  my  bearti 

Mather  to  Santa  Croce  I  repairt 
To  breathe  her  peaceful  monumental  air; 
T*he  age,  the  deeds,  the  honours  to  eitplare, 
Of  tbo«e  who  fleep  beneath  her  marble  dooti 
The  #U-ra  old  tribunes  of  ibe  early  lime, 
The  merchant  lord*  of  Freedom's  stormy  prime  j 
And  each  jt^at  name,  in  every  of^er  ai^e. 
Tht  prmived.  the  wiae ;  Ltie  artist,  bard,  and  sage. 

t  fr*i»l  their  awful  prefi>ence ;  lo,  thy  bust, 
Thy  urn.  Oh!  Uantk,  not  alas  thy  du^t. 
Florence,  that  drove  thee  lirtng  from  her  gate, 
H'sitji  fiir  lbatdu»i,  in  i^atn,  and  long  shall  wait, 
Ravenna  !  ke<rp  the  glorious  enle's  trust, 
And  ttsch  remunvless  faction s  to  Iw  just, 
Wbile  the  poor  Cenotaph,  which  beiit*  his  name, 
Proelaims  at  once  his  praiw, — his  count  ry "«  shstue^ 

NeJLt. ID  an  urn,  not  void,  though  told  as  thine, 
Moulders  a  godlike  npirit's  mortal  >hrtne. 
Olfc!  Michael,  louk  not  down  so  still  and  hard, 


8peak  to  me,*  Painter,  Builder,  Sculptor,  Bard^ 
And  shall  those  cunning  Sngers,  stilV  and  cold, 
Crumble  to  meaner  earth  than  they  did  mould  1 
An  thou,  who  form  and  force  to  clay  couldst  givSi 
And  teach  the  quarried  adamaut  to  live. 
Bid, — in  the  vaultmgs  of  thy  mighty  dome,— 
PontiHcal,  outvie  imperial  Rome, 
Portray  unshrtnkiivg.  to  the  dajisiJed  eye, 
Creation,  Judgment,  Time,  Eternity, 
Art  thou  so  low,  and  in  this  narrow  ceU 
Dolh  that  Tiinnic  genius  stoop  to  dwell ; 
And,  wbile  thine  arches  bravo  the  upper  sky, 
Art  thou  content  in  those  dark  caves  to  Lie  ? 

And  thou,  lUujitrioue  sage !  thine  eye  is  clo#ed^ 
To  which  their  secret  paths  new  stars  eipoiw^d. 
Haply  thy  spirit,  in  some  higher  sphere, 
8oais  with  the  motions  which  it  meainired  here, 
8ofl  bt»  thy  slumbers,  8eer,  for  thanks  to  thee, 
The  earth  now  turus^  without  a  heresy. 
Diwt  thou,  whose  keen  [jerception  pierced  the  cause 
Which  gives  the  pendulum  its  mystic  laws, 
Now  trEice  each  orb,  with  telescopic  eyes, 
And  solve  the  eternal  clock-work  of  the  skiea. 
While  thy  worn  frame  enjoys  its  long  reposia, 
And  Santa  Croce  beak  Arcetri's  woe«*t 

*  Mich  ini-  A_vtitu<,  cuDlt^inrbUai^  i  W  pUtao  of  &t»  Marli^ 
by  Don*t»lla,  niwd  lo  my^  *'  Mareo,  |h?Trti*  im.*ii  uI  |«ul[t* 

t  Gauluji,  trtwurd  ih*  rj**»*if  bis  n^  wty^  hnprMamd  at 
Ans^trl,  ii«ar  JrlortiD^T  bj  orAoi  of  tlw  ln4aisi^t«^D- 
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Nor  them  alono:  on  her  maternal  breast 
Here  Machiavklli's  tortured  limiis  have  rest. 
Oh,  that  the  cloud  upon  his  tortured  fame 
Might  pass  away,  and  leave  an  honest  name ! 
The  power  of  princes  o*er  thy  limbs  is  stayed, 
But  thine  own  <* Prince;"  that  dark  spot  ne'er 

shall  fade. 
Peac«  to  thine  ashes ;  who  can  have  the  heart 
Above  thy  grave  to  play  the  censor's  part 
I  read  the  statesman's  fortune  in  thy  doom, — 
Toil,  greatness,  wo ;  a  late  and  lying  tomb  ;* 
Aspiring  aims,  by  grovelling  arts  pursued, 
Faction  and  self,  baptized  the  public  good, 
A  life  traduced,  a  statue  crowned  with  baya. 
And  starving  service  paid  with  funeral  praise. 

Hero  too,  at  length  the  indomitable  will 
And  fiery  pulse  of  Asti*s  bardf  are  still. 
And  she, — the  Stuart's  widow, — rears  thy  stone, 
Seeks  the  next  aisle,  and  drops  beneath  her  own. 
The  great,  the  proud,  the  fair, — ahke  they  £Edl ; 
Thy  iiicklc,  Santa  Croce,  reapeth  all ! 

Yes,  reapeth  all,  or  else  had  spared  the  bloom 
Of  that  fair  bud,  now  clothed  in  yonder  tomb. 
Meek,  gentle,  pure;  and  yet  to  him  allied, 
Who  smote  the  astonished  nations  in  his  pride: 
**  Worthy  his  name,"j;  so  saith  the  sculptured  line. 
Waster  of  man,  would  he  were  worthy  thine ! 

Hosts  yet  unnamed — the  obscure,  the  known — 
I  leave ; 
What  throngs  would  rise,  could  each  his  marble 

heave ! 
But  we  who  muse  above  the  famous  dead, 
Shall  soon  be  silent,  as  the  dust  we  tread. 
Yet  not  for  me,  when  I  shall  fall  asleep. 
Shall  Santa  Croce's  lamps  their  vigils  keep. 
Beyond  the  main,  in  Auburn's  quiet  shade, 
With  those  I  loved  and  love  my  couch  be  made ; 
Spring's  pendent  branches  o'er  the  hillock  wave, 
And  morning's  dew-drops  glisten  on  my  grave; 
While  heaven's  great  arch  shall  rise  above  my  bekl, 
When  Santa  Croce's  crumbles  on  her  dead ; 
Unknown  to  erring  or  to  sufl'ering  fame. 
So  I  may  leave  a  pure  though  humble  name. 


TO  A  SISTER, 


Yes,  dear  one,  to  the  envied  train 

Of  those  around,  thy  homage  pay ; 
But  wilt  thou  never  kindly  deign 

'i'o  think  of  him  that's  far  hway  1 
Thy  form,  thine  eye,  thine  angel  smile, 

For  many  years  I  may  not  see ; 
But  wilt  thou  not  sometimes  the  while. 

My  sibtor  dear,  remember  me  1 


•  Th.i  iTjdnuincnt  nf  Marhiavdll  In  Sunta  Croro  was 
rn«cU«l  in  tlu«  latt-.-r  half  of  (b-.-lasf  century,— Th*f  Inscrip- 
tion, "taiito  hciniue  uulluui  par  cUH^dum." 

^  AU;.-,i. 

I  "h-\  n  i^is*'  Cli.'ulottt'  N;ip<'U':tn  r.nii»pnHo,  dl^no  di* 
(jou  ni)in,  1K>'.K'*  Tlii- woid««  are  tmnBlultJ  "worthy  Iiu 
D.inii',"  iiir  an  ch^  ious  rt-.tbon. 


Yet  not  in  Fashion'*  brillitDt  Ml, 

Surrounded  by  the  gay  tod  fair. 
And  thoa,  the  faireat  of  them  aI!,T- 

Oh,  think  not,  think  not  of  me  there ; 
But  when  the  though tleas  crowd  U  gone, 

And  hushed  the  voice  of  aenselew  glee. 
And  all  is  ailent,  atill  and  lone. 

And  thou  art  aad,  remember  me. 
III. 
Remember  me — ^but  loveliest,  ne'er. 

When,  in  his  orbit  lair  and  high. 
The  morning's  glowing  charioteer 

Ride*  proudly  up  the  blushing  akj ; 
But  when  the  waning  moonbeam  eleepi 

At  midnight  on  that  lonely  lea, 
And  nature's  pensive  spirit  weepe 

In  all  her  dews,  remember  me. 

IV. 

Remember  me,  I  pray— 4)ut  not 

In  Flora's  gay  and  blooming  hoar. 
When  every  brake  hath  found  ita  note. 

And  sunshine  smiles  in  every  flower: 
But  when  the  falling  leaf  is  aear. 

And  withcra  sadly  from  the  tree. 
And  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  year 

Cold  Autumn  weeps,  remember  me. 

V. 

Remember  me — ^but  choose  not,  dear, 

The  hour  when,  on  the  gentle  lake. 
The  sportive  wavelets,  blue  and  dear, 

Soft  rippling  to  the  margin  break ; 
But  when  the  deafening  billows  foam 

In  madness  o'er  the  pathless  sea,         i 
Then  jet  thy  pilgrim  fancy  roam 

Across  them,  and  remember  me. 

TI. 

Remember  me — bnt  pot  to  join 

If  haply  some  thy  friends  should  praiw; 
'T  is  far  too  dear,  that  voice  of  thine 

To  echo  what  the  stranger  says. 
They  know  ns  not — but  shouldst  thoa  meeC 

Some  faithful  friend  of  me  and  thee, 
SoAly,  sometimes,  to  him  repeat 

My  name,  and  then  remember  me. 

VII. 

Remember  me — not  I  entreat. 

In  scenes  of  festal  week-dsj  joy. 
For  then  it  were  not  kind  or  meet. 

The  thought  thy  pleasure  shoald  alloy ; 
But  on  the  sacred,  solemn  day. 

And,  dearest,  on  thy  bended  knee. 
When  thou,  for  those  thou  lov'st,  dost  pray. 

Sweet  spirit,  then,  remember  me. 

VIII. 

Remember  me — but  not  as  I 

On  thee  forever,  ever  dwell, 
With  anxious  heart  and  droopmg  eye,      ^ 

And  doubts 't  would  grieve  thee  sliould  I  tell ; 
But  in  thy  calm,  unclouded  heart. 

Whence  dark  and  gloomy  visions  flee. 
Oh,  there,  my  sister,  be  my  part. 

And  kindly  there  remember  me. 


JOSEPH  RODMAN  DRAKE. 


tBontlTU.    t)ifld.liaaj 


Tmi  mnOim  of  lh»  *  Oalprit  F»y**  ww  bom  m  rhe 
dXy  fif  Pffnt  Vork,  on  the  senenlh  tky  of  Augii^ti 
Ii1l5*  Utf  fithcr  died  whik  ha  wm  very  young, 
«aal  I  botiev^  Ipft  hb  fiuntly  m  poAp>tf£aiiun  or  but 
nttW  ft9pmty.  Young  DnAiiK*  tJierefofV,  exjie- 
IMOnd  HNiMidifllcultjiiMj  in  (Lcquirinq  hin  etlucatiuti. 
Bfl  «nin«d.  OoltliabLSi  Colk^gi?,  however,  liL  an  curly 
peflodL  «id  pttaanl  through  llml  senimnry  with  a 
iv^lMloll  for  pffaolatifbip.  ta>ie,  niul  aJiiimible  so- 
cial ^uaUliec*  He  aotm  «ilcrr  muUe  t'huice  of  the 
tDAliafct  pftifismtait  mid  hecmuui » titudaiit  Hriit,  wUli 
PoeteKr  finnAt^x,  tli4  «ib«wiuenlly  wilh  Doctor 
Fovcit,  hitth  of  whom  were  at  th»t  Uoje  popular 
p%i|riaii«  in  New  York. 

Ba^a  afWr  (*^mptctiiig  hb  pro&scidual  «tui]tt>!S  ho 
*a«  jii^frjpj  to  Mb»  t^jin^ti  EcKronn,  a  dinifrhter 
«f  t^  ftelUfcnowt)  mfti-tnn  irdiitcct,  Hilnut  £ck* 
k,  l^foogh  vf  horn  hi^  bheriieJ  a  modetnU.^  for- 
HU  hralLh*  alKiut  thr  ftarne  tipne,  began  to 
and  in  ihif  wiJilLT  iif  181  &  hv  \mlod  New 
,  to  vrhif^h  dty  hi#  moihcr,  who  hmt  tnAmcd 
I  bo«hand.  tiul  preifiou«i(¥  n'movixl  with  bis 
He1ia«1  anliri]>:iU'd  somii  bcncAt  fram 
IbtMi^ii^lfttatui  the  mitti  rltmjite  of  Loui«Un>^ 
^Ol  «•■  dMpipointed,  ind  in  lh«  frpriug  of  1$20  h« 
rttiim«i1  Ui  New  York.  HU  d?iw;sii» — coastimp- 
tivui — ir**  nciw  lxhi>  dei^ply  tcaU^d  tor  hope  of  tcito- 
illMn  to  br  chefiAh^J*  and  he  grmdually  withdrew 
liiinirlf  fnirn  aociifty,  imd  Jiought  quk't  lunong  hit 
hiO0k%  uid  tn  the  oompjinionflhip  of  hiia  wife  and 
vcMt  iQlfisiat?  friends.  He  tingt'retl  tbrouf^h  lh« 
mmill«r,  and  died  near  I  he  close  of  September,  in 
tli»  NriO^-iUlh  yc^  of  his  age. 

Ke  hrjTtn  to  write  verse^i  when  very  yoiinij,  and 
^iMa  Fiiiitrilmtor  to  wveral  giuettfifl  before  he  vvtu) 
ttslvn  jfrnt*  oJd,  He  permitted  noue  but  hiv  most 
mtinint^  frtoiidft  lo  know  his  tafrn^itures,  and  same* 
limn  k'*|tl  the  tec^rf'tii  of  hb  authorship  entiriHy  to 
himeietf.  The  fif*t  four  of  the  Ortce  C€h^hrat4hl 
■irm'i  of  hymorous  and  Baliriad  odea,  known  as 
lb#  "Croaker  Piece*,**  were  written  by  him,  for 
the  New  Vork  **  E^eninc^  Po#t,"  in  which  they 
•('fir*!^  brtween  the  tenth  and  the  twentipth  of 
>f  jt-h*  1^19.  After  the  pubt  I  cation  of  the  fourtfv 
nuinVf.  lUiKi  maide  HiLti^rK,  then  recently 
mrriiri^i  in  New  Yii*tk,  n  partner,  and  the  reTnainder 
of  t*M'  pi^e«  were  fiirned  "  Croaker  and  Co/'  Tho 
litl  nt\e  wnntn  by  DftAKie  wa*  »*ThB  American 
rUf*"  printed  on  the  twenty  •ninth  of  Miiy,  and 
liw  1**1  *\t  the  aerieit,  "Curtnin  C<mTcrxition*»'* 
w**  citntrttiutAl  by  H  4 1, 1.11  c  It,  on  the  twenty-fourth 
©f  Julv.  'Hiei*  'p!e*-cs  ri-Uit*>d  to  pennons,  events, 
«£iij  m-ffTtr^  with  which  mo*l  of  the  rradcri  in  Xew 
I'ofk  wrre  famiiiiir,  and  as  th<7  were  iliatingiii^hed 
iJik**  for  ployful  humour,  nuJ  an  vn^  and  apt K Led 
ilii*titni,  ihej  lire  a  me  Tety  popular*  und  many  elForts 
ivrtv  madie  la  And  out  the  nuthorst  Hoth  Dmake  . 
ftAd  lit LLit«.  1A un  unknown  ■■  poolAf  and^  as  tb«y  I 


kept  the  Kcret  from  tlteir  fiieiida,  a  roiisid«£ft^tJ« 
period  elapsed  beJbri;  they  were  iliscovereVL 

The  "Croak era*'  arc  uovf,  howcTtr,  well  nlgti 
for^tlen,  save  6  few  of  the  leaal  satirit'al  numtwra, 
which  Hallecr  ha*  preserved  in  ilic  ciilii-iMiona 
of  his  own  Hud  of  his  friend*ii  wrtling« ;  mi\}  the 
repulatiun  of  either  author  rests  on  more  eiflliorat« 
iuid  ingenious  proiluclions.  The  longCMi  \Htru\  by 
Dhak(  is  ♦*The  Culprit  Fay  "  a  atory  ejthtljkinf 
the  motit  delicate  fancy*  and  much  arlislic  skilt, 
which  was  not  printed  until  several  years  after 
hia  Je^Lth.  It  wa^  compcavd  hastily  among:  the 
highJanJss  of  tho  HuJson,  in  the  summer  of  1819. 
The  author  woa  walking  with  ^me  friends,  on  fk 
wurm,  moonlit  evening,  when  one  of  the  party 
renmrked,  that  **il  would  lie  diliicuit  to  wnte  a 
fjairy  poem^  purely  imBginative,  witbuut  the  aid  of 
human  charactfirs.'*  When  the  friends  wt-w  rf»&» 
sembled,  two  or  three  ditys  afWnvarda,  "  The  Col* 
prit  Fay*'  was  read  to  ihem^  nearly  am  it  ii^  printed 
in  this  volume, 

Dn^Kt  placed  a  irery  mod  est  cEitiinnte  on  biA 
own  productiona^  and  il  ie  believed  that  but  it  smaU 
portion  of  them  have  been  preservetl  When  on 
hl4  death-bed,  a  friend  inquired  of  him  wh^  dif«- 
position  he  would  have  made  with  his  porma  ? 
"  O,  burn  them,'*  be  replied,  "they  are  quite  value- 
less^" Written  copies  of  a  rmmWr  of  them  werie, 
however,  in  dreulalloni  and  some  bad  been  in- 
correctly printed  in  the  periodicals ;  and*  for  thta 
reason,  Commodorci  Di^kat,  the  husliand  of  the 
daughter  and  only  child  of  the  decesi«ed  ptiet^  in 
1«36  published  the  single  collection  of  Ihem  which 
hiw  appeared.  It  includes,  beside  "The  Culprit 
Fay,*'  eifhteen  shorter  pieceS;,  60me  of  which  ana 
very  lieautifuh 

DiiAKE  wa«  unaABuming^  and  benevolent  in  hia 
manners  and  his  feelings,  and  he  had  an  untViling 
fountain  of  line  humour^  which  made  him  one  of 
the  rno^l  pleafanl  ofcompnniona.  Ha^lece  elosea 
a  tributary  poem  published  soon  after  his  death, 
in  the  ♦♦  New  York  Review,''  with  the  folio  wing 
atanjEu — 

When  hearts,  whose  tmlli  was  provefli 

rtXe  iMnfl,  «r?  laid  in  ifiirth» 

Tti<>r^  nhoiifd  u.  Wreath  ba  woven 

Tm  wl\  Wit  witrlil  ihctr  worlli. 

Anfl  f,  wtift  woke  i^iich  mrtrrow 

I'd  i:]i»ir|>  iIiv  Linnri  In  mhnt?^ 
Who  sbarrtl  ihy  Jrty  smI  porruw  + 

\VTi'>iO  weal  end  wo  weft  ttoini'i— 

It  ihonid  tw  mlna  to  braid  ll 

Ar^iiMtl  lliy  fiidi'dbrnw  : 
But  I  'vff  Jii  vain  rj^ciy'd  li. 

And  fvu\  1  cshtiDt  unw. 

Willie  iiiemorj'  bids  me  wreiJ  iht-e* 

^o^  tbnnghti  nor  ward*  are  ft*>i| 
Hie  frt^f  k  n%*A  lofl  dfepl]? 

Tluu  Bwunu  a  Eiwn  like  thcv.        ^03 
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THE  CULPRIT  FAY. 

**  My  vHual  orb*  are  purged  firoin  film,  and,  lol 
Instead  of  Anster's  turnlp-bearing  vales 

I  tee  old  fairy  land*!  miraculous  show  I 
Her  irees  of  tinsel  kiss'd  by  freakish  gales, 

Her  Oiiphs  that,  cloak*d  in  leaf-gold,  skim  the  breeze, 

And  fuiries,  swarming ** 

TufXAXT**  Amsteb  Fau. 


T  IS  the  middle  watch  of  a  summer's  night — 

The  enrth  is  dark,  hut  the  heavens  are  bright; 

Naught  is  seen  in  the  vault  on  high 

But  the  moon,  and  the  stars,  and  the  cloudless  sky, 

And  the  flood  which  rolls  its  milky  hue, 

A  river  of  light  on  the  welkin  blue. 

The  moon  looks  down  on  old  Cronest, 

She  mellows  tlic  shades  on  his  shaggy  breast. 

And  Hi^cms  his  huge  gray  form  to  throw 

In  a  silver  cone  on  the  wave  below; 

His  sides  are  broken  by  spots  of  shade, 

By  the  walnut  bough  and  the  cedar  made. 

And  through  their  clustering  branches  dark 

Giimnicrs  and  dies  the  fire-fly*s  spark — 

Like  starry  twinkles  that  momently  break 

Through  the  rifU  of  the  gathering  tempest's  rack. 


The  stars  are  on  the  moving  stream. 

And  fling,  as  its  ripples  gently  flow, 
A  huriiiRh'd  length  of  wavy  beam 

In  an  eel-Iike,  spiral  line  below; 
The  winds  are  whist,  and  the  owl  is  still, 

The  bat  in  the  shelvy  rock  is  hid. 
And  naught  is  heard  on  the  lonely  hill 
But  the  cricket's  chirp,  and  the  answer  shrill 

Of  the  gauze-winged  katy-did; 
And  the  plaint  of  the  wailing  whip-poor-will, 

Who  moans  unseen,  and  ceaseless  sings. 
Ever  a  note  of  wail  and  wo, 

Till  morning  spreads  her  rosy  wings. 
And  earth  and  sky  in  her  glances  glow. 


T  is  the  hour  of  fairy  ban  and  spell : 
The  wood-tick  has  kept  the  minutes  well; 
He  has  counted  them  all  with  click  and  stroke 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  mountain-oak. 
And  he  has  awaken'd  the  sentry  elve 

Who  sirups  with  him  in  the  haunted  tree. 
To  bid  him  ring  the  hour  of  twelve. 

And  call  the  fays  to  their  revelry; 
Twelve  small  strokes  on  his  tinkling  bell — 
('T  was  ni:ide  of  the  white  snail's  pearly  shell : — ) 
«<  Midniqrht  comes,  and  all  is  well ! 
Hither,  hither,  wing  your  way! 
*T  is  the  dawn  of  the  fairy-day." 

IT 

I'hey  c«»me  from  beds  of  lichen  green, 
Tlioy  creep  from  the  mullen's  velvet  screen ; 

Some  on  the  backs  of  beetles  fly 
From  tlic  silver  tops  of  moon-touched  trees, 

WlnTc  they  swung  in  their  cobweb  hammocks 
And  rock'd  about  in  the  evening  breeze;      [high. 


Some  from  the  hiiiii4Mnri  dowi^  neit^ 
They  had  driven  him  ooi  bj  eUln  foirar, 

Ajid,  pillow'd  on  plumes  of  hia  rainbow 
Had  slomber^d  then  till  the  dianned  boor; 

Some  had  Iain  in  the  aooop  of  the  toAf 
With  glittering  ising-etars  uodaid ; 

And  some  had  open'd  the  fomN>'clo^ 
And  stole  within  its  purple  shade. 

And  now  they  throng  the  moonlight  s^bda^ 
Above — below— on  eveiy  side, 

Their  little  minim  finrms  anmy'd 
In  the  tricksy  pomp  of  ftiiy  piide! 


They  come  not  now  to  print  the  lea. 

In  freak  and  dance  aromid  the  tree, 

Or  at  the  mushroom  board  to  sop. 

And  drink  the  dew  from  the  hattercnp;— 

A  scene  of  sorrow  waits  them  now. 

For  an  Ouphe  has  broken  ids  veetal  tow; 

He  has  loved  an  earthly  maid. 

And  left  for  her  his  woodland  diade; 

He  has  lain  upon  her  lip  of  dew. 

And  sunn'd  him  in  her  eye  of.  blue 

Fann'd  her  cheek  with  his  wing  of  air, 

Play'd  in  the  ringlets  of  her  hsir. 

And,  nestling  on  her  snowy  breast. 

Forgot  the  lily-king's  behest. 

For  this  the  shadowy  tribes  of  air 

To  the  elfin  court  must  haste  away  >— 
And  now  they  stand  expectant  there. 

To  hear  the  doom  of  the  culprit  Fay. 

TI. 

The  throne  wn»  rear'd  upon  the  giM% 
Of  spice-wood  and  of  sassafras ; 
On  pillars  of  mottled  tortoise-shell 

Hung  the  burnished  canopy— 
And  o'er  it  gorgeous  curtains  lell 

Of  the  tulip's  crimson  drapery. 
The  monarch  sat  on  his  judgment  acat. 

On  his  brow  the  crown  imperial  siioiM^ 
The  prisoner  Fay  was  at  his  feet. 

And  his  peers  were  ranged  around  the 
He  waved  his  sceptre  in  the  air. 

He  look'd  around  and  calmly  spoke; 
His  brow  was  grave  and  his  eye  seiren. 

But  his  voice  m  a  soflen'd  accent  broko : 


«  Fairy !  Fairy !  list  and  muk ; 

Thou  hast  broke  thine  elfin  chain; 
Thy  flame-wood  lamp  is  quench'd  and  daik. 

And  thy  wings  are  dyed  with  a  deadly 
Thou  hast  sullied  thine  elfin  purity 

In  the  glance  of  a  mortal  maiden*!  eye. 
Thou  hast  scom'd  our  dread  decree, 

And  thou  shouldst  pay  the  forfeit  high» 
But  well  I  know  her  sinless  mind 

Is  pure  as  the  angel  forms  above. 
Gentle  and  meek,  and  chaste  and  kind. 

Such  as  a  spirit  well  might  love; 
Fairy !  had  she  spot  or  taint, 
Bitter  had  been  thy  punishment. 
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11*4  U>  this  homtft'i  rfiardy  wing^; 

Torn  A  ou  the  pfidu  of  nettlea'  stingB; 

Or  wtvpf}  l^itig  ages  doam'tl  to  dwell 

Wiilb  tb«  Iftsj  wonn  in  the  wulnut-sheU ; 

Of  tf^tff  tiubt  to  wriihe  ant]  hlv^ 

iTtnMittl  Ui«  Lr«ail  of  the  centipede; 

Or  tesnd  In  ft  t-oUweb  dungeon  dun, 

T«ttr  JAilitf  •  Epider  htige  tnd  grim. 

Amid  the  eamoa  bodiea  to  lie. 

Of  the  worin^  &nd  the  bti|fr  sn^d  the  muidcfd  flji 

Ttieii«  ii  bftd  hpen  Tour  lot  to  bcaj, 

HkI  «  «t9iiii  been  foiutd  oti  the  twUily  Mr^ 

^<Mr  liiA.,  uid  mark  onr  mild  decree — 

Paifj,  Ihii  jour  di^m  ma«t  be : 


-Than  stukli  leek  Hm  tieach  of  Mnd 

Xl'hcTV  the  wsle^  bound*  the  eUIn  land ; 

Thoa  ihah  vrale h  th«r  ooiy  brt  no 

TOI  A#  iltngvan  leiipfl  in  the  hriij^ht  tnixinihini, 

Then  dart  ^m  fli<iening  iLrrh  l»clnw, 

Ami  csfcfa  m  dvop  frntn  hi«  silver  l»ow* 

T%«  irti^-^pntat  will  wield  thtnr  anna 

And  daih  «R)ajid,  with  tou  attd  rave, 
Ajm!  T»jn  «ie  the  woodUnd  «plrits'  cbarauv 

Thvv  are  the  imps  that  nil«  the  Wmre. 
T«t  iriist  theo  in  th  j  single  znigbt  t 
ff  Af  brut  h^  purv  and  thy  ipirit  nghl, 
L  db«lt  win  the  warlock  B^L 


*  If  ch^  upmr-bi^Hd  g«Qi  be  won^ 

Thr  lUin  of  thy  wing  ifl  wuh^d  sway : 

Ba  maSbor  «rTBnd  mujt  be  done 
Era  fhf  oiiin^  be  Icwt  for  aye; 
Thy  {|«Qi«-woud  lamp  b  quenched  and  dork, 
Thoa  muft  rciJIame  its  sparks 
Mount  thy  #te«d  Knd  9pur  hltn  high 
To  the  hcavenV  bine  canopy ; 
An*l  Tiheji  thou  leest  n  tbooUng  star, 
Fdlow  It  fafft,  and  follow  it  far — 
Tlrip  Ijut  fftint  gpark  of  iia  burning  train 
BhaU  hgrhl  the  elfin  hunp  again, 
Th<m  hajt  beaid  our  ficntt^nce.  Fay ; 
Hence!  to  the  water-side*  away  !" 


The  goMln  markM  hi«  monareh  well ; 

He  cpdte  not,  bat  he  bow'd  him  low, 
Then  plueit*d  a  crim#on  colcn*ljeIl, 

And  tam'd  him  round  in  aft  to  go. 
The  way  U  Iting'^  he  cannot  (1j, 

Hia  aoiled  wing  has  ]o«t  its  power. 
And  he  windfl  idown  Hie  mountain  Mgh^ 

fm  many  a  eore  and  weaty  hour. 
Through  dreaiy  bed*  of  tangled  fern, 
Throtufh  gmitejt  of  nightshade  dark  atxd  dt'm, 
OTpr  the  gran  and  through  the  brake, 
\ll»eTe  Uiilt  the  ant  and  sleeps  the  snake; 

Now  o*er  the  iriolet's  aatiirc  flunh 
Be  iJupa  ftlong  in  lightsome  mood  ; 

And  now  he  ihridji  the  hratnhle-bush, 
TUl  ilB  pt>inls  are  d  jcd  in  fairy  b)ood# 
If  e  has  leaped  the  bog,  he  has  pieteed  the  hrter, 
He  has  swum  the  bft>Dkt  and  waded  the  miM^ 


TiU  bja  ^lirjta  jtank,  and  his  Iimb«  grnw  wetikt 
And  Uie  red  wtis'd  faintef  in  hb  chi-f'k. 
He  had  &lien  to  the  ground  outrii^Ut,  ' 

For  rugged  and  diin  wa*  bi«  onward  Irarkt 
B\U  then*  come  a  Bjwttod  tosd  in  Fight, 

And  he  laughed  as  he  jumpM  ojion  her  bsfik 
He  bridlfd  hcf  mouth  vfriih  h  f^ilktveetl  twint^ 

He  Isfih'd  her  sides  with  an  c^ier  lliung  \ 
And  now,  thrinugh  €veninn*fl  dewy  mis*!, 

"VVilh  Ipap  and  spring  they  boi^tid  ulong, 
Till  the  mo un loin's  magic  verige  ia  fmi^t, 
And  the  beach  of  aand  is  reached  ai  but 


Soli  and  pole  is  Uie  rooony  beam, 
MdTeleisa  still  the  glas^  stream ; 
The  wave  Is  r.lcar,  the  bem^h  is  bright 

With  eriowy  Bhttis  and  «parkling  .-^loups ; 
Thf»  ehore-surge  c^mc»  in  ripple*  lt[i;bt» 

In  murmuring^  faint  and  distant  moatl«  \ 
And  ever  ufar  in  tLe  dlcnce  detp 
Is  heoird  the  splash  of  the  sturgi^on^H  hup. 
And  the  bend  of  hia  graceful  bow  ii  ikcein— 
A  glittering  arch  of  silver  sheen. 
Spanning  the  wave  of  bumishM  blutti 
And  dnpping  with  gems  of  the  river^cw. 


Tlie  elfin  cast  a  gknce  around, 

As  he  lighted  down  from  hia  eonn^tr  toad, 
Then  round  his  breast  hin  wing^  he  wound, 

And  close  to  the  invf^  brink  he  strttde  j  ' 
He  sprrtng  on  n  rock,  he  br^iithrd  n  pmy**, 

Abov^  htfl  head  ht;}  arms  ho  tiifcw^ 
Them  tosa'd  a  tiny  curve  in  wf. 

And  headlong  plimged  in  the  watefn  biM. 


Up  sprung  the  spirits  of  the  waves. 
From  the  isea-silk  be^Js  in  their  coral  carea, 
With  sn ail-plate  armour  snatch M  in  haste. 
They  speed  their  way  through  the  liqiud  ^aj*te, 
Some  are  rapidly  home  along 
On  the  moiled  shrimp  or  the  prickly  prong, 
^me  on  the  hlood-re*l  leeches  gli<le, 
on  the  stony  star-fish  ride^ 
on  the  baek  of  the  laneini^  equnh, 
Some  on  the  sideling  soldier-crab  ; 
And  Bome  on  the  jellied  quarl  that  fiing* 
At  oDce  a  thousand  streamy  stings ; 
They  eat  the  wave  with  the  living  oar^ 
And  hurry  on  to  the  moonlight  shr^re,  , 

To  guard  their  realm*  And  chase  away 
The  footsteps  of  the  invadiug  Fay. 

%tr. 

Fearlessly  he  skims  along, 
His  hope  is  high,  and  hb  limhi  are  stronir. 
He  spT«adA  his  arnu  like  the  swafjow*s  wing. 
And  throws  his  feet  with  a  frog-Uke  Qing , 
His  locks  of  gold  on  the  waters  shine 

At  hia  bfea*t  the  tiny  fo«m-l>ees  rise*  * 

His  back  icleams  bright  above  the  Tnine, 

And  the  wak<Nline  foam  behind  him  lies. 
Bat  the  water-sprites  are  gathering  near 

To  check  his  coome  along  Iho  tide  ; 


J 
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Their  warrion  come  in  fwift  career 

And  hem  him  round  on  every  side ; 
On  his  thigh  the  leech  has  fix'd  his  hold, 
The  quarrs  long  arms  are  roand  him  roU*d, 
The  pricklj  prong  has  pierced  his  skin, 
And  the  squab  has  thrown  his  javelin, 
The  gritty  star  has  rubb*d  him  raw, 
And  tiie  crab  has  struck  with  his  giant  claw ; 
He  howls  with  rage,  and  he  shrieks  with  pain, 
He  strikes  around,  but  his  blows  are  vain ; 
Ho{H'Iess  is  the  unequal  fight, 
Fuiry  !  naught  is  left  but  flight 


He  turnM  him  round,  and  fled  amain 
With  hurry  and  dash  to  the  beach  again, 
He  tvvistfd  over  from  side  to  side. 
And  laid  his  cheek  to  the  cleaving  tide ; 
1'ho  strokes  of  his  plunging  arms  arc  fleet, 
And  with  all  his  might  he  flings  his  feet. 
But  I  lie  water-sprites  arc  round  him  still. 
To  cross  his  path  and  work  him  ill. 
They  bade  the  wave  before  him  rise ; 
Th(iy  flung  the  sea-fire  in  his  eyes. 
And  they  stunnM  his  ears  with  the  scallop  stroke. 
With  the  ]K>rpoise  heave  and  the  drum-fish  croak. 
O  !  but  a  weary  wight  was  he 
When  lie  rcach'd  the  foot  of  the  dogwood  tree. 
— Gajt«hM  and  wounded,  and  stiff  and  sore, 
He  laid  him  down  on  the  sandy  shore ; 
He  bleasM  the  force  of  the  charmed  line. 
And  he  bann'd  the  water  goblin's  spite, 
For  he  saw  around  in  the  sweet  moonshine 
Their  little  wee  faces  above  the  brine, 

Gi.72:Iin^  and  laughing  with  all  their  might 
At  the  piteous  hap  of  the  Fairy  wight. 

XTI. 

Soon  he  gathered  the  balsam  dew 

From  tlie  sorrel-leaf  and  the  henbane  bud; 
O  ;pr  viich  wound  the  balm  he  drew. 

And  with  cobweb  lint  he  stanch'd  the  blood. 
The  mild  west  wind  was  soft  and  low, 
It  coDl'd  the  heat  of  his  burning  brow. 
And  he  felt  new  life  in  his  sinews  shoot, 
A»  he  drank  the  juice  of  the  calamus  root; 
And  now  he  treads  the  fatal  shore, 
As  fresh  and  vigorous  as  before. 

XVII. 

Wnipp'd  in  musing  stands  the  sprite : 
'Tis  the  middle  wane  of  night ; 

His  task  is  hard,  his  way  is  far, 
But  he  must  do  his  errand  right 

Ere  dawning  mounts  her  beamy  car, 
And  rolls  her  chariot  wheels  of  light; 
And  vain  are  the  spells  of  fairy-land; 
Ho  must  work  with  a  human  hand. 

•  XVIII. 

He  cast  a  sadden'd  look  around. 
But  he  felt  new  joy  his  bosom  swell, 

When,  ghitering  on  the  shadowM  ground, 
He  saw  a  purplo  muscle-shell ; 


Thither  he  ran,  and  ha  bent  him  low. 
He  heaved  at  the  atem  and  ha  haatad  attta  fasw, 
And  he  pnihed  her  over  tha  yialdiny  aand. 
Till  he  came  to  tha  verge  of  tlie  ***""*f^  land.'  ' 
She  was  as  lovely  a  pieason-boat 

As  ever  &iry  had  paddled  in. 
For  she  glow'd  with  purple  paint  without, 

And  shone  with  silveiy  pearl  within ; 
A  sculler's  notch  in  the  stem  he  made, 
An  oar  he  shaped  of  the  bootle  blade ; 
Then  sprung  to  his  seat  with  a  lightaome  leap^ 
And  launched  afSaur  on  the  calm,  blue  deep. 


The  imps  of  the  river  yell  and  rave ; 
They  had  no  power  above  the  wave. 
But  they  heaved  the  billow  before  the  prow. 

And  they  dash'd  the  surge  againat  her  aide. 
And  they  struck  her  keel  with  jerk  and  bknr. 

Till  the  gunwale  bent  to  the  roddng  tide. 
She  wimpled  about  to  tlfe  pale  moonbeam. 
Like  a  feather  that  floats  on  a  wind-ioeaM  atream 
And  momently  athwart  her  track 
The  quarl  uprear'd  his  island  back. 
And  the  fluttering  scallop  behind  would  float. 
And  patter  the  water  about  the  boat ;   - 
But  he  baird  her  out  with  his  colen-bell. 

And  he  kept  her  trimm'd  with  a  waiy  tread. 
While  on  every  side  Uke  lightning  fell 

The  heavy  strokes  of  his  bootle-blada. 


Onward  still  he  held  his  way. 

Till  he  came  where  the  column  of  moonshine  lay 

And  saw  beneath  the  surface  dim 

The  brown-backM  sturgeon  slowly  awim : 

Around  him  were  the  goblin  train» 

But  he  scuird  with  all  his  might  and  main. 

And  followed  wherever  the  sturgeon  led. 

Till  he  saw  him  upward  point  his  head ; 

Then  he  dropp'd  his  paddle-blade, 

And  held  his  colen-goblet  up 

Tp  catch  the  drop  in  its  crimson  cop. 


With  sweepuig  tail  and  quivering  fin. 

Through  the  wave  the  sturgeon  flew. 
And,  like  the  heaven-ehot  javelin. 

He  sprung  above  the  waten  blue. 
Instant  as  the  star-fall  light. 

He  plunged  him  in  the  dieep  again. 
But  lefl  an  arch  of  silver  bright. 

The  rainbow  of  the  moony  main. 
It  was  a  strange  and  loyely  sight 

To  see  the  puny  goblin  there ; 
He  seem'd  an  angel  form  of  light. 

With  azure  wing  and  sunny  hair. 

Throned  on  a  cloud  of  purple  fiur, 
Circled  with  blue  and  edged  with  white, 
And  sitting  at  the  fall  of  even 
Beneath  the  bow  of  summer  heaven. 

xzzx. 

A  moment,  and  its  lustra  feU ; 
But  ere  it  met  the  Ullow  hhia^ 


JOaBTH   ROPMAK  DRAKB* 


207 


H#  cauflvt  vrithin  hu  crunion  bcU 

Jk  ^rogiti  of  JtA  fpftrktoff  d«w — 

Jej  lc»  tlM^  Ft^ !  thy  tusk  U  done, 

7vy  willfB  ife  puTVt  for  the  grm  U  wot^ 

Ohiiit/  ply  ^ly  Jrippinj^  o4r, 

AoJ  llMs  iwmj  to  the  c!£ii  ahoTV* 

Ktt  tWius  and,  lo  E  on  either  tida 

TbA  f^pfilM  OQ  bk  path  divide ; 

Ami  Uitf  tnck  Q*#r  which  bis  haat  mutt  pun 

If  aoiDOlh  «#  a  «beet  of  poliah'd  gUtm. 

AnMm^  flietr  Litnlw  the  KM-nytnphit  lave, 

Widl  Mlowj  arm*  half-« welling  out, 
Wlok-  an  tl]<»  £rlo«s'd  and  i^e&iii;  wuve 

Tbcif  aea^^Ttvji  linfH^^  loosel!?  float ; 
Thff  vwuti  irmutd  with  Minil«  «nd  «ODg; 

TWy  pnntt  Iha  bark  with  pt-nrly  hand, 
AJid  fi^iilly  Ufi^r  her  «^»itao  idatig« 

T^waid  Uit^  hidrh  f«f  ii|i«tcklcd  «and ; 

Ainlf  aa  hr  Ughity  WpM  to  Itndi 
Tbw  bade  adif  u  with  nod  und  haw^ 

l%Ri  ffiyt)  klHft'd  tAch  hiiJc  hu\i\, 
Ai^  dfoppM  in  ihe  crystal  d«ep  below. 


A  monve^nt  *Ufd  the  fait;  then ; 

Be  ki*»' J  the  hNkth  and  Iseillied  a  pray«T ; 

Tlicn  ppTTvl  hi4i  «inf«  of  glided  blue, 

AmI  on  t»  th«  eifln  ooart  he  flew ; 

A*  «f»r  f^  WW  a  hubbhs  rij<^^ 

AnI  rfuD*  with  a  tbounjid  cb  angina  djei, 

T^H.  IwHl^os  ^Tf  thfouf  h  ethi^r  driven^ 

|l  ni^iifli  with  ihfi  htiea  of  heaven ; 

Ai^  *l  1^  gUaofM!  of  Biommg  pole, 

And  g$«atta  with  bletidingv  eoft  and  bright, 
TiM  toal  in  the  «h»di»  of  {adln^  night ; 
8d  fi**  fiwtt  earth  ih(?  bvelj  Faj — 
8a  imiu«h'd,  fir  in  bvtiveii  away ! 

|Tp^  Fainr !  qait  ihy  chi<-k-wftfd  bower, 
Thtr  cfv-k-et  bi«  cairj  the  lecond  hour, 
Twm  acain,  and  the  krk  will  rise 
T<>  kiaii  thi?  *tTicakiE»ff  of  th«  skiea — 
U(v!  titr  charmed  armear  don, 
Thffa'h  tMwd  it  eire  the  night  be  goneu 


He  put  hia  acam  helmet  on ; 

II  wn»  piiimoi  of  the  liJk  of  the  ihtftle-dowil  i 

The  romlct  plate  thai  fpjarded  hi«  bfeati 

Wan  cifiriT  the  wild  bee^fi  golden  vt$t ; 

Mia  eJc^k,  of  a  ihouaand  nun^led  dye*, 

Wa»  Ibtmod  of  the  witigi  of  butteriliei; 

Kia  ihiekl  vtn*  the  abet  I  of  a  Isdy-bug  quecHi 

HcinU  af  ^Ul  an  a  groand  of  crnvn; 

And  the  qniveTiiif;  bnce  which  he  brandiiJ;*d  bright, 

\V»4  the  atin^  of  %  watp  be  had  slain  in  Ogbt* 

Hwift  Ym  iifntrode  hia  fitt^fty  rteed; 

He  l^iarvxl  hia  tdade  of  the  bent  gna&  blue; 
He  dmrp  hii  epUT*  of  the  cockJe-i«*Hl, 

A  nd  awiy  tike  a  gtance  of  thought  he  flew, 
Td  iikim  the  heaven*,  and  (bllow  fir 
Tht  fitfj  IraiJ  of  the  rockrt^ar. 


Tha  moth-fly,  aa  he  ahot  in  air, 

Crept  under  the  leaf,  and  hid  her  there  | 

The  katy^did  forgot  iti  lny, 

The  pro'wlitig  gnat  fled  faat  away. 

The  fell  mc»queto  checked  hiii  drone 

And  folded  hk  w'mgft  till  the  Fay  ysm  gone, 

And  the  wily  beetle  droppM  his  bend, 

And  fell  on  the  ground  it£  if  be  wvn^  dr'eid; 

They  croncbM  thrtii  clivst^  in  the  d^ikhrtiiic  nhades^ 

Tliey  cjiiaked  all  o-Vr  wiih  B\tf'  and  fitir. 
For  they  had  felt  tim  I4iie*l*nt  Muric, 

And  writhed  at  tin*  prick  of  tjie  iMn  pjwai% 
Many  a  lime,  on  a  inmmeT-fl  nilflit, 
When  the  i*ky  was  cl<«r  and    tho   motm  wai 

bright. 
They  had  bc^  rotiaed  fram  the  himnted  groand 
Dy  the  yelp  and  Iwy  of  the  fairy  hmmA ; 

They  hiiil  hc!anl  the  Itny  bui^le-bom. 
They  had  heard  the  twanjEC  of  the  maiise-Kilk  irtring. 

When  ibe  vine-twig  Ihiws  wert^  tt^litly  dniwu, 

And  the  ncedle-nhuft  tbfOW^U  air  wiw  borne, 
PeatherM  with  down  of  the  bnm^bird**  wLttg. 
And  now  tlify  dwmM  lb(?  courier  oUpbf, 

Some  hunlrr-«i trite  of  the  elfin  ground  i 
And  they  watfVd  till  they  iaw  him  motuit  th« 
roof 

Thai  t^DCflca  like  worltl  around ; 
Thea  glad  ^f  left  their  covert  biir, 
And  lieak^d  aboot  in  lhi»  nddnlghl  aii-. 


Up  to  the  vaulted  Armament 

HIa  palh  the  fire-fly  coyiver  bent| 

And  at  every  jcraHtip  on  the  wind, 

II t^  flung  a  guttering  ^nrk  belimd ;        >■ 

He  fliea  like  a  feather  In  the  bla^ 

Till  the  flr«t  light  cloud  in  heaven  Is  past. 

But  the  9lmt»es  of  air  hare  begun  their  work, 
Aiul  a  dri^ly  miiit  ie  round  him  cast, 

He  cannot  #ce  through  tJie  mantle  murk, 
He  nhivefH  with  cold,  but  he  ur^s  fast ; 

Through  alorm  and  darknci^,  nleet  und  nhad^ 
He  lanhcii  hU  «teed  and  ppura  amuJn, 
for  shadowy  hutida  have  twitch'd  the  rein. 

And  flame-ihtit  tongue*  atonnd  him  played. 
And  near  bim  many  a  flendiah  eye 
Glared  with  a  fell  malign ity. 
And  yella  of  rage,  and  shrieks  of  fear, 
Came  ecreaming  on  hta  ataitled  ear« 


Hia  winga  are  wet  aronnd  hii  bread. 
The  plume  hangn  dripping  from  hies  rreat, 
Hia  eyea  are  blun-'d  with  tlie  lighlniriff**  alar*. 
And  hi*  ear*  are  atunn'd  with  J  he  tlniinb-r'n  blare. 
But  be  gave  a  shout,  and  hia  blade  be  dfew, 

He  tlirusl  before  and  he  atnjck  Unbind, 
Till  he  pierced  tlieir  cloudy  l»oilie«  through, 

And  gashM  their  shadowy  liiolM  of  wind; 
Howling  the  misty  ■peett^'^a  fiew. 

They  rend  the  air  with  friglitful  erica. 
For  he  haa  gained  tlie  wclktn  liluc. 

And  the  land  of  eJouda  beneatli  blm  Uea, 
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ZXIX. 

Up  to  the  cope  careering  swif^ 

In  hreathletfs  motion  fast, 
Fleet  as  the  swallow  cuts  the  drift. 

Or  the  sca-roc  rides  the  blast, 
The  sapphire  sheet  of  eve  is  shot, 

The  sphered  moon  is  past, 
The  earth  but  seems  a  tiny  blot 

On  a  sheet  of  azure  cast. 
O !  it  was  sweet,  in  the  clear  moonlight, 

To  tread  the  starry  plain  of  even, 
To  meet  the  thousand  eyes  of  night. 

And  feel  the  cooling  breath  of  heaven! 
But  the  Elfin  made  no  stop  or  stay 
Till  ho  came  to  the  bank  of  the  milky-way, 
Then  he  cherk'd  his  courser's  foot. 
And  watehM  fur  the  glim(>8C  of  the  planet-shoot 


Sudden  along  the  snowy  tide 

That  swell'd  to  mwt  their  footsteps*  fall, 
The  sylphs  of  heaven  were  seen  to  glide. 

Attired  in  sunset's  crimson  pall ; 
Around  the  Fay  they  weave  the  dance, 

They  skip  before  him  on  the  plain. 
And  one  has  taken  his  wasp-sting  lance. 

And  one  upholds  his  bridle-rein ; 
With  warblings  wild  they  lead  him  on 

To  where,  through  clouds  of  amber  seen, 
Studded  with  stars,  resplendent  shone 

The  palace  of  the  sylphid  queen. 
Its  spiral  columns,  gleaming  bright. 
Were  streamers  of  the  northern  light ; 
Its  curtain's  light  and  lovely  flush 
Was  of  the  mornin'g's  rosy  blush. 
And  the  coiling  fair  tliat  rose  aboon 
The  white  and  feathery  fleece  of  noon. 


But,  O!  how  fair  the  shajie  that  lay 

Beneath  a  rainbow  bending  bright; 
She  secm'd  to  the  entranced  Fay 

The  lovclit'st  of  the  forms  of  light; 
Her  mantle  was  the  purple  roH'd 

At  twilight  in  the  west  afar ; 
'T  was  tied  with  tlireads  of  dawning  gold. 

And  button'd  with  a  sparkling  star. 
Her  face  was  like  the  lily  roon 

That  veils  the  vestal  planet's  hue; 
Her  eyes,  two  beamlets  from  the  moon^ 

Set  floating  in  the  welkin  blue. 
Her  hair  is  like  the  sunny  beam, 
And  the  diamond  gems  which  round  it  gleam 
Are  the  pure  drops  of  dewy  even 
That  ne'er  have  left  their  native  hcaren. 

xjcxir. 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  the  wondering  sprite, 

A  nd  they  leap'd  with  smiles,  for  well  I  ween 
Never  l)eforo  in  the  bowers  of  light 

Had  the  form  of  an  earthly  Fay  been  seen. 
Long  she  look'd  in  his  tiny  face; 

Long  with  his  butterfly  cloak  she  play'd; 
She  smooth'd  his  wings  of  azure  lace, 

And  handled  the  tassel  of  his  blade ; 


And  as  he  told  in  accents  low 

The  story  of  his  love  and  wo^ 

She  felt  new  pains  in  hrr  bosom  rise, 

And  the  teai>drop  started  in  her  eyes. 

And  "  O,  sweet  spirit  of  earth,"  she  cried, 

"  Return  no  more  to  your  woodhmd  height. 
But  ever  hero  with  me  abide 

In  the  land  of  everlasting  light! 
Within  the  fleecy  drift  we'll  lie. 

We'll  hang  upon  the  rainbow's  rim; 
And  all  the  jewels  of  the  sky 

Around  thy  brow  shall  brightly  beam! 
And  thou  shalt  bathe  thee  in  the  stream 

That  rolls  its  whitening  foam  aboon. 
And  ride  upon  the  lightning's  g^eam. 

And  dance  upon  the  orlwd  moon ! 
We  '11  sit  within  the  Pleiad  ring, 

We  '11  rest  on  Orion's  stany  belt. 
And  I  will  bid  my  sylphs  to  sing 

The  song  that  makes  the  dew-mist  melt;    ■ 
Their  harps  are  of  the  amber  shade. 

That  hides  the  blush  iof  waking  day. 
And  every  gleamy  string  is  made 

Of  silvery  moonshine's  lengthened  ray; 
And  thou  shalt  pillow  on  my  breast, 

While  heavenly  breathings  float  aioond. 
And,  with  the  sylphs  of  ether  blest. 

Forgot  the  joys  of  fairy  ground." 

XZXIIf. 

She  was  lovely  and  fair  to  see 

And  the  elfin's  heart  beat  fitfully; 

But  lovelier  far,  and  still  more  fair. 

The  earthly  form  imprinted  there; 

Naught  he  saw  in  the  heavens  abore 

Was  half  so  dear  as  his  mortal  love, 

For  he  thought  upon  her  looks  so  meek. 

And  he  thought  of  the  light  flnsh  on  her  chc^; 

Never  again  might  he  bask  and  lie 

On  that  sweet  cheek  and  moonlight  eye. 

But  in  his  dreams  her  form  to  see. 

To  clasp  her  in  his  reveiy. 

To  think  upon  his  virgin  bride, 

Was  worth  all  heaven,  and  earth  beside. 

XXXIT. 

"Lady,"  he  cried,  «I  have  sworn  to-nig^ 

On  the  word  of  a  fidry-^uii^t, 

To  do  my  sentence-task  aright; 

My  honour  scarce  is  firee  from  stain, 

I  mtky  not  soil  its  snows  again ; 

Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  wo. 

Its  mandate  must  be  answei'd  now." 

Her  bosom  heaved  with  many  a  sigh, 

The  tear  was  in  her  drooping  eye; 

But  she  led  him  to  the  palace  gate. 

And  call'd  the  sylphi  who  hoWd  there, 
And  bade  them  fly  and  bring  him  strugfat 

Of  clouds  condensed  a  8ii^b^.ear. 
With  charm  and  spell  she  hUss'd  it  tiMre, 
From  all  the  fiends  of  upper  air; 
Then  round  him  cast  the  shadowy  shioodl. 
And  tied  his  steed  behind  the  clood; 
And  press'd  his  hand  as  she  hade  him  fly 
Far  to  the  TOige  of  the  nottfaenk  tkj^ 
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r  «Jkr  on  tbe  wing«  of  the  blna^ 
Korthw&fti  away;  he  ipe^ils  hira  fast, 
A  f>d  h  w  courser  foUoww  the  cloud^r  wain 
T^  the  hoor-sitrokf^  fall  tiko  paUenng  rmu 
ThiB  ^0^  toll  bfljctwHi-t!  tt*  he  flies* 
E*fli  flkkerkig  st^  behind  him  jLei, 
AjcuI  he  ha>  rrftchM  the  tJOTtherD  ylainj 
L  btek*d  hi*  fiwvOj  tteed  «gidn, 
J  tp  foilffw  in  iu  fltght 
Tbe  ifim«iiiii^  of  the  lucicei-light 

T%«  ilir  k  3rct  in  the  tiuU  of  hcavrait 

]}ot  tt  Tockj  in  the  vummi^r  gak  j 
Ak>4  i3'<^*  *ti"  fitful  and  imereit, 

AmJ  JiJCfw  Hi*  dead t J  pale; 
And  now  *1  b  wmpp'd  in  s^ulphur-amoko. 

And  %l2£zicbM  is  ill  n J  ks&  bca^, 
Jkad  now  with  a  nitling  thutid«r-^atroke 

hr  buvli  in  bdi  uid  flame. 
As  nrifl  u  the  glanca  ot  the  arrowy  biie« 

Tbat  the  xtionn^pinC  flings  from  high^ 
dwt  flfiw  o*er  the  welkin  blo^ 

A«  U  M  fri^  the  iboeM  s^y. 
A«  iwiA  *9  the  wind  in  its  tfaii  behind 

The  Hlfln  snUops  ttbng* 
Til*  tif:r(di  nf  lh«  ctoud«  are  bellowing  loud. 

Bat  the  fytphid  ch&rm  i^  atraii^; 
H«JBlllopi  unkort  in  the  eMwer  of  flr«, 

Wm*  Ibtt  dtrad-ftenda  fly  irom  the  blaze ; 
il«  wmtchc«  each  diikg  till  iu  spaika  eipirc. 

And  rid i»  in  the  Ught  of  i\M  mjs^ 
Hot  bo  drot^e  hi*  i*eed  to  the  lighining'i  speed. 

And  enug^ht  a  glimmering  spark; 
Tb^n  wheeled  around  to  the  fiury  ground, 

And  aped  through  the  midnight  dork- 


Onptie  and  Goblin  J  Imp  and  Sprila  I 

Elf  of  efe!  and  starry  Fay  I 
Ye  thit  love  the  moon*!  soft  Ug^hl,  ' 

Hitber-^hither  wend  your  way; 
Twine  ye  in  a  jocund  ring, 

Sinu  and  trip  it  m«frily, 
Hand  bo  band.  Bud  wing  to  wing. 

Round  the  wild  wittfh-hazel  trae, 

H«il  the  wandertT  a^ipiln 

WiUi  djuice  and  Bong;,  and  late  and  lyrfif 
Pbiv  hia  wing  and  itrong  hia  chain. 

And  doubly  btigbt  hia  fairy  flra, 
Twine  ye  tn  an  aiiy  rounds 

Bruah  the  dew  and  print  the  lea; 
Skip  and  iTiiiiibol,  hop  and  bound, 

Hooxtd  tbe  wild  witch-haiel  tresp 

The  beetle  grjarda  our  holy  ground, 
He  flin  alKiut  the  haunted  piace. 

And  if  mortal  thefe  he  found. 

He  brnm  in  hia  earo  and  Sam  his  faf« ; 
^ 14 


I   The  leaf-harp  sounds  our  roundelay , 
The  owIet*8  eyea  our  lantern*  be; 
Thus  we  aing^  and  dftiice,  and  play, 
Kound  the  \vild  witch-hazel  ttoc 

But,  hark!  from  tow  ex  on  tjce-top  liigh, 

Tbe  Bfntry-elf  his  coll  has  made; 
A  streak  is  in  the  eastern  aky, 

Shapes  of  mooultgrht  I  flit  Mid  fi*dc ! 
The  hill-tops  gleam  in  morning's  iFpringi 
The  sky-lark  shakea  hia  dappled  wing. 
The  day-glimpse  gLimmetv  on  the  lawn. 
The  (Pock  haa  crowM,  end  the  Faya  a^ 


BRONX, 

I  Kit  me  down  tjpon  a  green  bank-side, 

Skirting  the  smooth  edge  of  a  gentle  Hver, 

Whose  waters  seemed  unwillingly  to  glide. 
Like  parting  frienda,  who  linger  while  they  i 

Enforce  to  go,  yet  seeming  still  unready. 

Backward  they  wind  their  way  in  many  a  wistful 
eddy. 

Giay  o'er  my  head  the  yellow-ifested  willow 
Rn^ed  its  hoary  top  in  the  fre«h  breeres, 

Glancing  in  light,  like  frpray  on  a  green  billow, 
Or  the  fine  frostwork  whieh young  winter  frevxes  f 

When  firBt  hia  power  in  infant  pa^tirrn?  trying, 

Congeals  and  antmnn^a  teofs  on  the  dciad  bTan€heft 
lying. 

From  rocks  around  hung  the  loose  ivy  danglings 
And  in  the  elefta  sumach  of  lit eUc^  green, 

Brijjht  iBjng-stATs  the  little  beech  waa  ppangling, 
The  gold-^up  tforrel  from  hiB  guuiy  serpen 

Shone  like  a  fairy  crown  +  enchased  and  beaded, 

Left  on  some  room,  when  light  flaali'd  in  their  eyet 
unheeded. 

The  humbird  shook  hia  aiin-touchM  wings  around^ 
The  bluefinch  eiupolfd  in  the  still  retreat; 

The  antic  squtrrel  caper  d  on  tbe  ground 
Where  Ucbena  made  a  carpet  for  hia  feet ; 

Through  the  transparent  wave*,  the  luddy  iiiiuklo 

8hot  up  in  gUmmering  sparks  hia  red  fiu^s  tinj 
twinkle* 


There  were  dark  eedartf,  with  looae,  mtwsy  1 

White-powdpT'd   dog   trccsi,    and   etifl"  boQiea 
llaiinilng 
Gaudy  as  rusties  in  their  May-day  dresses. 

Blue  pellorel  from  purple  leaTea  upslaniing 
A  made«t  gaze*  like  eyes  of  a  young  nudden 
Shining  beneath  dropped  Uda  the  evening  of  her 
wedding* 

Tbe  brecie  fre*h  epringing  from  the  lij^  of  tnofiii 

Kip^ng  the  learca,  and  sighing  so  to  loea  'etOf 
The  winding  of  the  merry  locust's  horn, 

The  glad  spring  gushing  from  the  rock'a  ham 
boaom: 
Sweet  sighta,  ifwect  aounds,  all  sight*,  all  aonnda 

excelling, 
O  i  *t  was  a  rmiriahing  t)>ot,  fonn'd  for  a  povtV 
dwelling. 
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And  did  I  leave  thy  lorelinesa,  to  stand 

Again  in  the  dull  world  of  earthly  blmdneM  1 
Pain*d  with  the  pressure  of  unfriendly  hands, 

Sirk  of  smooth  looks,  aguod  with  icy  kindness  1 
Left  I  for  this  thy  shades,  where  none  intrude, 
To  prison  wandering  thought  and  mar  sweet  soli- 
tude! 
Vet  I  will  look  upon  thy  face  again, 

My  own  romantic  Bronx,  and  it  will  be 
A  fiicc  more  pleasant  than  the  face  of  men. 

Thy  wareH  arc  old  companions,  I  shall  see 
A  well-rcmembcrM  form  in  each  old  tree. 
And  hear  a  voice  long  loved  in  thy  wild  minstrelsy. 


THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 


Whetv  Freedom  from  her  mountain  height 
UnfurlM  her  standard  to  the  air, 

She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night, 
And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there. 

She  mingled  with  its  gorgcjous  dyes 

The  milky  Imldric  of  the  skies, 

And  striped  its  pure,  celestial  white. 

With  strcakings  of  the  morning  light ; 

Then  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun 

She  callM  her  eagle  bearer  down, 

And  gave  into  his  mighty  hand 

The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

II. 
Majestic  monarch  of  the  cload. 

Who  rcar'st  aloft  thy  regal  form. 
To  hear  the  tempest  trumpings  loud 
And  see  the  lightning  lances  driven,  . 

When  strive  the  warriors  of  the  storm. 
And  rolls  the  thunder-drum  of  heaven. 
Child  of  the  sun !  to  thee  'tis  given 

To  guard  the  banner  of  the  free. 
To  hover  in  the  sulphur  smoke. 
To  ward  away  the  battle-stroke. 
And  bid  its  blendings  shine  afar. 
Like  rainbows  on  the  cloud  of  war, 

The  harbingers  of  victory ! 

III. 
Flaq:  of  the  brave  I  thy  folds  shall  fly. 

The  sign  of  hope  and  triumph  high. 
When  speaks  tlic  signal  trumpet  tone. 

And  the  long  line  comes  gleaming  on. 
Ere  yet  tlic  life-blood,  warm  and  w<?t, 

Has  dimm'd  the  glistening  bayonet. 
Each  soldier  eye  shall  brightly  turn 

To  where  thy  sky-bom  glories  bum ; 
And  OS  his  springing  steps  advance, 
()atch  war  and  vengeance  from  the  glance. 
And  when  the  cannon-mouthings  loud 

Heave  in  wild  wreathes  the  hattle-shroudt 
And  gory  sabres  rise  and  fall 
Like  shoots  of  flame  on  midnight's  pall ; 

Then  shall  thy  meteor  glances  glow, 
And  cowering  foes  shall  sink  beneath 

Each  gallant  arm  that  strikes  below 
Tnat  lovely  messenger  of  death. 


IT. 


Flag  of  the  teas !  on  4 

Thy  stars  shall  glitter  o'er  (he  bimw ; 
When  death,  careering  on  tfaa  gmle. 

Sweeps  darkly  round  tfaa  bellied  nil. 
And  frighted  waves  rush  wildly  back 

Before  the  broadaide's  leeUng  rack. 
Each  dying  wanderer  of  the  sea 

Shall  look  at  once  to  heaven  and  thee. 
And  smile  to  see  thy  splendours  fly 
In  triumph  o*er  his  closing  eye. 


Flag  of  the  free  heart's  hope  and  home  ! 

By  angel  hands  to  valour  given ; 
The  stars  have  lit  the  welkin  dome. 

And  all  thy  hues  were  bom  in  heaven. 
Forever  float  that  standard  sheet  t 

Where  breathes  the  foe  but  falls  befine  Wk 
With  Freedom's  soil  beneath  oar  feet, 

And  Freedom's  banner  streimin^  o^er  ml 


TO  SARAH. 


Oki  happy  year  has  fled,  Saix, 

Since  you  were  all  my  own ; 
The  leaves  have  felt  the  autumn  blig^ 

The  wintry  storm  has  blown. 
Wc  heeded  not  the  cold  blast, 

Nor  the  winter's  icy  air ; 
For  we  found  our  climate  in  the  hmxtf 

And  it  was  summer  there. 


The  summer  sun  is  bright,  Sall, 

The  skies  are  pure  in  hue ; 
But  clouds  will  sometimes 

And  dim  their  lovely  blue ; 
And  clouds  may  come  to  us,  8al£, 

But  sure  they  will  not  stay; 
For  there 's  a  spell  in  fond  hearts 

To  chase  their  gloom  away. 


In  sickness  and  in  sorrow 

Thine  eyes  were  on  me  still. 
And  there  was  comfi>it  in  each  ] 

To  charm  the  servie  of  ill ; 
And  were  they  absent  now,  Saix, 

I  'd  seek  my  bod  of  paio, 
And  bless  each  pang  that  gtv«  me  htA 

Those  looks  of  love  again. 


O,  pleasant  is  the  welcome  ki«, 

When  day's  dull  round  is  o'er. 
And  sweet  the  music  of  the  step 

That  meets  me  at  the  door. 
Though  worldly  cam  may  visit  na, 

I  reck  not  when  they  fiill. 
While  I  have  thy  kind  lipa,  my  8all« 

To  smile  awav  them  aU. 


FITZ-GREENE  HALLECK. 


Tut  Ktithor  of  "Bed  Jickot,  «nJ  Pcler  Ca«ta- 
^j\  *■  Cpwtle  to  Recorder  Rikcr,"  is  a  son  of  Is< 
mAti;  Mit^LiECK,  of  Duu^bew  count j,  New  York^ 
mnA  M  4  itT  Elliot^  hk  wif^,  of  Guilfonlf  Connecti- 
ent,  •  ilr«orD(luit  of  Joniv  Eliot,  th«  ccl^bmted 
^Apctotk  *f  Ibe  tniliant/'  He  ¥?&■  born  at  Gail- 
|bfd«  Iti  Aa^utt,  1795,  &tid  when  about  eigbteen 
j«M>  of  af »  b«cttm«  «  rlrrfe  m  onr  of  tb«  prind- 
fti  Wnktng-botii«i  m  New  York.  He  evinced 
a  lMl»  ibf  poplTj,  «ttd  wrot^  Torsev^  at  a  very  i^arly 
y»rMt  tfUl  unuL  be  canin  tii  New  York  never  pub- 
blMd  ma^r  thmj;  whicb  in  the  mttunty  of  btayoara 
b«  feaa  df*fi?t(«d  wortbv  of  pre«ervat[c»ti.  Tbe 
•  E?cnlog  Pout,"  thru  fnliUsi  by  William  Cole- 
VAS*  wta  tb«  teadiDjf  poppj-  of  tbe  city,  and  tbe 
vnMy  oiH<  in  wtikh  toutb  attention  waa  given  to 
lilcmliit*.  It  Iwd  a  larg e  nu  m  be  r  af  cofilri  bti  tors, 
tad  fOU^M  witi  who  gained  admisdion  to  its 
cotuatiit  rfftard^  ehemwelvea  8«  fairlj  started  in 
m  earacr  of  mteecflaAil  antbonibipv  H4llkc£'ii 
iiit«dfeHiif  U>  tbe  <«  Etening  Fo«t"  wa«  that  piece 
of  •xquwite  Temtfi cation  and  reSnod  lentiiuent 
of  nyeb  ihe  fital  Ime  ii — 

'•Tltow  ii  an  aTvciHET  *  rlltjrbt  of  tbu  beut.'* 
B>TAjrr,  who  WW  neariy  a  year  older,  about  tbie 
Mine  tijTi«  publiched  ttk  tbe  "  North  AmericiLn  Re- 
iww*'  bm  nobte  poecn  of  "  TbanatopskB/'  Cole- 
SI  AX  pave  Kalleck's  linea  to  the  prifjter  t«  (poon 
ai  he  biil  read  tbcrn,  which  wa$  a  jarreat  cocDpIi- 
riirnt  (aw  no  friLiitLdioiifl  an  editor.  He  (lid  not  s^ 
cesftio  who  wrote  them  for  tcn^ral  montbA,  and 
tb«  vathnt  tn  tbe  metn  wbde  had  become  so  much 
of  B  ]it*rarj  Uon  thai  be  then  reprinted  them  with 
a  preface  oAerting  their  roerita. 

Unr  evening  in  the  spring  of  ISIO^  us  Hat^ 
tmcff-  wsA  on  tbe  way  home  fh>m  hh  plaeiis  of 
Imiwf,  he  itopped  at  a  coffee^ hou«e  then  much 
ftpiqurntwl  bj  young  men,  in  the  ^idniiy  of  Co- 
liuubia  College.  A  abower  ba*  juftt  fallcft^  and  a 
bnlhaAt  vuniiet  waj  djftingiji«hed  by  a  rainbow 
td  ununual  magnificence.  In  the  group  abont 
the  doof,  haif  ft  dozen  had  taUl  what  thoy  would 
w»b  c«?uU  their  wiahe*  be  rrnlized,  when  Hal* 
|.KC>^f  aajd,  looking  at  the  gloriou^^  ipectacic  al^ve 
tlie  boriioo,  '*lt  J  cauld  have  mj  wiah,  it  Ahonld  be 
%&  lie  ici  ibe  1^  of  that  rainbow,  and  rend  Tom 
C*m|i1vtl."  A  handsome  joung  fellow,  atanding 
ptmt^  Auildenly  turned  to  him  and  ej claimed, 
**iruti  and  I  muiit  be  acquainted :  my  name  w 
BtAKi ;"  and  from  that  hour  till  hi«  death  Jo- 
■irit  Roi^HAjr  On  A  HI  and  Firx^jirEKyG  Hal- 
LtrK  wrv  united  in  a  mo«t  fraternal  inlimiicy. 

Da^tm  had  fttrrady  written  the  tint  four  of  the 
oace^^etebFated  aene*  of  hutnoroui  and  lattneal 
odr*  known  ■■  the  "  t* maker  Piecea,"  and  they 
had  lic^o  piihliahed  hi  tlio  »  Evening  Pout."     He 


now  made  Hallece  a  parltier,  and  the  tcroflin- 
ing  numbers  were  ingned  *"  Croaker  ^  Co.'*  'nie 
last  one  written  by  DraiC£  waa  **Tho  American 
Flag,"  printed  on  the  twenty-ninth  of  May,  and 
the  last  of  rho  »erip*i  **UurtajQ  Convt^reAtionti," 
wa;^  fumi«hed  by  H^lleck,  on  the  twenty -fourth 
of  the  following  July.  I'heie  piecei  rclnled  to 
*cenea  ftnd  events  with  which  mont  render*  in 
New  York  were  familiar;  they  were  written  wilti 
great  epidt  and  good-humour,  and  the  curioBJty 
of  the  town  wai»  excited  to  learn  who  wer«  theLr 
authors ;  but  the  young  poeta  kept  their  secret, 
and  were  uniinBfiectfd,  while  their  clever  per- 
£3mia»cefl  were  Jroin  time  to  time  attributed  to 
V  »  done  w  ej  l-k  no  wn  liter  a  ry  ni  en.  N  ear  r  he  do«o 
of  the  year  Halleck  wrote  in  the  aame  Tein  hia 
tongeat  poem,  **■  Fanny,"  a  ptayfut  satire  of  the 
faahionaf  folliea,  and  pnhlie  cha.r»rlerij  of  the  day. 
It  contains  from  twelve  to  ntleon  hundred  linet^, 
&nd  wax  completed  and  printed  within  three  wee  ka 
from  iti  c3ommenceinenU 

The  next  year  Duakk  dje^j^of  comrampliootftnd 
HALLSctc  mourned  bin  li»«  in  tbiwebeanttlYll  tribu- 
tary verM«  which  appeareil  *oon  aliter  in  the  '*  Scien- 
tific Hepo«itory  and  Critical  Review/^  beginning — 

"Gifwo  tw^  tim  luif  aKFTethcep 
rrienij  of  uij  liM'Ufir  lUyif* 

Snnn  n4tD<^d  tboe  *Jtit  lo  [mlM." 

In  la^S  and  19^3  our  author  visaed  Great  Bri* 
tain  and  the  continent  of  Europe.  Among  the 
souvenirs  of  hia  travels  are  two  o(  his  finest  poems, 
**  Burns/*  and  "  Alnwick  CasUei"  which,  willi  a 
few  other  pieces,  he  gate  to  tbe  public  in  a  amall 
volume  in  1 827.  His  fame  was  now  eBtaUished, 
and  he  has  ever  «ince  been  regordi.Hl  as  one  of  the 
trueit  t^f  our  jtoels,  and  in  New  York,  where  bis 
pereional  qualttiea,  are  best  known^  and  hia  itoemit, 
from  their  locsl  aliuiions,  are  reaii  hy  every  bmly, 
he  has  enjoyed  perpetual  and  almost  uneiampled 
popularity. 

He  was  once,  a4  he  infijmia  us  in  one  of  hii 
witty  and  graceful  epi^ttcv,  'Mn  the  cotton  tratio 
and  sugar  line/*  but  for  many  yeara  before  the 
death  of  tbe  late  JuMM  Jacoh  A»TOa,he  was  the 
phneipal  superintendent  of  the  eiEtensiTe  alfiiirs 
of  that  gieat  capitalbt.  Since  then  ha  baa  re- 
sided chiefly  in  his  native  town,  in  Connecticut, 
He  frequently  vi^^iiJi  New  Yrtrit,  however,  and  the 
fondness  and  enthusiasm  with  which  hia  name  is 
cherished  by  his  old  iKMcmfr*  was  hspplty  illuH* 
trated  in  the  Wgintting  of  IHr>t  hy  a  ioinpliment' 
ary  dinner  which  was  thm  gi%en  bira  by  mem 
ber*  of  die  Century  Club. 

It  wu  liord  Bvno?d'fl  oplnirm  thai  a  pciet  b  lI- 
Wavs  to  \t€  rsnkM  accoidiog  l«  hka  e^eeution,  and 
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not  according  to  bis  branch  of  the  art  "  The  poet 
who  executes  best/'  said  he,  "is  the  highest, 
whatever  his  department,  and  will  be  so  rated  in 
the  world's  esteem.  We  have  no  doubt  of  the 
justness  of  that  remark;  it  is  the  only  principle 
from  which  sound  criticism  can  proceed,  and  upon 
this  basis  the  reputations  of  the  past  have  been 
made  up.  Considered  in  this  light,  Mr.  Halleck 
must  bo  pronounced  not  merely  one  of  the  chief 
ornaments  of  a  new  literature,  but  one  of  the  great 
niai>trrs  in  a  language  classical  and  immortal  for 
the  productions  of  genius  which  have  illustrated 
and  enlarged  its  capacities.  There  is  in  his  com- 
positions an  essential  pervading  grac4?,  a  natural 
brilliancy  of  wit,  a  freedom  yet  refmement  of  sen- 
timent, a  sparkling  flow  of  fancy,  and  a  power  of 
personification,  combined  with  such  high  and  care- 
ful finish,  and  such  exquisite  nicety  of  taste,  that 
the  larger  part  of  them  must  be  regarded  as  models 
almost  faultless  in  the  classes  to  which  they  be- 
long.   They  appear  to  me  to  show  a  genuine  in- 


sight into  the  principles  of  art,  uid  a  6iie  use  of 
its  resources ;  and  afler  all  that  hai  been  written 
about  nature,  strength,  and  originality,  the  trae 
secret  of  fame,  the  real  magic  of  geniua,  is  not 
force,  not  passion,  not  novelty,  but  art.  Look  all 
through  Milton:  look  at  the  best  paaaagea  of 
SuAKSPEARE ;  iook  at  the  monuments,  >*  all  Greek 
and  glorious,"  which  have  come  down  to  as  from 
ancient  times :  what  strikes  us  principally,  and  it 
might  almost  be  said  only,  is  the  wonderfully  arti- 
ficial character  of  the  comixMition;  it  is  the  prin- 
ciple of  their  immortality,  and  without  it  no  poem 
can  be  long-lived.  It  may  be  easy  to  acquire  popu- 
larity, and  easy  to  display  art  in  writing,  but  be 
who  obtains  popularity  by  the  means  and  employ- 
ment of  careful  and  elaborate  art,  may  be  confi- 
dent that  his  reputation  is  fixed  upon  a  sure 
basis.  This — for  his  careless  playing  with  the 
muse  by  which  ho  once  kept  the  town  alive,  is 
scarcely  remembered  now—- this,  it  seems  to  me, 
Mr.  Halleck  has  done. 


EXTRACT  FROM  «THE  RECORDER.' 

PETER  CASTALY  OOMPARETH  TUB  RECORDER 

wiTiurLiLS  ai:sAR  and  WITU  UISIjJELK. 

Mt  dear  Recobder,  you  and  I 

Have  floated  down  life's  stream  together, 
And  kept  unharmed  our  friendship's  tie 
Through  every  change  of  Fortune*s  sky, 

Her  pleasant  and  her  rainy  weather. 
Full  sixty  times  since  first  we  met. 
Our  birthday  suns  have  risen  and  set. 
And  time  hjs  worn  the  baldness  now 
Of  JuLirs  C.-ESAR  on  your  brow,  .... 
NS'iiosc  laurel  harvests  long  have  shown 

As  green  and  glorious  as  his  own 

Both  eloquent  and  learned  and  brave. 

13orn  to  command  and  skilled  to  rule. 
One  made  the  citizen  a  slave. 

The  other  makes  him  more — a  fool. 
'  The  C J-:SAR  an  imperial  crown. 

His  slaves'  mad  gifl,  refused  to  wear. 
The  RiKER  put  his  fool's  cap  on. 

And  found  it  fitted  to  a  hair 

The  C.E8AR  passed  the  Rubicon 

With  helm,  and  shield,  and  breastplate  on. 

Dashing  his  warhorso  tlirough  the  waters; 
The  RiKER  would  have  built  a  barge 
Or  steamboat  at  the  city's  charge, 

And  passed  it  with  his  wife  and  daughters. 
But  let  that  pass.    As  I  have  said, 
Hierc's  naught,  save  laurels,  on  your  head. 
And  time  has  changed  my  clustering  hair. 
And  showered  snow-flakes  thickly  there; 
And  though  our  lives  have  ever  been, 
As  dilTerent  as  their  different  scene ; 
Mine  more  renowned  for  rhymes  than  riches, 
Vours  less  for  scholarship  than  speeches ; 
Mine  passed  in  low-roofd  leafy  bower, 
Voura  in  high  halls  of  pomp  and  power, 
Yet  are  we,  be  the  moral  told, 
Alike  in  one  thing — growing  old. 


EXTRACT  FROM  "FANNY.' 


WZEHAWKEN. 


Wehaween  !'  in  thy  mountain  sceneiy  yet. 
All  we  adore  of  nature  in  her  wild 

And  frolic  hour  of  infancy  is  met; 

And  never  has  a  summer's  morning  smiled 

Upon  a  lovelier  scene  than  the  full  eye 

Of  the  enthusiast  revels  on — when  high 

Amid  thy  forest  solitudes,  he  climbs 

O'er  crags,  that  proudly  tower  above  the  deep, 
And  knows  that  sense  of  clanger  which  sublimes 

The  breathless  moment — when  his  daring  step 
Is  on  the  verge  of  the  cliff,  and  be  can  hear 
The  low  dash  of  the  wave,  with  startled  eafa^ 

Like  the  death  music  of  his  coming  doom. 
And  clings  to  the  green  turf  with  desperate  Ibroe, 

As  the  heart  clings  to  life ;  and  when  resume 
7'he  currents  in  their  veins  their  wonted  conise, 

There  lingers  a  deep  feeling — like  the  moan 

Of  wearied  ocean,  when  the  storm  is  gone. 

In  such  an  hour  he  turns,  and  on  his  Tiew, 
Ocean,  and  earth,  and  heaven,  burst  before  him; 

Clouds  slumbering  at  his  feet,  and  the  dear  blue 
Of  summer's  sky  in  beauty  bending  o*er  him — 

The  city  bright  below ;  and  &r  away. 

Sparkling  in  golden  light,  his  own  romantic  bay. 

Tall  spire,  and  glittering  roo^  and  battlement. 
And  banners  floating  in  the  si^j  air; 

And  white  sails  o'er  the  calm  blue  watere  bent. 
Green  isle,  and  circling  shore, are  Mended  there 

In  wild  reality.     When  life  is  old. 

And  many  a  scene-  forgot,  the  heart  will  hold 

Its  memory  of  this ;  nor  lives  there  one       [d«Ji 
Whose  infant  breath  was  drewn,  or  boyhood's 

Of  happiness  were  passed,  beneath  that  san* 
That  in  his  manhood's  prime  can  calm^  ( 

Upon  that  bay,  or  on  that  mountain  staa^ 

Nor  feel  the  prouder  of  his  natite  land. 
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nniE,  M  TBE  ^irniMJf  of  vm. 


Wi  zTt  TOm  of  AIlowvj !  mj  lh&cik«^ 
Thou  miiulat  me  of  Uiol  autumn  noon^ 

When  lint  wv  mi?t  upon  <«  th«  banks 
And  braes  a*  bouzij  DooQp*' 

Likr  Uiirie»  beneath  Uie  tbom  troc*^  baugb, 
Mj  vTuinif'  howr  wa»  glul  and  bttef^ 

We*v«  eroticM  the  winter  Bca,  and  thou 
Art  withered — flower  and  leat 

And  wilJ  not  thj  death-doom  be  m"m<v— 
Thr  doom  of  all  tlunifs  wroiight  of  eluj— 

And  with<?r''d  my  life'i  l™f,  like  thine^ 
Wild  Mwe  of  AUowty  t 

Not  §o  hifl  m<pmorf ,  for  whose  «i3b6 
My  bopom  bote  th(*«  fkr  luid  lon^, 

KK  who  tn  humHer  flower  coidd  make 
ImnKirtal  m  hii  lon^. 


TW  mwmenj  of  BuB^B — a  name 

T^at  calla,  whea  brimm'd  her  festal  cupp 

A  tulliiuV  I^Ofy,  and  her  ihani^, 
In  atknt  aadnesa  up. 

A  iuieifm*«  glory— be  the  rest 

Fort;oi — fihe  'i  fai>ijTii]t4?d  hii  nund ; 

And  it  is  jay  to  »pr4ik  the  bci^C 
W«  Rtaj  of  human  kind. 

I're  aiood  bcvde  the  cottag«-b«d 

Whrre  th«  banl-pwtsnajt  first  drew  brealllt 
A  ist;«W'thatch*d  roof  above  hb  head, 

A  iiCmw-wTOUght  couch  bcn<?ath* 

And  I  have  itood  beside  the  pile, 
Bit  monufmcnt— that  tells  to  heai*«o 

The  homaj^  of  earth**  proudest  Lile, 
To  that  bard-peaaant  given. 

Bid  thy  thought*  horer  oVr  that  ipot, 
Bny^minstfeU  in  thy  dreaming  hour; 

And  know,  however  low  hift  lot, 
A  p<wt>  pride  and  power. 

The  pride  that  UAed  Bca-sri  from  etithr 
The  power  that  ^ve  a  chifd  of  aong 

AantidptH^  o'er  m«k  and  birth. 
The  rich,  the  brave,  the  airoog ; 

And  if  despondency  weigh  down 
Thy  ii|)irit*ft  fluttering  pinions  then, 

Prj^nir — ihy  name  is  written  On 
The  roll  of  ca'mijion  men, 

Thef*  have  b^cn  loftier  themea  than  hia, 
And  loti^r  wtoUa,  find  toudef  lyref, 

And  lay#  tit  up  with  Poesy^s 
Purer  and  holier  Grea : 

Yet  rtwd  the  namim  that  know  not  d«iith; 

Few  nohler  ones  than  Bra**  are  thera; 
Aixt  tvm  have  won  a  (rreener  wreath 

Than  tfui  irltich  Utid*  bU  hair. 


His  U  that  kngimge  of  the  heart. 

In  whicL  the  an^^wering  heart  wouf  J  «peak, 
Thought,  word,  that  bida  tho  waxm  tear  start. 

Or  the  stiiile  llg^ht  the  cheek. 

And  hiE  lliat  mueic,  to  who*e  tone 

The  common  pulse  of  man  keeps  time* 

In  cot  or  castle's  mirth  or  moan, 
In  cold  or  BUnny  clime. 

And  who  hath  heard  hi^  mn^,  nor  knelt 
Before  lU  spoil  with  wilUng  knetj, 

And  liEt£!a*d,  and  believed,  and  felt 
The  poetV  ma*tery. 

0*er  tho  mind's  sea,  in  calm  and  storm^ 
OVr  the  heart^e  sunshbe  and  itm  RhoweiB, 

0*er  Pa.4mon'«  momenta,  bright  and  wumi, 
OVr  Reafton^'a  d^trk,  eold  hours ; 

On  field*  where  brftv©  men  wdin  or  do,** 
In  halls  where  ring*  the  banquet's  mirth. 

Where  mourners  weep,  where  lovers  woo, 
From  throne  to  cottage  hearth ; 

Whal  sweet  t^rs  dim  the  eyes  unshed. 
What  wild  Towfl  falter  on  the  tongue. 

When  "  Scots  wba  hac  wi*  Wallace  bkd,'* 
Or  "Add  Lang  Syna*-  is  aung  I 

TuTV  hopBSi  that  lift  the  soul  above. 

Come  with  hia  Cotter*a  hymn  of  prai«e. 

And  dream^of  youth,  and  truths  and  love, 
With  "  Logim^a*'  banks  and  braes* 

And  when  he  breathes  hj4  master-lay 

Of  Alloway*s  witch-haunled  wall, 
All  passions  in  our  frames  of  clay 
Como  thronging  at  his  calL 

Tmaginatiou^B  world  of  air, 

And  our  own  world,  its  gloom  and  glee, 
Wit,  patho*,  poefcry,  are  there, 

And  death's  snbhmity. 

And  B»'a3fs — though  brief  the  mcc  he  ran. 
Though  Toufith  and  dark  the  j^th  he  tfod — 

Lived — difsd — in  form  and  ioul  a  man, 
The  image  of  his  Goo. 

Though  care,  and  pain,  and  want,  and  wo. 
With  wounds  thai  only  death  could  heal, 

Torture*— the  poor  atone  can  know. 
The  proud  alone  can  feel ; 

Be  kept  his  honesty  and  truth,       ^ 
His  independent  tongue  and  pen, 

And  movfd,  in  manhood  and  in  youth, 
Pride  of  "hi*  feUow*mcn. 

Strong  tenfle,  deep  feeUni^.  passions  atronf, 

A  hate  of  tyraj^t  and  of  knave, 
A  love  of  right,  a  «com  of  wrong. 

Of  coward,  and  of  slavq; 

A  kind,  true  henit*  a  spirit  high. 

That  could  not  fear  and  would  not  bow. 

Were  written  in  hia  maidy  eye. 
And  on  his  muily  brow. 
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Praise  to  the  bard  5  his  words  are  driven, 
Like  flower-seeds  by  the  far  winds  sown, 

Where'er,  beneath  the  sky  of  heaven. 
The  birds  of  fame  have  flown. 

Praise  to  the  man !  a  nation  stood 

Beside  his  cofUn  with  wet  eyes, 
Her  brave,  her  beautiful,  her  good. 

As  when  a  loved  one  dies. 

And  still,  as  on  his  funeral  day. 

Men  stand  his  cold  earih-couch  around, 

Witli  the  mute  homage  tiiat  we  pay 
Tu  consecrated  ground. 

And  consecrated  ground  it  is. 

The  last,  the  hallowM  home  of  one 

Who  lives  upon  all  memories. 
Though  with  the  buried  gone. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim-shrines, 
Shrines  to  no  cotlc  or  creed  confined— 

The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines, 
The  Meccas  of  the  mind. 

Sages,  with  Wisdom's  garland  wreathed, 
Crown'd  kings,  and  mitred  priests  of  power, 

And  warriors  with  their  bright  swords  sheathed, 
The  mightiest  of  the  hour ; 

And  lowlier  names,  whose  humble  home 

Ik  lit  by  Fortune's  dimmer  star. 
Are  there — o'er  wave  and  mountain  come. 

From  countries  near  and  far; 

Pilgrims,  whose  wandering  feet  have  presa'd 
The  Switzer's  snow,  the  Arab's  tand, 

Or  trod  the  piled  leaves  of  the  west, 
My  own  green  forest^land; 

All  ask  the  cottage  of  his  birth. 

Gaze  on  the  scenes  ho  loved  and  sang, 

And  gather  feelings  not  of  earth 
His  fields  and  streams  among. 

They  linger  by  the  Doon's  low  trees. 
And  pastoral  Nith,  and  wooded  Ayr, 

And  round  thy  sepulchres,  Dumfries! 
The  poet's  tomb  is  there. 

But  what  to  them  the  sculptor's  art, 

His  funeral  columns,  wreaths,  and  urns  1 

Wear  they  not  graven  on  the  heart 
The  name  of  JRobert  BcensI 


RED  JACKET. 

A  CHIEF  OF  THE  INDIAN  TRIBES,  THE  TITSCARORAS. 

Coopeh,  whose  name  is  with  his  country's  woven. 
First  in  hrr  fdcs,  her  pioneer  of  mind, 

A  wamlorcr  now  in  other  climes,  has  proven 
His  love  for  the  young  land  he  left  behind; 

And  throned  her  in  the  senate  hall  of  nations. 
Robed  like  the  deluge  rainln^w.  heaven-wrought, 

Ma:rnificent  as  bis  own  mind's  creations, 
And  beautiful  as  its  green  world  of  thought 


And  faithful  to  the  tct  of  Congnw,  quoted 
As  law-authority — it  pau'd  nein.  auu — 

He  writes  thai  we  are,  h  oanelves  hmre  Totedt 
The  most  cnlighten'd  people  erer  known. 

That  all  our  week  is  happy  as  a  Sunday 
In  Paris,  full  of  song,  and  dancse,  and  laugh ; 

And  that,  from  Orleans  to  the  bay  of  Fundy, 
There  '■  not  a  bailiff  nor  an  epitaph. 

And,  furthermore,  in  fifty  yean  or  aooner, 
We  shall  export  our  poetry  and  wine; 

And  our  brave  fleet,  eight  frigates  and  a  ■rhoofwr 
Will  sweep  the  seas  from  Zembla  to  the  line. 

If  he  were  with  me,  King  of  Tuscarora, 
Gazing  as  I,  upon  thy  portrait  now. 

In  all  its  medall'd,  fringed,  and  beaded  glory, 
Its  eyes'  dark  beauty,  and  its  thoughtful  brow^ 

Its  brow,  half-martial  and  half-diplomatic. 
Its  eye,  upsoaring,  like  an  eagle's  wings ; 

Well  might  he  boast  that  we,  the  democratic^ 
Outrival  Europe — even  in  our  kings ; 

For  thou  wert  monarch  bom.  Tradition's  pages 
Tell  not  the  planting  of  thy  parent  tree. 

But  that  the  forest^tribes  have  bent  for  ages 
To  thee,  and  to  thy  sires,  the  subject  knee. 

Thy  name  is  princely.  Though  no  poet*s  magic 
Could  make  Red  Jacket  grace  an   English 

Unless  he  had  a  genius  for  the  tragic,  [rhyme, 
And  introduced  it  in  a  pantomime; 

Yet  it  is  music  in  the  language  spoken 

Of  thine  own  land ;  and  on  her  herald-roU, 

As  nobly  fought  for,  and  as  proud  a  token 
As  CfBUR  Dz  Liox's,  of  a  warrior's  souL 

Thy  garb — though  Austria's  bosom-star  would 

frighten 

That  medal  pale,  as  diamonds  the  daik  mine. 

And  George  the  Fourth  wore,  in  the  dance  al 

Brighton,  < 

A  more  becommg  evening  dresi  than  thine; 

Yet  'tis  a  brave. one,  scorning  wind  and  weather. 
And  fitted  for  thy  couch  on  field  and  flood, 

As  Roa  Rot's  tartans  for  the  highland  heather, 
Or  forest-green  for  England's  Rob»  Hoop. 

Is  strength  a  monarch's  merit  1  (like  a  whalei^s) 
Thou  art  as  tall,  as  sinewy,  and  as  strong 

As  earth's  first  kings — the  Argo's  gallant  sailoi% 
Heroes  in  history,  and  gods  in  song. 

Is  eloquence  ?     Her  spell  is  thine  that  reaches 
The  heart,  and  makes  the  wisest  head  its  ttpoit. 

And  there 's  one  rare,  strange  virtue  in  thy  speechesi 
The  secret  of  their  mastery — they  are  shorL 

Is  lieauty  ?  Tliine  has  with  thy  youth  departed, 
But  the  love-legends  of  thy  manhood's  years. 

And  she  who  perish'd,  young  and  liroken-heai^rd, 
Are — ^but  I  rhyme  for  smiles,  and  not  for  teaxs. 

The  monarch  mind — the  mystery  of  commanding, 
Tlie  godlike  power,  the  art  NAPOLEiiir, 

Of  winning,  fettering,  moubling,  wielding,  banding 
The  hearts  of  millions  till  they  move  as  one ; 
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Thou  ii»dt  it*     At  thy  bidtjmg  tnt-ii  have  cnowiled 

Ttim  fiMit  to  dwlli  as  to  a  Icativ&l ; 
AstdlBitlitnl  miBd%  willlciut  a  btush*  Have  nhTOuded 

Willi  1imii««-felda  of  glory  their  dark  p»lU 

Wlko  wiil  beUere-^Dot  I — for  m  de<?£iving^ 
liioi  ihff  dear  ch&rm  of  life*!  deLij^htful  drram ; 

I  «W0OK  ii{9TF  the  luxury  uf  bdievbig 

Tllflt  ^  LLiUp  bc^ytiful  ore  what  they  §eem, 

Wlio  will  believe  tlut,  witH  a  RmUe  who«?  hlcssmg 
WouM » tike  the  patrUrch*«t  »oathc  a  dying  hour ; 

Wtlb  voiicc  u  low*  as  gentlCf  ami  curcs^iiii^ 
Am  9*m  mon  roAJden^A  lip  in  moonlight  bow(?r; 

Widi  look,  like  patient  Jdm'v,  aichefving  dvj ; 

Wiih  i|H>tiana  grajccful  aa  a  bird's  in  air; 
Tbont  art,  m  tober  tnith,  the  veri^it  Jcnil 

Tttti  c'^e^  ctifnch'd  tingera  m  u  oLpdvc^a  hair  T 

Thai  In  thy  ^eiDs  there  ipriniira  a  potAOD  facntalni 
Deadliar  Ulan  that  which  h^iium  the  \ipm*ime; 

And  in  thj  wrath,  a  nursing^  eit  o*  mountain 
la  calm  ■*  tcr  babe's  il^p  compared  wiih  thecl 

Al^  nndjenueath  that  fac&  like  mimmer'a  ocean'a, 
Ila  lip  ^  moveteaa,  and  iU  thi^k  aa  di^r, 

81amb^rii  s  whirlwind  of  the  heait'^a  emotioua, 
horvi  hatred,  pide,  hope,  aorrow — aU,  aa?e  fear> 

LoTfr'-^far  Chy  landf  as  if  aho  wime  thy  daughter. 
Her  pip^  in  peac«,  her  tomahawk  in  wow; 

Hat|td-^-of  miasicmaried  aiid  cold  viputer; 
Pride — in  Uiy  rifle-trophies  ajid  thy  aciire; 

B«pA— that  thy  wrongs  will  be  by  the  Great  Spirit 
Hrmrtnbef  *d  and  revexiged  when  thon  art  gone ; 

tformw — tttat  none  ate  left  thee  to  inherit 

Thy  nanie^  thy  lame,  thy  poaaianc,  and  thy  throne. 


CONNECTICUT. 

Xwm  etiU  her  gray  rocki  lower  above  the  aea 
That  tnurmufs  at  their  fipet^  a  eohquerM  wave ; 

Tia  a  ron^  land  of  earth,  and  itone,  and  tree,^ 
Where  breathea  no  castled  lord  or  rabinM  alave ; 

Where  thou^tJtt  and  tongue^  and  handa  are  bold 
and  free. 
And  fifienda  will  find  a  welcome^  foo9  a  grave ; 

And  where  rwne  kneeK  save  when  to  Heaven  they 

Nor  cTcn  then,  iiiiliaKi  in  their  own  way,      [pTay^ 

ThejTB  is  a  pure  reptibUir,  wild,  yet  *lfong> 
A  "  ^etee  democmcie*"  whrre  all  are  tmo 

To  what  them»cNe4  have  Toted— ^rij^ht  or  wrong— 
And  to  their  l*wa,  denommated  bltje ; 

pf  red,  they  inighf  to  Dhaco^s  code  bt^long;) 
A  Te«tal  itale,  which  power  could  not  mjbdut, 

Tfor  ptoffliLie  win — like  her  own  eagle'a  neit, 

8acml — the  San  Marino  of  the  West. 

A  jttftie*  of  the  peaee,  Tot  the  time  being, 

They  bow  to,  but  may  turn  him  out  next  ye^r ; 

TT»y  rererenee  their  priestj  but,  diaagreeing 
In  pri™  or  creed,  diKmisa  him  without  fear; 

They  hare  a  natural  talent  for  foreM>eing 

A  nd  ItTtowini^  atl  thinjTfl ;  ami  tbould  pAaK  appt^ar 

F*Dm  hia  lonf  Kmr  in  Afri<?a,  to  «b*>w         [know* 

Th«  NifTT' a  aomve.  they  'd  meet  him  with — W« 


They  loto  their  land,  bocause  it  is  their  own, 
And  aeorn  to  give  aught  other  reason  why; 

Would  ahake  hand^  with  a  kirig  npim  hia  ihfQiiiev 
And  think  it  kindheea  to  hin  mojeaty; 

A  atubbom  race,  fearing  and  Mattering  none. 
Such  arc  they  nurtured,  auch  tliey  (ive  and  die: 

All — but  a  few  apostaies,  who  nre  mcddQng 

With  mefchandise,  pounds,  ehilUngi,  pence,  ttul 
peddling ; 

Or,  wandering  throngh  the  aoilthgm  co«iatrie«, 
teaching 

The  ABC  from  WnasTiaV  api>lling-bookj 
Gallant  and  godly,  making  love  and  preaching. 

And  gaining,  by  what  they  call  ^'  hook  and  crook/' 
And  wluit  thp  moralists  call  overKa^Aing, 

A  decent  living.     The  Virginians  look 
Upon  them  with  a«  favourable  cyea 
Ai  Giaat^x  on  the  devil  in  Panwliac, 

But  these  ajie  but  their  outc«*ta.    View  tliem  near 
At  home,  where  all  their  worth  and  pride  ia 
pluced ; 

And  there  their  hospitable  ilrea  bum  clear. 
And  there  the  lowliest  fmrm-houcie  h^^rth  is  graced 

With  manly  hearts,  in  piety  fiincere, 

Fttitiifiil  in  love,  in  honoui  atcrn  and  <rhft*te, 

In  friendship  warm  and  true,  in  danger  brato, 

Beloved  in  life,  and  aainted  m  the  grave. 

And  roindj  have  there  been  nurtured,  who«ef  onifol 
I^  fi.'lt  even  in  their  naLion^s  destiny ; 

Men  who  sway*d  senates  with  a  stateamftu**  nm]. 
And  look'd  on  armies  with  a  It^defs  eye; 

Names  that  adorn  and  digni^  the  scroll! 

Who*e  leavea  contain  their  cowntry^a  hbtojy. 


Hera  are  not  Tempe'a  nor  Arcadia'a  spring, 
Nor  the  long  summer  of  Cathay  an  vales. 

The  vines,  the  flowers,  the  air,  the  ekies,  that  fling 
Such  wild  enchantment  o*cr  BoecxectoV  tales 

Of  Florence  and  the  A  mo— .yet  the  wing 
Of  life*s  best  angel,  health,  is  on  her  gule* 

Throygh  sun  and  snow — and,  in  the  autkimn  time, 

Earth  has  no  purer  and  no  loveher  etimc. 

Her  clear,  warm  heaven  at  noon^ — the  mist  that 
ahrouds 

Her  twilight  hills, — her  cool  and  atarry  eves, 
The  glorious  aplendour  of  her  eiiniset  clouds, 

The  rainbow  beauty  of  her  forest  leaves, 
Coma  o'er  the  eye,  in  solitude  and  crowds, 

Where'eJ  his  web  of  »ong  her  poet  weaves ; 
And  his  mind's  brightetit  virion  but  dinpUya 
The  autumn  icenery  of  his  boyhood's  days* 

And  when  you  dream  of  woman,  and  her  love; 

Her  truth,  her  tenderness,  her  gentle  power; 
The  maiden,  tislening  in  the  moonh^Iit  gtovo; 

Tlie  mother,  smiling  in  her  infant**  Ixjweri 
Formsj  fcAturCft,  worehipp*J  while  wo  breathe  Of 
move. 

Be,  by  some  spirit  of  your  dreaming  hour. 
Borne,  hke  Loretto'a  chajiel,  through  tlie  air 
To  the  green  land  I  sing,  then  wake ;  you  *11  fitid 
them  there. 
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ALNWICK  CASTLE. 

HoMK  of  the  Percy's  high-bom  race, 

Home  of  their  beautiful  and  brave. 
Alike  their  birth  and  burial  place. 

Their  cradle  and.thcir  grave ! 
Still  sternly  o*er  the  castle  gate 
Their  housc*!^  Lion  stands  in  state, 

As  in  his  proud  departed  hours ; 
And  warriors  frown  in  stone  on  high, 
And  feudal  banners  <*  flout  the  sky" 

Above  his  princely  towers. 

A  gentle  hill  its  side  inclines, 

Lovely  in  England's  fadeless  green, 
To  meet  the  quiet  stream  which  winds 

'I'hrough  this  romantic  scene 
As  silently  and  sweetly  still, 
As  when,  at  evening,  on  that  hill, 

While  summer's  wind  blew  soft  and  low, 
Seated  by  gallant  Hotspur's  side. 
Ills  Katharine  was  a  hapjiy  bride, 

A  thousand  years  ago. 

Gaze  on  the  Abbey's  ruin'd  pile : 
Does  not  the  succouring  ivy,  keeping 

Her  watch  around  it,  soem  to  smile, 
As  o'er  a  loved  one  sleeping  1 

One  solitary  turret  gray 

Still  tells,  in  melancholy  glory, 
The  legend  of  the  Cheviot  day, 

The  Percy's  proudest  border  story. 
That  day  its  roof  was  triumph's  arch ; 

Then  rang,  from  aisle  to  pictured  dome. 
The  light  step  of  the  soldier's  march, 

The  music  of  the  trump  and  drum ; 
And  babe,  and  sire,  the  old,  the  young. 
And  tlie  monk's  hjrmn,  and  minstrel's  song. 
And  woman's  pure  kiss,  sweet  and  long. 

Welcomed  her  warrior  home. 

Wild  roses  by  the  abbey  towers 

Arc  gay  in  their  young  bud  and  bloom : 
They  were  bom  of  a  race  of  funeral  flowers 
That  garlanded,  in  long-gone  hours, 

A  Templar's  knightly  tomb. 
He  died,  the  sword  in  his  mailed  hand. 
On  the  holiest  spot  of  the  Blessed  Land, 

Where  the  Cross  was  damp'd  with  his  dying 
breath. 
When  blood  ran  free  as  festal  wine. 
And  the  sainted  air  of  Palestine 

Was  thick  with  the  darts  of  death. 

Wise  with  the  lore  of  centuries, 

What  tales,  if  there  be  **  tongues  in  trees," 

Those  giant  oaks  could  tell. 
Of  beings  bom  and  buried  here ; 
Tales  of  the  peasant  and  the  peer, 
Tales  of  the  bridal  and  the  bier. 

The  welcome  and  farewcU, 
Since  on  their  boughs  the  startled  l)ird 
First,  in  her  twilight  slumbers,  heard 

The  Norman's  curfcw-belL 

I  wander'd  through  the  lofly  halls 
Trod  by  the  Pert'ys  of  old  fame. 


And  traced  upon  the  di^tel  wtDi 

Each  hi^  heroic  HUM, 
From  him  who  once  hie  itandnd  nt 
Where  now,  o'er  mosque  and  minarel^ 

Glitter  the  Sultan's  aneacentmoone; 
To  him  who,  when  a  younger  son. 
Fought  for  King  George  at  LezingtoDt 

A  major  of  dragoons 
•        •        •        •        • 

That  last  half  stanza-^t  has  dadi'd 

From  my  warm  lip  the  ipeiUing  cop; 
The  light  diat  o'er  my  eyebiBem  flaah'd. 

The  power  that  bore  my  epirit  up 
Alx>ve  this  bank-note  world — if  gone ; 
And  Alnwick's  bnt  a  market  town. 
And  this,  alas !  its  market  daj. 
And  beasts  and  borderers  throng'  the  wi^; 
Oxen  and  bleating  lambs  in  lols^ 
Northumbrian  boors  and  plaided  8col% 

Men  in  the  coal  and  cattle  line ; 
From  Teviot's  bard  and  hero  land, 
From  royal  Berwick's  beach  of  nod. 
From  Wooler,  Morpeth,  Hexham,  and 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne. 

These  are  not  the  romantic  timee 
So  beautiful  in  Spenser's  ihymea^ 

So  dazzling  to  the  dreaming  boj : 
Ours  are  the  days  of  fact,  not  faUe, 
Of  knights,  but  not  of  the  Sound  Tables 

Of  Bailie  Jarvie,  not  Rob  Roy: 
'Tis  what  «our  President,"  Monroe^ 

Has  caird  **  the  era  of  good  feeUng  ^ 
The  Highlander,  the  bitterest  foe 
To  modem  laws,  has  felt  their  blow. 
Consented  to  be  taxed,  and  TOte, 
And  put  on  pantaloons  and  coat. 

And  leave  off  cattle-stealing; 
Lord  Stafford  mines  for  coal  and  aal^ 
The  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  malt. 

The  Douglas  in  rod  herrings: 
And  noble  name  and  cultured  land. 
Palace,  and  park,  and  vassal  band. 
Are  powerless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  Rothschild  or  the  Barings. 

The  age  of  bargaining,  said  Boike^ 
Has  come :  to-day  the  turban'd  Toik 
(Sleep,  Richard  oif  the  Hon  heart! 
Sleep  on,  nor  from  your  cerementa  itvt) 

Is  Englandls  friend  and  fiwt  ally ; 
The  Mosbm  tramples  on  the  Greek,      ' 

And  on  the  Cross  and  altar  stooe, 

And  Christendom  looks  timely  ao. 
And  hears  the  Christian  maiden  duidt. 

And  sees  the  Christian  fiiAer  die : 
And  not  a  sabre  blow  is  given 
For  Greece  and  fame,  for  fidth  and  heenn. 

By  Europe's  craven  chivahy. 

Youll  ask  if  yet  the  Percy  lives 
In  the  arm'd  pomp  of  feudal  state  1 

The  present  rcprcsentatiyea 

Of  Hotspur  and  his  «  gentle  Kate," 

Are  some  half-dozen  serving  men. 

In  the  drab  coat  of  William  Pcnn ; 
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A  chiTiibprmfliid,  whomi  llf>  And  eyty 
And  che^k,  sod  brown  Jmir,  bright  uid  cui-Lingt 

Aod  (iiiei,  fajiir  ^niDiiv  halt  sriirflchiif  ^ 

W^  btyir'J  me  through  courU  bower,  fttid  KaU, 

FpCNn  dmijofi-k^p  to  turret  wall. 

For  Leo^asiitl^sixfieacia  sUrriing. 


MAGDALE^T. 

A  fwt^Ev,  whmm  blaile  Eiaa  n<-'«r  been  w«l 

With  bloo^  except  of  JkcHJom's  foca; 
th^  h&pt  w^baiht  tboiij^  its  mn  be  set^ 

dlSH  wtttt  a  itarEiff ht  beautj  glotvi  | 
A  but  thitt  worahip|/ii  in  Ramfluoe 

TIm  S|unt  i>f  the  buried  Time, 
And  <If  »nv  of  knight,  And  nievd,  mul  bnc^ 

And  hdv'if'tove^  and  minflbiei'rhymD ; 
T^on  bad  bf^'n,  mod  I  deemed  would  be 
Mf  jflgr,  wlwtwW  mj  d*^nj* 

Bom  tn  •  esmp,  its  watch-flfc^  hright 

AJonfi  Ulum^d  mj  cradte-kv] ; 
And  I  h«d  borne  with  wild  delight 

M?  h«un«ir  wlvefc  Bdivar  led, 
£f*^  muLnht^hf^if  buu  wn*  on  niy  cbwlt. 

Or  manhoad^f  pride  wai  on  my  bmw, 
lift  ioliU  «m  furJ'd — ihe  wttr4iud'i  bwk 

b  ihtmty  oa  ^  Ajidoa  dow  ; 
I  losf'd,  like  Iwf ,  Ibf  olbtr  ilaci 

lit  Gra«««,  the  br»w  heart  ■  Holy  Land, 

Ibi  floldiar^ong  Iha  bugJ«  ■tngv; 
Aad  I  had  kirklcvl  cm  my  brand. 

And  wnitrd  but  tho  ica  wbd  »  wingH, 
To  br«f  (jw  whew,  or  hM  or  won 

Her  baide,  tn  lis  frown  or  Mmte, 
Men  live  with  those  of  Marathon, 

Or  die  with  thtwe  of  Scio'i  iile;    ■ 
And  ^nd  in  Valoiir*^  tent  or  tonkb, 
In  liie  oc  death,  a  gloriou*  home. 

[  ooqld  hATe  Icfl  bqt  y^LerAay 

TbiP  scene  of  my  boy-yfart  behind, 
And  doated  on  my  carclnui  way 

WheroTwr  wiirj  the  breathing  wind. 
I  could  bare  bade  adieu  to  aught 

r>e  H>ught»  Of  met,  or  wclcomecj  hcre^ 
Hl'ithout  «n  hour  of  ^udod  thought, 

A  «igh,  K  murmur^  or  a  tear. 
Such  wjw  t  ypirtcfday — hut  then 
1  had  oat  known  thee^  MjuriLden. 

ToKlay  iheTC  »  a  change  w  ithin  mp, 

Thftre  i*  a  wtight  upon  mv  hrow» 
And  Piune,  vxhmc  whimpers  one«  couLd  win  o 

Fnim  iJI  I  ii)vod»  i«i  p^mcrljaB  now. 
Th^re  evL-r  Im  a  fi>rm,  a  fin^c 

Of  mMilon  beauty  in  niy  drmmi, 
Speeding  before  oil%  like  the;  race 

To  owan  of  ti*e  inountiiin  *lr«ania — 
With  dancing  hair,  and  Uughing  i*yc% 
That  «eem  to  nioi*k  mo  ai  it  Aie«« 

My  frwiiT^t — it  fJuTtiTMn  in  U«  sheath ; 
M>  hopr»-^hcJf  tftHTTf  lJ:,dlt  id  gone ; 


My  heairt — the  fabled  dock  of  death. 
Beats  with  the  name  tow,  lingering  tana ; 

And  thi^H  the  lund  of  Magdalen, 
Seem*  now  the  only  apt  on  earth 

Where  akie^  tire  blue  and  flowers  ate  green; 
And  hero  I'd  build  my  hoofvhold  Iicarth, 

And  breathe  my  Bong  of  joy,  and  twine 

A  lonely  IwingV  name  with  mine. 

to  vain  I  b  Tfain !  tijo  ^1  U  apre^ ; 

To  sea  !  to  aea  f  my  task  i*  there ; 
But  when  among  the  unmoumed  dead 

They  lay  me,  and  the  oc^^an  air 
Brlngfi  tidings  of  my  day  of  doom, 

Maypsl  thou  be  then^  a§  now  thou  art, 
The  loadstar  of  a  happy  Itomc; 

In  irmile  aud  votcf,  m  eye  aijd  heart 
The  flame  aa  thou  hast  ever  becn^ 
The  lovcdj  the  lovely  Magdalen* 


TWILIGHT, 

TnvKi  ia  an  evening  twilight  of  the  heart, 

When  ita  wild  paKsiou-wave*  are  lull'd  to  leat^ 
And  (he  eye  jM»eji  lifi^'s  fairy  pcenes  departp 

As  fades  the  day>l>cBm  in  the  rosy  weitp 
*Ti<  with  a  namelefia  foehng  of  jvgnit 

We  gaie  upon  them  aa  they  melt  aw^. 
And  fondly  would  we  bid  them  linger  yett 

But  hopi3  Ls  ronnd  u»  with  hi.*r  aniiel  lay, 
Haiting  atkr  some  happier  mt)ontight  hour  i 
Dear  are  her  whi^tpers  ^till,  though  lost  their  early 
power. 

In  youth  the  eheek  waa  mmiion'd  witli  lier  glow ; 

Her  amile  was  Lovehe^t  then  ;  1h?t  matin  song 
Wa5  heaven'*  own  niiiai*^,  Bj»d  the  note  of  wo 

Was  all  unheard  her  HUnny  lK>wer«  among, 
Lire*i  little  world  of  bliss  .waa  newly  bom  ; 

We  knew  not,  cared  not,  it  wa»  bom  to  die, 
Flush'd  with  tlie  oool  breeze  nnd  the  dews  of  mom, 

With  djiTieing  heart  we  gnied  on  the  pure  fiky. 
And  mofk*d  the  pairatngdouda  thuldimni'd  its  blue. 
Like  our  own  rchtowh  then — as  jfleetingand  oa  few. 

And  manhorx!  felt  her  away  too — on  the  eye, 

Hiilf  realiiiod,  her  early  drcatna  burst  bright, 
Her  protnined  l»ower  of  happiness  Bcem'd  nig;h, 

Its  days  of  joy,  iU  vij^li  of  delight ; 
Anil  thouffh  at  timed  might  lower  tlu?  thunder-atorm, 

And  tlic  re«j  hgbtnins^  ihreateu,  ntiU  the  air 
Wa*  balmy  with  her  breath,  and  her  love^l  form. 

The  rainlfow  of  the  hearty  waa  hovering  there* 
*Ti*  in  life's  noontide  she  ia  nearest  seen^    [green. 
Her  wreath  the  sunimer  flower,  her  rot^e  of  Hummer 

But  thoujjh  leng  dfiTiUncr  in  her  twilight  dre«fl, 

There*  more  of  heaven's  pure  beam  about  hef 
T!mt  nngel-*«mile  of  tranquil  lo^elinesa,         fnow; 

Which  the  lunrt  worahii^ftt  gloT^inB^  on  her  trrow, 
Tlial  amiJe  fthaH  briifhtr n  the  ditn  evenii^g  irtar 

That  |w3ut**  oiir  d(;nriinsd  l»iuh,  nor  cVt  depart 
Till  the  fmiit  UM  of  Iile  i«  fled  .ifiir, 

And  liujdiM  ihf^  hi'^t  dcsij^  iNniUiig  of  lli*3  heart 
The  mef^'or  IwrsinT  o!'  tmr  parting  hrenth, 
A  ItitMsiiU-arji  in  the  mldiiiijhl  rbnid  of  death- 
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MARCO  BOZZA^IS.* 

At  midnight,  in  his  guarded  tent. 

The  Turk  was  dreaming  of  the  hour 
When  Greece,  her  knee  in  suppliance  bent, 

Should  tremble  at  his  power: 
In  dreams,  through  camp  and  court,  he  bore 
The  trophies  of  a  conqueror; 

In  dreams  his  song  of  triumph  heard ; 
Then  wore  his  monarch's  signet-ring: 
Then  press'd  that  monarch's  throne— a  king; 
As  wild  hU  thoughts,  and  gay  of  wing. 

As  Eden*8  garden-bird. 

At  midnight,  in  the  forest  shades, 

BuzzARis  ranged  his  Suliote  band. 
True  as  the  steel  of  their  tried  blades. 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 
There  had  the  Persian's  thousands  stood, 
There  had  the  glad  earth  drunk  their  blood 

On  old  Platffia's  day ; 
And  now  there  breathed  that  haunted  air 
The  sons  of  sires  who  conquered  there, 
Witli  arm  to  strike,  and  squI  to  dare. 

As  quick,  as  far  as  they. 

An  hour  pass'd  on — the  Turk  awoke;' 

That  bright  dream  was  his  last; 
He  awoke— to  hear  his  sentries  shriek, 
«*  To  arms !  they  come !  the  Greek !  the  Greek !" 
He  woke — to  die  midst  flame,  and  smoke, 
And  chout,  and  groan,  and  sabre-etroke. 

And  death-shots  falling  thick  and  fast 
As  lightnings  from  the  mountain-cloud ; 
And  heard,  with  voice  as  trumpet  loud, 

BozzARis  cheer  his  band: 
"  Strike — till  the  last  arm'd  foe  expires ; 
Strike — for  your  altars  and  your  fires ; 
Strike — for  the  green  graves  of  your  sires ; 

God — and  your  native  land !" 

They  fought — like  brave  men,  long  and  well ; 

They  piled  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain ; 
They  conquer'd — but  Bozzaris  fell. 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  surviving  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hurrah. 

And  the  red  field  was  won : 
Then  saw  in  death  his  eyelids  close 
Calmly,  as  to  a  night's  repose. 

Like  flowers  at  set  of  sun. 

Come  to  the  bridal  chamber.  Death ! 

('oine  to  the  motliefs,  when  she  feels. 
For  the  first  time,  her  firstborn's  breath ; 

Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke, 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke; 

*  He  ft  II  tn  an  uttack  H|M)n  the  Tiirkiisli  camp  at  La^pi, 
the  siteofthcanrifnt  Platira,Aupii8t  20, 18*2.1,  and  expired 
in  the  ninment  of  victory.  .  His  last  word«  were:  "To 
die  fur  liberty  is  a  pleasure,  not  a  pain." 


Come  in  consamption'f  gfaaiUj  form. 
The  eartiiquake  ihock,  the  ocean-«tonn, 
Come  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  wa 

With  banquet-aong,  and  dance,  and  vt 
And  thou  art  terrible— the  tear, 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  pall,  the  bier; 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 

Of  agony,  are  thine. 

But  to  the  hero,  when  his  aword 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  free. 
Thy  voice  sounds  like  a  prophet's  word ; 
And  in  its  hollow. tones  are  heard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be. 
Come,  when  his  task  of  fame  is  wrousht 
Come,  with  her  laurel-leaf,  blood-bought- 

Come  in  her  crowning  hour — and  thei 
Thy  sunken  eye's  unearthly  light 
To  him  is  welcome  as  the  sight 

Of  sky  and  stars  to  pnson'd  men : 
Thy  grasp  is  welcome  as  the  hand 
Of  brother  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Thy  summons  welcome  as  the  cry 
That  told  the  Indian  isles  were  nigh 

To  the  world-seeking  Genoese, 
When  the  land-wind,  from  woods  of  pali 
And  orange-groves,  and  fields  of  balm. 

Blew  o'er  the  Haytian  i 


Bozzahis!  with  the  storied  brave 

Greece  nurtured  in  her  glory's  time. 
Rest  thee — there  is  no  prouder  grave. 

Even  in  her  own  proud  clime. 
She  wore  no  funeral  weeds  for  thee. 

Nor  bade  the  dark  hearse  wave  its  plu 
Like  torn  branch  firom  death's  leafless  tic 
In  sorrow's  pomp  and  pageantiy, 

The  heartless  luxury  of  the  tomb: 
But  she  remembers  thee  as  one 
Long  loved,  and  for  a  season  gone ; 
For  thee  her  poet's  lyre  is  wreathed, 
Her  marble  wrought,  her  music  breathed 
For  thee  she  rings  the  birthday  bells ; 
Of  jthee  her  babes'  first  lisping  tells: 
For  thine  her  evening  prayer  is  said 
At  palace  couch,  and  cottage  bed ; 
Her  soldier,  closing  with  the  foe. 
Gives  for  thy  sake  a  deadlier  blowj 
His  plighted  maiden,  when  she  fears 
For  him,  the  joy  of  her  young  years. 
Thinks  of  thy  &te,  and  checks  her  tears 

And  she,  the  mother  of  thy  boys. 
Though  in  her  eye  and  faded  check 
Is  read  the  grief  she  will  not  speak. 

The  memory  of  her  buried  joys. 
And  even  she  who  gave  thee  birth. 
Will,  by  their  pilgrim-circled  hearth. 

Talk  of  thy  ddom  without  a  sigh : 
For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame' 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names. 

That  were  not  bom  to  die. 


•'- 
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Il»,  Piarmt  wm*  bom  m  Brrtbi,  new  B%tU 
inl.  U3  t^ciniK>dicut/on  the  fiftwnth  of  BcpUimber, 
1793.  Hb  fjiliirr,  ftn  inMlis^nt  phjsickn,  dicj 
h  1807^  and  Ke  Wft»  eomttUtlixl  to  tht*  care  of  a 
fMnfian.  Ki»  initjiifijjc^n  eonunuril  to  be  cvFa- 
fe^  iitefkdrvl  ti^  hom^WT^  and  wrK^n  jiHi^cn  ymrs 
rf  i4|9  b»  ©ptCTTcd  Vttic  Coltfgr,  TW  coiuUtion 
if  1^  bfitfa,  wHieh  bad  N^n  [inpatircl  by  too  r low! 
to  vtaidyf  r»iTul^r*vI  iien-juijiry  m  t**iii(Xf- 
ismot^iJ  friaro  New  Haven,  but  ut\i:f  iin  stl*. 
of  vlvitit  ft  ]fvar  tM  n*tiini<^1p  cmd  in  1815 
whh  llui  irp«it«twn  of  luring  llin  fif*t 
o/bM  d««k  He  lubiv^iu^ntiy  *?nti*rM!  tho 
Tt|p  Mfdiatl  School  and  in  USQ  n?eeiv«d  the 

Bb  b^«n  to  whie  irriM  at  wi  i?arly  a^o,  and 
n  Mi  lbarm<tiLh  ^rnr  t*  said  to  hmrt*  produced  & 
alifv  In  mitn  %iu\  rtmrution.  mH  tin  like  Mr.  Uht- 
att'»  '■  Embargo.*'  lij  th*  lojrt  ^^uf  of  bi»  fol- 
Icipl  lifr  hf  eumpowd  B  drmnatic  {ikT(«  la  l^  fipc^cn 
1^  MMI  t»f  lW  nttjdrtitjt  ut  tin*  nnriiiid  i'^JMimtinny 
mci^  wtUrh  v*iui  alti^fwaAU  i^nJarfleil  and  prtnt^nJ 
onto  tbc  title  of  **  Zamor,  a  Trafn>dy/'  i^e  did 
pgi  w^pmLT  n)*  tn  «iillifir  bt^rnnf  tlic  pubUct  bow- 
«¥«♦  iinlLt  IS^I,  wb<^  be  pul>Ii*biHl  at  New  Ha^eni 
with  KKEie  minor  poenws,  thv  fimt  pjiftnf  bin  »  Pro* 
mrihe»«,**  whkli  ttniveM  rombiternble  altentioi^, 
%Dii  Mai»  i*iiroiif»Uly  notksd  tn  an  article  by  Mr, 
Ei^v4Ko  K^ftBrrTpm  tfie  Notth  Amerkan  Re- 

Ti#Wt 

in  1842  be  publWbod  two  volnrnta  of  miawllor 
amtf  portm  «»d  prme  writini^  under  tbe  tide  of 
«Cli0^*'  lb*  £nl  «t  Dbarleftton,  8oulh  Carolina, 
•ad  lib*  Hcead  at  New  Haven.  Tbry  contain 
-  CoOMUnfrtkHU**  "The  Comt  Grove/'  and  other 
|WKi0iwhirb  baiptf  been  irgfttdcd  as  among  the  llnef(t 
dI  bi*  fitifluL  In  the  aame  y  par  they  wero  followed 
hj  mn  oratkTti.  pfrvioniily  deliTefi^d  be/ore  th^3  Phi 
BfU  Kappa  Society  of  Yale  College,  ^*  On  8onie  of 
ihe  Jhl^rrAl  atid  Politick  truth  ft  Derivable  from  Hi»> 
tonTt**  nnd  the  ■«*ond  [jart  of  "  ProiTietVua."  The 
wbole  of  thii  |iocni  contium  nearly  four  hundr^ 
■Cjhus  in  the  SpcrnM^riiift  ineAiiyre.  Art  eJitioti  of 
hii  pnim{m[  pot  tied  w^iutlg^  embradng  a  fi'w 
onffinnl  pti*i-rTi^  ap].ieMred  »i>ou  after  in  New  York 
and  viiii  reprinted  in  London. 

Ifi  iNi'il  llr.  PknctrAL  wajs  appomtei]  an  aiwkt- 
anil-»Hfvpxin  m  ibe  army*  wul  ^utjoneil  at  We*t 
PmFtt  wiih  fiftlcm  to  act  ai  Profesnor  of  ChemiBtry 
m  thr<  MibLiry  AcaiJf^mj.  He  bad  iiiii|)poaud  thut 
liie  tUiUim  *jf  the  ofijce  were  »o  li^fbt  m  to  allow 
liim  elmtHl^t  l?t«iire  for  Ihi^  pumnit  of  hiii  favourite 
■tudu'A,  and  when  imdeoctTed  liy  thi?  eipciicnco  oT 
■  tew  munlh*.  be  reaij^tied  hb  comnuaaion  luvd  weni 
tj  B>Moti,  Vfliere  be  ]>«aaed  iu  furious  literary  ai'o^ 
c*t4':iiu  tbe  gf^alar  poflioti  of  the  ycur  J  825,  In 
tLujirritAt  be  wrote  bia  poecti  on  tii«  mind,  in^bicb 


,  ii»d 

he  intiinateii  that  its  higbcst  oHicCf  ia  the  ereatioci 
of  beauty*  and  thttt  tbere  are  certain  uneluuigin^ 
pnnciplea  of  taate,  to  wbicb  alt  work*  of  art,  all 
"linkt^d  Mund*  <>f  moat  elaborate  muiric  "  muit  be 
conform alilc'^  to  give  more  than  a  feeble  and  tran- 
sient pleasure. 

Early  in  1827  be  puHbhwJ  in  Nfw  York  ihe 
third  i^olnme  of  "  ('Ijo,"  and  wa»  aHem  ard«  rn^gssl 
neaily  two  yean  in  •uporlntciiilintf  llu'  pntiling  o£ 
the  lirrt  quarto  edition  of  Dr.  W»»iiTMj'a  Ameri- 
can Dietionary>  a  mrvie^  ff>r  winch  he  wai  onl^ 
nently  quoJitl^J  by  an  extei^vo  afid  mtical  uy 
quaintanen;  with  anrlenl  and  modern  lani^uagfa, 
Hi  J  nest  work  vt&a  a  new  tranalntinn  of  Malti- 
BmiTis's  G^graphy,  from  the  Preiud*,  whith  vrmt 
not  compli'ted  until  1 843. 

From  hk  boiyhood  Dr»  Pedcit^i.  ba»  hem  in 
emuest  and  constant  Jrtndertt,  aiul  t^ief«  tun  firir 
brancb^n  of  Icaminj^  with  which  he  is  not  familiaTi 
Perhape  there  ii  not  in  the  conotry  a  mtit%  of  mwo 
thorough  and  corapttjherisitc  gchoUisUipv  In  1 835 
he  waa  employed  by  tbc  government  of  CoJiAectU 
cut  to  make  a  geological  fiurrey  of  that  iftatfip  wbich 
he  bad  already  very  carefliUy  explored  on  Ma  own 
aeeount.  Hii  Repiirt  on  th«  nubject^  which  U  very 
able  and  elaborates  wu3  printed  in  an  octavo  volume 
of  naarfy  five  hundred  pages, in  \M'2.  While  en* 
gaged  in  these  duties  lie  published  poetical  Irana- 
latioua  from  the  Polish,  Kussian,  Sen^iaUj  Bohe- 
mtan,  German,  Dulch,  Danidsh^  Swedish,  Itatian, 
dpHniHh,  and  Portiigueae  bngua^^sv  and  wroti?  a  M*ii- 
Hidenible  portion  of  **  The  Dream  of  Day  and  other 
Poemis,*'  which  app^ar&l  at  New  Haven  in  1  S43t 
Thia  hi  hh  lust  volume;  it  emhrarea  more  tlnm 
one  huudied  and  fifty  varietiea  of  rneH^nrc,  and 
iu  content*  generally  »bow  bin  fondUar  acquaintp 
ance  with  the  poetical  art,  which  in  hi^  preface 
he  oNtervoSf  ^^rc^uirea  a  mastery  of  the  richea 
and  nicetica  of  a  language ;  a  full  knowledge  of 
the  acience  of  venification,  not  only  in  its  own  piy 
culiar  princtjilea  of  rhythm  and  melody,  but  in  tta 
relation  to  elocution  and  muaic,  with  that  dtUeate 
natural  perception  and  tliat  facile  eieeution  which 
render  the  composttion  of  vcrao  hardly  lew  ea*y 
than  that  of  |*ro§ie ;  a  deep  and  quiek  inagbt  into 
the  nature  of  man,  in  all  bi«  varied  foeultiea,  in- 
telletnual  anJ  emotive;  a  clear  and  fuU  jjerception 
of  the  power  and  beauty  of  natun\  and  of  alt  iU 
various  harminiieg  with  our  own  thoughts  and  feel-* 
iujE^ ;  and,  to  gain  a  high  rtmk  in  the  preiit^nt  «ga, 
widit  and  e^iact  atlaimuenta  in  literalun?  aud  art  in 
gencrruL  Nor  ii  the  pooiaaaion  of  HUch  fucultiea 
and  altainnientt»  all  that  ta  neoeHary ;  hut  nuch  a 
auiilained  and  i«tf<oUectcd  atile  of  mind  a»  aivea 
one  tlie  maxtety  of  bb  grniuv,  and  at  the  ntnr  time 
preiN^nta  1o  liiin  the  ifleal  aj  an  immcdiiile  ivakty; 
not  aa  a  remote  conceution^"* 
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There  are  few  men  who  poflsew  theae  high  quali- 
ties in  a  more  eminent  degree  than  Perciyal  ; 
but  with  the  natural  qualities  of  a  great  poet,  and 
his  comprehensive  and  thorough  learning,  he 
lacks  the  executive  skill,  or  declines  the  labour, 
without  wliich  few  authors  gain  immortality.  He 
has  considerable  imagination,  remarkable  com- 
mand of  language,  and  writes  with  a  facility  rarely 
equalled ;  but  when  his  tlioughts  are  once  committed 
to  tlie  page,  he  shrinks  from  the  labour  of  revising, 


correcting,  and  ccMideoni^  He  lannb  in  one 
of  his  pre&oes,  thit  hit  vene  ii  «^aj  &r  fiom 
bearing  the  mariu  of  the  file  end  Aa  bomiilier," 
and  that  he  likes  to  eee  «poetrj  in  the  foil  efaolfi* 
tion  of  feeling  and  &ncy,  ^rmmmj^  op  with  the 
spirit  of  life,  and  glowing  with  the  ninbofwe  of  a 
glad  inspiration."  If  by  this  he  meena  that  a  poet 
should  reject  the  slow  and  laboriona  pfooeH  bf 
which  a  polished  exceUenoe  ie  attained,  veiy  few  who 
have  acquired  good  reputatiooa  will  agiee  with  him 


CONCLUSION  OF  THE  DREAM  OF  A 
DAY. 

A  8PI111T  stood  before  me,  half  unseen. 
Majestic  and  severe ;  yet  o'er  him  play'd 

A  genial  light — subdued  though  high  his  mien. 
As  by  a  strong  collected  spirit  sway'd — 

In  even  balance  justly  poised  between      [stay'd — 
Each  wild  extreme,  proud  strength  by  feeling 

Dwelling  in  upper  realms  serenely  bright. 

Lifted  above  the  shadowy  sphere  of  night 

He  stood  before  me,  and  I  hoard  a  tone, 
Such  as  from  mortal  lips  had  never  flowed, 

Sufi  yet  commanding,  gentle  yet  alone. 

It  bow'd  the  listener's  heart — anon  it  glow'd 

Intensely  fervent,  then  like  wood-notes  thrown 
On  the  chance  winds,  in  airy  lightness  rode — 

Xow  swelfd  like  ocean  surge,  now  pausing  fell 

Like  the  last  murmur  of  a  muffled  belL 

«  Lone  pilgrim  through  life's  gloom,"  thus  spake 
the  shade, 
**  Hold  on  with  steady  will  along  thy  way  : 

Thou,  by  a  kindly  favouring  hand  wert  made- 
Hard  though  thy  lot,  yet  thine  what  can  repay 

I^ons:  years  of  bitter  toil — the  holy  aid 
Of  spirit  aye  is  thine,  be  that  thy  stay : 

Thine  to  behold  the  true,  to  feel  the  pure, 

To  know  the  good  and  lovely — thcso  endure. 

Hold  on — thou  hast  in  thee  thy  best  reward ; 

Poor  are  the  largest  stores  of  sordid  gain. 
If  from  the  heaven  of  thought  thy  soul  is  barr'd. 

If  the  high  spirit's  bliss  is  sought  in  vain : 
Think  not  thy  lonely  lot  Is  cold  or  hard, 

The  world  has  never  bound  thee  with  its  cham ; 
Free  a.-*  the  birds  of  heaven  thy  heart  can  soar. 
Thou  canst  create  new  worlds-— what  wouldst  thou 
more? 

The  future  ago  will  know  thee — ^yea,  even  now 
Hearts  beat  and  tremble  at  thy  bidding,  tears 

Flow  as  thou  movest  thy  wand,  thy  word  can  bow 
Even  ruder  natures,  the  dull  soul  upreara 

As  tiiou  thy  tnnnpet  blast  attunest — thou 
Speakest,  and  each  remotest  valley  hears: 

Thou  hast  the  uift  of  song — a  wealth  is  thine, 

Kichcr  than  all  the  treasures  of  the  mine. 

Hold  on,  glad  spirits  company  thy  path — 

Thi'v  minister  to  tliee,  though  all  unMccn : 
EvLMi  when  tlic  tempest  lifts  its  voice  in  wrath. 


Thou  joyeat  in  ita  atrength;  tfie  orient  i 
Gladdens  thee  with  ita  beauty ;  winter  hath 

A  holy  charm  that  aoothea  thee,  like  the  gnm 
Of  infant  May — all  nature  ia  thy  friend. 
All  seasona  to  thy  life  enchantment  lend. 

Man,  too,  thou  know'at  and  feeleat^-all  the  apria^ 
That  wake  his  smile  and  tear,  hia  joy  and  aorraw, 

All  that  upUfb  him  on  emoCion*a  winga» 
Each  longing  for  a  fair  and  bleat  tiwnorrow, 

Each  tone  that  aoothea  or  aaddena,  aU  that  riqgy 
Joyously  to  him,  thoa  canst  fitly  borrow 

From  thy  own  breast,  and  blend  it  in  a  atiain, 

To  which  each  human  heart  beata  back  again. 

Thine  the  unfettered  thought,  alone  eontnlTd 
By  nature's  truth ;  thine  the  wide-eeeiag  egrf , 

Catching  the  delicate  ahadea,  yet  apt  to  hold 
The  whole  in  ita  embrBce---befiire  it  lie 

Pictured  in  faireat  light,  aa  chart  onroU'd, 
Fields  of  the  preaent  and  of  deatinyi    - 

The  voice  of  truth  amid  die  aenaeleaa  throng 

May  now  be  lost;  'tia  heard  and  felt  V9  long. 


Hold  on — ^live  for  the  world — five  fiir  aU 
Rise  in  thy  conscious  power,  but  gendy  bear 

Thy  form  among  thy  iellowa;  atemlj  climb 
The  spirit's  alpine  peaks;  nud.anow  towen 

Nurse  the  pure  thought,  but  yet  aoooidant  diima 
With  lowlier  hearta  in  valleya  green  and  ftir^ 

Sustain  thysel^yicld  to  no  meaner  hand. 

Even  though  ho  rule  awhile  thy  own  dear  hndi 

Brief  is  his  power,  oblivion  waita  the  chnri 
Bound  to  his  own  poor  adf;  hia  ferm  deeaj% 

But  sooner  fades  hia  name.    Thoa  ahalt  nnfnil 
Thy  standard  to  the  winds  of  fhtore 

Well  mayest  thou  in  thy  aoul  defiance  hurl 
On  such  who  would  aubdne  thee ;  thoa  riialt  laiM 

Thy  name,  when  they  are  doat,  and  fy?*Hng  moMi 

Hold  on — ^in  eameat  hope  atiU  look  befera. 


Nerved  to  a  atem  reaolvo,  fulfil  thj 
Reveal  the  secrets  nature  haa  miveird  thee; 

All  higher  4j:if^  by  toil  intenae  are  booght-^ 
Has  thy  firm  will  in  action  ever  feil'd  tiieet 

Only  on  distant  summits  fame  ia  aougfat-* 

Sorrow  and  gloom  thy  nature  haa  entailM  tbati 

But  bright  thy  present  joys,  and  brighter  far 

The  hoiw  that  draws  thee  like  a  heavenly  atar.** 

The  voice  was  still — ita  tone  in  diatance  dyihf 
Breatlied  in  my  ear,  like  harp  faint  heanl  at 
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Sen  »1h«»  sutMrnn  wind  throng  sere  Is^^^ea  e  ighing 
WlWfi  JUk)'  dowll»  &thwLTt  die  moon  tii^  driveii 

W^  ^tuvoj^^i  Uie  viowlefia  gtixim  the  spirit  flying, 
WingM  hii  high  pmnage  to  Ma  native  h<!«vrn, 

But  <^&  tne  itiU  he  •eeor'd  in  Idndn^M  b«(idmg, 
i  bope  md  Snacr  puipoee  to  mc  lending. 


THE  POET. 

Dur  Kmk  m  thought  hi?  tat  l.M»aiJjB  rh»  nvei^ 

iti  wair«  in  l^uid  lapae«  f  Uded  bj, 

Kt*  w»l<'b'd,  in  oyetaJ  depth,  his  vacant  tjQ 
The  willow  «  high  o  er*afcliing  ft»lijigt?  quiver. 
TiQttk  dfe^m  i*y  ahadowy  dream  Tfitrnnini^  eT«Tf 

B»  «ftt,  like  iUtue,  on  the  i^nmsy  ven^e ; 

Bh  liuM^li^  1  phanlMi]  tfnln,  in  uirf  »urgo 
flBMim^d  viijoiury  onWAtd,  pausing  nuytr. 
Jmrnattmoi  niiul,  m  mountaiu  Cotv^i  wearing 

ito  wandrou»  tapt-^tiy  of  Ie?af  and  bowef» 

;  llip  night's  respkndent  flower 
I  hues  of  hcavc'Jt,  th*  eye  decetving— 

IkK  U^  Iti  tahjriathino  maxf ,  tie  wova 

A  wtmJi  iif  dowers ;  the  golden  Ihi^iod  waa  love. 


NIGHT. 

Av  I  not  aS  mlacn  T--Tbe  world  i^  stiU 
In  piMoaleM  il umber — not  a  tree  but  Cci*ls 
n«  Apppefvading  bu^h,  and  w>ftf r  steab 

!l^  BWt^  tit«r  by* — Yon  broad  bare  hil[ 
Loofcf  foldjy  up  t(»  bp^ven,  «nd  all  th<?  etam 
Seem  fvei  derp  6t*J  ui  i^eaiv,  as  if  bound 
By  •OQie  uneartbty  apcU— ijo  other  sound 
But  the  o^rra  unfivqurnt  moan.^ — Tlieir  airy  caia 

TW  wimU  have  atatsouM  on  the  mountain  peaks. 

Am  I  not  aU  aldoe  i^ — ^A  spirit  iippaka 

Fimn  tha  abyss  of  nig^ht,  **  liot  all  alone — 

rCaJtoT^  Li  round  Oic^'  with  her  banded  pow^ia^ 

And  indent  genius  haunts  thro  in  these  hours — ' 
Kind  and  its  kingdom  now  are  all  thy  own." 


CHORrAHBIC  MELODY. 

Bu.E  me  afar  oW  the  wate,  far  to  tho  aoered 

ij^Iands,, 
Where  ever  bright  bkmocns  the  pJam,  where  no 

doud  h^uigs  on  the  highbnd«^^ 
netv  be  my  heart  tret  tt  tost,  stlir'd  by  no  wild 

emotion: 
*Jliefv  on  the  earth  only  ivposCi  hdcyon  calm  om  the 


Ij^  me  ato^g,  pLUow'd  on  flowera,  wbtre  steals  in 

■knee  for  <^er 
Owr  lis  sands;,  Mill  as  at  noon,  far  the  oblivioua 

riier. 
fiearea  thmugh  the  gtis  whimpers  it  by ;  deep  in 

its  wave  you  may  nuntlicr 
Pfkth  and  ^i«U,  and  imaga  of  Bovnr^  foldod  aod 

bent  m  slumber. 


Spirit  of  life  1  rather  aloft,  where  on  the  trcti  of 

the  mountain^ 
Clear  blow  the  wijuls,  frrah  from  the  north,  sparklets 

and  dti^hen  tl)c  founiodn, 
Lead  me  alotic;^  hot  in  tliC  chaise^  eIlU  'mtdthe  storm 

high  glowing^-  t 

Only  wo  Hvp^-imly,  when  hfc^  like  the  wild  loiretit, 

is  fioptring. 


SAPPHO. 

Sua  stands  in  act  to  fill — her  garlaml  torn, 
rt»  withered  rcwe-leav^i  round  the  ro«!k  aro  blowji^; 
Loose  to  the  winds  her  locks  diftheveird  Howing 

Tell  of  the  many  sorrows  she  has  borntv 

Her  eye,  upturned  to  beavcnj  has  lost  Itu  fin? — 
One  hand  is  prcas'd  to  feel  her  liosom'a  bcatipg. 
And  mark  her  lingering  pulaies  b)i±  retreating— 

Tiki  other  wandttrs  oV»r  her nUcnt  lyre, 

Cti^xr  rolls  the  midway  sun — ^sbe  knows  it  not  j 
Vainly  the  winds  waft  l^  the  flower's  |irffume; 
To  her  the  rfty  ia  hong  in  deepest  glooni — 

She  only  feela  the  nooti-beam  bunurtg  hot 

Wh^  to  the  binoken  lieart  the  daneing  wa^ei^ 
Tlie  air  all  kindhni^— what  a  *iounding  name  1 
0  I  what  a  moikety^  to  drcum  of  faoie^ — 

It  only  lures  us  on  to  make  Va  ikve^ 

And  liOve — O  !  what  art  thou  with  all  thy  light! 
Inef£ible  joy  In  round  thee,  tiU  we  know, 

Thou  art  but  oa  a  si&ioti  ot  tlie  night — 
And  then  IJie  bottling  heurt,  how  deep  its  wOi 

"  They  It'll  mc  1  »h?i1l  Ji^e — my  name  fihedi  riasi 
When  nature  fails — O  i  blest  illusiou,  atay — '* 
A  moment  hopes  and  joys  ar^mnd  her  yhy  i 

Then  darkness  hideii  her — faint  she  mihi  and  dies. 


THE  FESTIVE  EVENING, 

CuKKmruL  glows  the  feMive  chamWr; 

In  the  circle  pleasure  smiles  i 
Mounts  the  flame,  like  wreaths  of  amber  j 

Bright  as  love,  its  warmth  lieguile^ 
Glad  the  heart  with  jny  ia  lighiei] ; 
Hand  with  hand,  in  faith » is  plighted, 

As  around  the  goblet  flows. 
Fill — QU — ^fiil,  bud  quaff  the  liquid  nse  i 
Bright  it  glows — 

0  !  how  bright  the  bosom  glows. 

Pure  as  light,  our  social  meeting : 

HeriQ  no  paadon  darea  invade. 
Joyn  we  know,  not  light  and  fleeting: 

Fbweni  we  twine,  that  never  &da. 
Ours  are  links»  not  lime  can  sever: 
Brighter  still  they  glow  for  eva- — 

Glow  in  yon  eternal  day* 
No— no— no,  ye  will  not  pass  away^ 
¥e  will  slay — 

Social  joya,  fiv  ever  ats^  \ 
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THE  SUN. 

Cetttrs  of  light  and  energy !  thy  way 

Is  through  the  unknown  void ;  thou  hast  thy 
throne, 
Mornin:;,  and  evening,  and  at  noon  of  day, 
Far  in  the  blue,  untendcd  and  alone : 
Ere  the  first- wakenM  airs  of  earth  had  blown. 
On  thou  didst  march,  triumphant  in  thy  light ; 
Then  thou  didst  send  thy  glance,  which  still 
hath  flown 
Wide  through  the  never-ending  worlds  of  night. 
And  yet  thy  full  orb  bums  with  flajsh  as  keen  and 
bright. 

We  call  thee  Lonl  of  Day,  and  thou  dost  give 

To  earth  the  fire  that  animates  her  crust, 
And  wakeurt  all  the  forms  that  move  and  live. 

From  the  fiue,  viewless  mould  wliich  lurks  in 
dust. 

To  liim  who  looks  to  heaven,  and  on  his  bufft 
Bears  stamp'd  the  seal  of  Gon,  who  gathers  there 

Lines  of  deep  thought,  high  feeling,  daring  trust 
In  his  own  centered  powers,  who  aims  to  share 
In  all  his  soul  can  frame  of  wide,  and  great,  and  fiedr. 

Thy  path  is  high  in  heaven ;  we  cannot  gaze 
On  the  intense  of  light  that  girds  thy  car; 

There  is  a  crown  of  glory  in  thy  rays, 
Whii'h  Invars  thy  pure  divinity  afar. 
To  mingle  with  the  equal  light  of  star, — 

For  thou,  so  vast  to  us,  art  in  the  whole 
One  of  tlie  sparks  of  night  that  Are  the  air, 

And,  an  around  thy  centre  planets  roll, 

So  thou,  too,  hast  thy  path  around  the  central  loul. 

I  am  no  fond  idolater  to  thee, 

Oiie  of  the  countless  multitude,  who  bum, 
A<t  lamps,  around  the  one  Etemity, 

In  wiiose  contending  forces  systems  turn 

Thi'ir  circles  round  that  seat  of  life,  the  um 
Where  all  must  sleep,  if  matter  ever  dies: 

Si<:^)it  f:iils  me  here,  but  fiincy  can  discern 
With  the  wide  glance  of  her  all-seeing  eyes. 
Where,  in  the  heart  of  worlds,  the  mling  Spirit  lies. 

And  thou,  too,  hast  thy  world,  and  unto  thee 
We  are  as  nothing;  thou  goest  forth  alone. 
And  rnovest  through  the  wide,  aerial  sea, 
(rlad  as  a  conqueror  resting  on  his  throne 
From  a  new  victory,  where  he  late  had  shown 
Wider  his  power  to  nations ;  so  thy  light 
Comes  \\'i\\\  new  pomp,  as  if  thy  strength  had 

grown 
With  each  revolving  day,  or  thou,  at  night. 
Hail  lit  a.:  lin  thy  fires,  and  thus  renewed  thy  might 

Acre  t>'er  thee  has  no  power;  thou  bring'st  the  same 
Iii(;lit  to  renew  the  morning,  as  when  first. 

If  not  eternal,  thou,  with  front  of  flame. 
On  the  dark  face  of  earth  in  glory  burst. 
And  wamrd  the  seas,  and  in  their  bosom  nursed 

The  (v.-liest  things  of  life,  the  worm  and  shell; 
Till,   through   the  sinking  ocean,   mountains 
J  iercctl. 

And  th"n  came  forth  the  land  whereon  we  dwell, 

RearM.  like  a  magic  fane,  above  the  watery  swelL 


And  then  thy  ■earehing  heat  awoke  the  aeedi 
Of  all  that  gives  a  charm  to  earth,  and  lends 
An  energy  to  nature ;  all  that  feeds 

On  the  rich  mould,  and  then,  In  bearing,  bends 
Its  fruits  again  to  earth,  wherein  it  blends 
The  last  and  first  of  life ;  of  all  who  bear 

Their  forms  in  motion,  where  the  spirit  tends. 
Instinctive,  in  their  common  good  to  bI^tv, 
Which  lies  in  things  that  breathe^  or  late  wen 
living  there. 

They  live  in  thee :  without  thee,  all  were  dead 
And  dark ;  no  beam  had  lighted  on  the  waste, 

But  one  eternal  night  around  had  ^iread 
Funereal  gloom,  and  coldly  thus  defaced 
This  Eden,  which  thy  feiry  hand  hath  graced 

With  such  uncounted  beauty;  all  that  blows 
In  the  fresh  air  of  spring,  and,  growing,  biaeed 

Its  form  to  manhood,  when  it  stands  and  glows 

In  the  full-tempered  beam,  that  gladdens  as  it  goes^ 

Thou  lookest  on  the  earth,  and  then  it  smiles; 

Thy  light  is  hid,  and  all  Uiings  droop  and  moum ; 
Laughs  the  wide  sea  around  her  budding  iales^ 
When  through  their  heaven  thj  changing  car  is 

Iwrne ; 
Thou  wheel'st  away  thy  flight,  the  woodi  are 
shom 
Of  all  their  waving  locks,  and  storms  awake  { 

All,  that  was  once  so  beautiful,  is  torn 
By  the  wild  winds  which  ploogh  the  lonely  lake, 
And,  in  their  maddening  rush,  the  'crested  moun- 
tains-shake. 

The  earth  lies  buried  in  n  shroud  of  snow; 

Life  lingers,  and  would  die,  but  thy  return 
Gives  to  their  gladden'd  hearts  an  overflow 

Of  all  the  power  that  brooded  in  the  um 

Of  their  chill*d  frames,  and  then  they  proudly 
spurn 
All  bands  that  would  confine,  and  give  to  air 

Hues,  fragrance,  shapes  of  beauty,  till  they  bum, 
When,  on  a  dewy  mom,  thou  dartcst  there 
Rich  waves  of  gold  to  wreathe  with  fiurer  light  the 
fair. 

The  vales  are  thine ;  and  when  the  touch  of  spring 
Thrills  them,  and  gives  them  gladness,  in  thy  light 

They  glitter,  as  the  glancing  swallow's  wing 
Dashes  the  water  in  his  winding  flight. 
And  leaves  behind  a  wave  that  crinkles  biigfaty 

And  widens  outward  to  t^  pebbled  shore.— 
The  vales  are  thine;  and  when  they  wake  from 
night. 

The  dews  that  bend  the  grass-tips,  twinkling  o'er 

Their  soft  and  oozy  beds,  lodL  upward,  and  adorCi 

The  hills  are  thine:  they  catch  thy  newest  beam, 
And  gladden  in  thy  parting,  where  the  wood 

Flames  out  in  every  leaf,  and  drinks  the  stream. 
That  flows  from  out  thy  fulness,  as  a  flood 
Bursts  from  an  unknown  land,  and  rolls  the  feod 

Of  nations  in  its  waters :  so  thy  rays 
Flow  and  give  brighter  tints  than  ever  bud, 

W^hen  a  clear  sheet  of  ice  reflects  a  blaae 

Of  many  twinkling  gems,  as  every  gloss'd  bough 
plays* 
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««  the  raaunUins,  where  tb^y  puiely  lift 

8now«  llittt  have  ntver  wftnted^  in  a  s^y 
Wbicii  tiBlh  no  fltain  f  lieloWf  tbe  Bt^rm  may  iMft 

Ibi  diriccMiM^  ind  the  Uiunaer-giiii  roar  by; 

Aloli  in  ^f  ftemiil  eUDilo  they  Ite^ 
Ikmlina^^biitcf^M;  thj  fanewcLI  gliuice  looks  thefe; 

AikI  when  below  thy  hue*  of  be^iutj  cli«, 
Uirt  TT?uiirJ  thimit  «a  a  ro«y  belt,  thvy  bear* 
Into  tlti'  high,  dark  Tault^  a  brow  ihnt  still  ii  £iir* 

no  <J0|dB  mtK  thiite,  and  all  tlietr  magic  hues 
Am  pmdU'd  by  the€ ;  wheti  tliou  bi*nd«9t  low^ 

Or  cennst  in  thy  itrcnffth^  ihy  ban  J  imbues 
TliHT  waving  fold  with  such  a  petfect  gk>w 
Of  ^n  pure  tintSt  the  foir^  pkttirea  throw 

Bhwa  on  tlie  poudcst  ait ;  tho  tciider  atain 
Mnaf  twjHtl  the  ver^ge  of  heaven,  thut  aa  a  bow 

GMilhe  wiili>  workl,  i^nJ  in  ihcir  blended  chain 

At!  liat*  to  the  deep  golJ  that  dat^M^s  in  thy  train; 


*  ai*  thy  tropbjM,  and  Ihou  bendVt  thy  arch* 
Tbm  (4irn  of  triumph,  in  a  HSVED-fali]  twine, 

WhtTV  the  ipf^nt  «tonn  ia  hasting  on  ltd  tnarth, 
Aod  ll«f«  the  glofrieff  of  thy  U^ht  combine, 
And  Ibmi  with  ^etteet  rurve  a  lifiad  line, 

Bftldfaif  the  ««rtb  and  air ;  man  looks,  and  telli 
Boot  pnM*  and  mercy  in  lU  b«auty  ithin«, 

AihI  hnw  the  heavenly  mcssengier  impek 

Her  ^Uil  wings  on  (he  path,  that  Ihua  in  ether 
ffwdU* 

n*  oooan  Im  thy  vaaaitl ;  thna  dost  sway 

Hk  wsivng  to  thy  dominion,  and  they  go 
W%im  thcin,  in  heaT^Q,  dotft  guide  them  on  their 
wmy. 
^viDir  Jittd  l«Uing  in  rtemal  flow ; 
Thim  look^^  on  the  watem,  and  th^  glow* 
T%i^  tab*  them  wiags^  and  apring  aloft  in  air. 
Am  change  to  doudar  and  then,  dkaolving, 
thmw 
Tti«ir  treasuree  back  to  earth^  mnd,  tnshing,  tear 
Ttk«  tnotintaiti  and  th«  rale,  a»  proudfy  on  th^y 
iMsar* 

I,  loo.  htT'c  b<Mi  upon  thy  Tolling  breaat, 
Wi<te*t  of  waters  j     T  have  «cn  the©  Ue 

Calm,  B*  an  infimt  pillow*!!  in  its  rest 
On  a  fond  molheT  a  bosom,  when  the  eky, 
Not  misvjther,  gave  the  d^p  tl3  a^ur*?  dye, 

T^l  i  fii'w  hi^Ten  wan  airbed  and  ^Iji^M  below; 
And  thi-n  Ih^  clooda,  that,  gay  in  tunaet,  fiy^ 

C'nAt  Of  I  it  utiih  a  rtain,  it  kindled  iio, 

Am  m  the  ch«-k  of  youth  the  Uviog  roses  grovr, 

I,  too,  hftTi?  ac^n  thw  on  thy  sui-tjing  path, 

\Vtwn  the  ni^t^tempert  met  thee:  ihou  didit 
c!juh 

Thy  whtia  arm*  hiirh  in  heaven,  aa  if  m  wrath, 
Tht¥iit<*ning  the  angry  nky^  thy  ware«  did  lash 
Thf  Wjourinjf  vessel,  and  with  deadening  crash 

RtpA  tnadty  fufth  to  scourge  ita  groaning  lideji ; 
QnwaftFt  thy  billowa  came,  to  meet  and  clash 

In  t  will!  warfafc,  till  the  lifted  tid^^a 

Himktt  th*^if  yi!flty  tap*,  where  the  dart  atoim- 

dondryei. 

I* 

la  Ili«e,  flnt  tight,  the  bounding  tn^tmn  sntilei, 
Wh^tn  Uw  quicit  winds  uprvar  it  In  a  iw«lf. 


That  rolls,  in  gUtteritig  giwn,  around  the  tsJes, 
Where  evcr-spH  aging  fruit  a  and  bloftaom*  dwell; 
O  I  with  a  joy  no  gifted  tongue  can  imlU 

I  hurry  o'er  the  wal^rs,  when  tlie  Rail 

Swells  tensely,  and  the  I ii; hi  keel  glances  wcU 

Over  the  curling  biUow,  ar*d  the  gale 

Come*  off  the  npicy  groves  to  t?U  iti  winning  tala. 

The  sou!  is  thine:  of  old  ihou  wert  the  pow<^r 

Who  gave  the  poet  life ;  and  I  in  thi't 
Feel  my  heart  gladden  at  llxc  holy  hour 

Wlien  thou  art  sinking  in  the  ^\hn%  «*»? 

Or  when  I  cUmb  the  height,  and  wandt^r  frcft 
In  thy  meridian  glory,  Ibf  th»  itir 

Sparkteis  and  boniu  in  thy  intensity, 
I  feel  thy  tight  within  me,  and  I  shiire 
In  the  full  glow  of  soul  thy  spirit  kindles  there. 


CONSUMPTION. 

TvaKs  is  a  sweetnesfi  in  woman^s  decaji 
When  the  light  of  bei^uty  is  fading  away, 
When  the  bright  enchantment  of  youth  in  gone, 
And  the  tint  thai  glow*d,  and  the  eye  tliit  shotiew 
And  diirtcd  around  its  gliuice  of  powi^ti 
And  the  Up  that  vird  with  the  «w(vt<?»t  flower 
That  ever  In  Puestum^s*  garden  hkw^ 
Or  ever  was  st^pM  in  fragrant  dew, 
When  all  that  waa  bright  and  fair  is  tb'il. 
But  the  loveliness  lingering  round  tlie  dead* 

O  1  there  h  a  sweetnewi  in  twauty's  c1eiml% 
Like  the  perfume  scenting  Ihe  withcrM  rose; 
For  a  namel^e  dierm  around  her  play9, 
And  her  eye*  are  kindled  with  hallo w'd  ritya; 
And  a  veil  of  spotleeis  purity 
Has  mantled  her  cheek  with  iU  heavenly  dyo. 
Like  tL  cloud  whereon  Ihc  quci^n  of  night 
Haa  pour*d  her  softest  tint  of  light  \ 
And  there  is  a  blending  of  whit*?  and  blue, 
WTiere  the  pUT}ile  blood  is  melting  tlirough 
The  snow  of  her  pale  and  tender  cheek; 
And  there  m  tonea  that  sweetly  ^peak 
Of  a  spirit  who  long?i  for  a  purer  day. 
And  is  ready  to  wing  her  flicflit  away* 

in  the  flo^h  of  youth,  aiw!  the  upring  nf  fi?oUngi 
When  life,  like  a  sunny  stream,  id  uteallng 
lis  Eiitent  steps  through  ft  flowery  pnth, 
And  all  the  etideartnents  that  pleasure  hith 
Are  pourM  from  her  full,  oVrflowintr  Imm, 
When  the  rose  of  enjoyment  conceali  nn  thorn* 
In  her  liqrhtneAK  of  heart,  to  the  ch^'crr  ?5cifi^ 
TTie  maiden  may  trip  in  the  dance  sluni?. 
And  think  of  the  paiaincr  moment,  that  tic«, 
Like  a  fairy  dream,  in  her  daiiled  eyw. 
And  yield  to  the  prcacnt^  that  charms  around 
With  all  that  b  loTcly  in  sight  and  sound : 
Where  a  thousand  pleaJiing  plmntoniji  flit^ 
With  the  voice  of  mirth,  and  the  bunrt  of  wtt. 
And  the  music  that  steals  Ut  th«  bd«m^i  core. 
And  the  heart  in  ita  fulness  flowing  o'er 
With  a  few  big  drops,  that  nre  (oon  rffpress'd, 
Fotr  abort  is  the  »tay  of  grkf  in  her  breaM  r 
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In  this  enlivenM  and  gladsome  hour 

The  spirit  may  hum  with  a  brighter  power ; 

But  dearer  the  calm  and  quiet  day, 

When  tlic  heaven-sick  soul  is  stealing  away. 

And  when  her  sun  is  low  declining, 
And  life  wears  out  with  no  repining. 
And  the  whisper,  that  tells  of  early  death. 
Is  soft  as  the  west  w bid's  balmy  breath, 
When  it  comes  at  the  hour  of  still  repose. 
To  sleep  in  the  brea.«t  of  the  wooing  rose : 
And  the  lip,  that  swcird  witli  a  Hving  glow, 
Is  pule  as  a  curl  of  new-fallen  snow : 
And  her  check,  like  the  Parian  stone,  Li  fair, — 
But  the  hectic  spot  that  fluslies  there 
When  the  tide  of  life,  from  its  secret  dwelling, 
In  a  sudden  push,  is  <leeply  swelling. 
And  giving  a  tinge  to  her  icy  lips. 
Like  the  crimson  rose's  brightest  tips. 
As  richly  red,  and  as  transient  too 
As  the  clouds  in  autumn's  sky  of  blue. 
That  seem  like  a  host  of  glory,  met 
To  honour  the  sun  at  his  golden  set ; 
O  !  then,  when  the  spirit  is  taking  wing, 
How  fondly  her  thouglits  to  her  dear  one  cling, 
As  if  she  would  blend  her  soul  with  his 
In  a  deep  and  long-imprinted  kiss ; 
So  fondly  the  panting  camel  flies, 
Where  the  glassy  vapour  cheats  his  eyes ; 
And  the  dove  from  the  falcon  seeks  her  nc<;t. 
And  the  infant  shrinks  to  its  mother's  breast 
And  though  her  dying  voice  be  mute. 
Or  faint  as  the  tones  of  an  unstnmg  lute, 
And  though  the  glow  from  her  cheek  bo  fled. 
And  her  pale  lips  cold  as  the  marble  dead. 
Her  eye  still  beams  unwonted  fires. 
With  a  woman's  love,  and  a  saint's  des^ircs, 
And  her  last,  fund,  limbering  look  is  given 
To  the  love  she  leives,  and  then  to  heaven, 
As  if  she  wouM  bear  that  love  away 
To  a  purer  world,  and  a  brighter  day. 


TO  THE  EAGLE. 

Bird  of  the  broad  and  sweeping  wing, 

Thy  home  is  high  in  heaven. 
Where  wide  the  storms  their  banners  (ling. 

And  the  tempest  clouds  are  driven. 
Thy  throne  is  on  tlie  mountain  top ; 

Thy  fields,  the  boundless  air; 
And  hoary  peaks,  that  proudly  prop 

The  skies,  thy  dwellings  arc. 

Thou  sittest  like  a  thing  of  light. 

Amid  the  noontide  blaze : 
7^0  midway  sun  is  clear  and  bright; 

It  cannot  dim  thy  gaze. 
Thy  pinions,  to  the  rushing  blast, 

O'er  the  bursting  billow,  spread. 
Where  the  vessel  plunges,  huny  past, 

Like  an  angel  of  the  dead. 

Thou  art  perch'd  aloft  on  the  beetling  crag. 
And  the  waves  are  white  below. 

And  on,  with  a  haste  that  cannot  lag, 
They  rush  in  an  endlen  flow. 


Again  thou  haat  plumed  thy  wing  for  lUgfat 

To  lands  beyond  the  lea. 
And  awiy,  like  a  spirit  wreathed  in  tigliSy 

Thou  horriest,  wild  and  fiee. 

Thou  hurriest  over  the  myriad  waves, 

And  thou  leavest  them  all  behind ; 
Thou  sweepest  that  place  of  unknown  gmrci^ 

Fleet  as  the  tempest  wind. 
Mlien  the  night-storm  gathers  dim  and  dark 

With  a  shrill  and  boding  scream, 
Thou  Tushest  by  the  fouhdering  baiiK, 

Quick  as  a  passing  dream. 

Lord  of  the  boundless  realm  of  air, 

In  thy  imperial  name. 
The  hearts  of  the  bold  and  ardent  dan 

The  dangerous  path  of  lame. 
Beneath  the  shade  of  thy  golden  wings, 

The  Roman. legions  bore. 
From  the  river  of  Egypt's  cloudy  springs^ 

Their  pride,  to  the  polar  riiorfe. 

For  thee  they  fought,  for  thee  they  feO, 

And  their  oath  was  on  thee  laid ; 
To  thee  the  clarions  raised  their  swell. 

And  the  dying  warrior  pray'd. 
Thou  wert,  through  an  age  of  death  and  fetn, 

The  image  of  pride  and  power. 
Till  the  gather'd  rage  of  a  thousand  y^n 

Burst  forth  in  one  awful  hour. 

And  then  a  deluge  of  wrath  it  came. 

And  the  nations  shook  with  dread ; 
And  it  swept  the  earth  till  its  fields  were  flame. 

And  piled  with  the  mingled  dead. 
KinjBfs  were  roU'd  in  the  wasteful  flood, 

With  the  low  and  crouching  slave ; 
And  together  lay,  in  a  shroud  of  Uood, 

The  coward  and  the  brave. 

And  where  was  then  thy  fearless  ffightl 

«0*er  the  dark,  mysterious  sea. 
To  the  lands  that  caught  the  setting  light, 

The  cradle  of  Liberty. 
There,  on  the  silent  and  lonely  shore. 

For  ages,  I  watch'd  alone; 
And  the  worid,  in  its  darkness,  ask^d  no  moia 

Where  the  glorious  bird  had  fkmiL 

M  But  then  came  a  bold  and  hardy  few. 

And  they  breasted  the  unknown  wave; 
I  caught  afer  the  wandering  crew; 

And  I  knew  they  were  high  and  l»ave. 
I  wheel'd  around  the  welcome  huk. 

As  it  sought  the  desolate  shore. 
And  up  to  heaven,  like  a  joyous  laik. 

My  quivering  pinions  bora. 

«  And  now  that  bold  and  hardy  few 

Are  a  nation  wide  and  strong; 
And  danger  and  doubt  I  have  led  them  thnnih 

And  they  worship  me  in  songt 
And  over  their  bright  and  gitndng  arms^ 

On  field,  and  lake,  and  sea. 
With  an  eye  that  fires,  and  a  qpeU  tint  < 

I  guide  them  to  vietoiy.*' 
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PREITALENCE  OF  POETRY, 


Tut  woHd  U  fiiU  of  poetry — Ihu  ur 
I*  \Xtlng  wtlh  iU  ^EJiril;  anij  the  w&vea 
Dfljice  tij.ttw  muiir  of  iU  melodiea. 
And  BiJrtfkJi?  in  ite  bng:htiie^«.     Earth  U  Tcird, 
Atttl  eiuuiUixl  vrith  ilH  bt^nuty ;  luiU  the  w&Ilfli, 
Thiil  clow  iho  QtiivcrH?  vrilh  cieyt^ol  Lzu 
Arc  eZiH|U£nt  with  voicea,  that  proclaim 
Th«  Kuuecn  gkn^a  of  immenaitjf , 
In  hahmMiiM^  too  perfect^  uk!  tao  hi  jtu 
For  aui^bt  but  bdji^  ^f  cclLiAtlal  mciuld^ 
AckJ  speak  to  moii  ia  one  et4?rniU  bjnnij, 
Vnf^hug  bcftuly,  and  liiijieMini^  po^er^ 

The  jrear  leada  rotmd  Ibe  iiciuoiiSf  iii  a.  choir 
Forcf^  c^armingj  aod  forever  ntw, 
Biwriiiig  Hi*  gnndt  th«  b«aaiiful,  the  gay, 
1%*  Aaamf^lT  flii<l  the  tender,  i;i  tune  Etniin, 
Which  «l«mb  into  the  hrart,  Hke  ioundft,  that  tiso 
F«r  ofl^  in  iDOtmlight  evenuigA,  ou  the  «horfl 
t>f  t^w  witle  occ^Tt,  K«ting  after  dtortus ; 
Or  Umc^  that  ^ind  iroutid  the;  vaulted  TOO^ 
Aiwl  p0iat«d  afcheft,  and  retinng  aj«If^ 
Of  fOGM  ol4,  kin^ ty  mmHt&Tt  where  the  handf 
^kilfial*  and  movpd,  with  pa&sionatc  Iotb  of  art, 
n^ft  o'rt  the  higher  kcy*^  and  beaj^  afoft 
Til*  pmk  vf  bu»tmg  thunder,  and  then  caib^ 
By  niHoir  t^iuchu,  from  the  lofter  tubca^ 
Vmem  of  cnf  Itkig  tctidcmeeA,  Lbtit  blond 
With  pum  and  geatle  musingn,  lilt  the  ffoul, 
Cofiumiifirling  with  the  melody,  U  bome^ 
Rafitf  mod  dMH»lv«d  In  ec«taityf  to  he^^^ea* 

Tb  net  ^  chinio  aod  flow  of  worda,  that  move 
tn  Rj^fttuml  file,  and  metrical  afray; 
Tb  not  the  %imfm  of  returning  Bound*» 
Nor  aU  the  plcaiing  BttlBce  of  rhyine^ 
Aad  quanlity,  and  accent,  that  ,tjkti  givfl 
TT)i»  ill^percading  iprrit  to  the  ear. 
Or  Llcod  it  with  the  mj>Tinf9  of  the  aouL 
Tis  Ik  my«tfriatis  feeling,  which  eombinf^ 
Maa  vrith  the  world  around  him,  in  a  chain 
Woren  of  flow«!T»,  and  dipp'd  in  sweetness,  till 
He  lasle  the  high  communion  of  hi«  thoughts. 
With  all  eiivlence^  in  earth  and  hcaircn, 
That  mecl  hjm  m  the  charm  of  gjrace  end  power. 
*T  U  not  the  noifly  babbler,  whcJ  diapkj-p, 
In  studied  phriue,  and  ornate  epithet. 
And  rounded  period,  poor  and  vapid  thoughts, 
Whieh  p«p  frcim  ou4  the  cuinbmuft  omamenti* 
Thai  overload  their  tittkneim.     Il«  won!?* 
At*  few,  but  deep  and  solemn ;  and  they  bfcjk 
Frciih  from  ijie  fount  of  feeling,  and  are  full 
Of  ail  that  paasion,  which,  on  Cannel,  fire^l 
The  holy  prophet,  when  hi*  Upw  were  coalit, 
Hia  bin,piafe  wing'd  with  terror,  as  when  IntlU 
Leap  from  the  brooding  tempest,  artn'd  wiUi  wralh, 
fommimion'd  to  itTrifthl  U&.  and  destroy^ 

Pa»iiOa,  when  deep,  in  still :  the  Bjlarinf  eye 
That  reads  its  enemy  with  ctUitcc  "f  fire, 
The  Up.  that  nirli  and  writhes  in  bittemeiife 
The  brow  conlrmcted,  till  its  wrinkjei  hide 
The  keen.  Gx*d  oths.  that  burn  anil  fiith  belo^v. 
The  hand  firm  cJench'd  and  quivering,  tiud  *hii 
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Planted  in  attitude  lo  ipring,  and  dart 

Ita  vengeance,  are  the  biiguage  it  employs^ 

So  the  ffoetic  feeling  needs  no  word» 

To  ^ve  it  uttcraiicc;  but  it  awc1I»,  and  glowe^ 

And  revebt  in  the  ecMtaKie*^  of  isonl. 

And  aits  at  banquet  with  ct^lcstinl  forms, 

The  boiiigs  of  iU  own  cfealion,  feir      ^ 

And  lovely^  aa  e'er  buunied  wood  and  wave, 

W  hen  earth  waa  peopltnl,  in  ita  aoUluiieff, 

With  nymph  arid  naind — mighty,  na  the  goth, 

Whose  palace  was  Oljmpus,  and  tht^  eloudw, 

That  hung,  in  gold  &nd  Hame,  around  iu  brow  | 

Who  bore,  uptm  their  features,  all  that  grand 

Ar^d  awful  dignity  of  front,  which  bt>vt4 

The  eve  lliat  go^^  on  tije  mii^ble  J  ore, 

WTio  hurU,  in  wrath,  bia  tb under,  anil  U^i^  gc»d, 

The  image  of  a  lieauty,  ifo  divbvc. 

So  mosculme,  so  artlcfs^  that  we  ^em 

To  share  in  his  intensity  of  joy, 

When,  sure  aa  fi*to,  the  l>oundiivg  arr<JW  »ped, 

And  dcLiti-d  to  the  scaly  monit47rs  hearts 

ThiJ^  spirit  is  the  breath  of  Pfatun^,  lih^wn 
Over  the  ileeping  forma  of  eby,  who  vl^^ 
Do%c  on  through  life  in  blank  stupidity ^ 
Till  by  ita  blast,  as  by  a  touch  pf  £ro^ 
They  rouse  to  lofty  purp*T«e,  and  K?iid  (Hit, 
In  dcwlft  of  energy,  the  rage  within. 
It«  seat  is  deeper  in  the  sava^'  breiL&t, 
Than  in  the  man  of  cities ;  m  the  child. 
Than  in  the  maturer  bosoma.     Art  may  frrne 
Ita  raidt  and  wild  luilurianee.  and  miiy  tmin 
Its  strong  out4ireak]ngi,  and  its  vctitement  gu*t« 
To  soft  reftnecnent,  and  dmcuity ; 
But  all  its  energy  has  vanished,  all 
Its  maddening,  and  comm^ndinjr  E]iint  gone, 
And  all  its  liender  touches^  nnd  ita  ton^Hi 
Of  jsoul-di.-sfiohkig  |>atho8,  lo»t  and  hid 
Among  the  measured  notes,  that  move  as  dettJ 
And  heart Ici^s^  as  the  puppets  in  a  show. 

Well  I  remember,  in  my  boyish  days. 
How  deep  the  feeling,  when  my  eye  lookM  forth 
On  Nature,  in  her  loveliness,  and  stormit; 
How  my  heart  gladden 'd,  aa  the  light  of  tprinf 
Camr>   from    the  sun,  with   xephyr%  and  wHh 

sbowerB, 
Wakii^  the  earth  to  beauty,  and  the  wo^s 
To  mu^ic,  and  the  atmosphere  to  bbw, 
8weelly  and  calmly,  with  its  breath  of  balm* 
O  \  how  I  gaxed  upon  the  daxzlmg  blue 
"Of  summer's  hea'ren  of  glory,  and  the  wavos. 
That  roird,  in  bending  gold,  oVr  hill  and  plab; 
And  on  the  teropei«t,  when  it  iasued  fortlir 
In  folda  of  blackiSMS,  from  the  northom  sky. 
And  st^xtd  above  the  mountains,  tileni,  dark. 
Frowning,  and  terrible;  then  sent  abroad 
The  lightning*  as  its  herald,  and  the  peal. 
That  roUM  In  deep,  deep  voUtrys,  round  the  hilK 
The  wsiming  of  its  coming,  and  the  N^und, 
That  u«her*d  in  its  elemental  war. 
And,  O I  I  sIocnI,  In  brentliless  Ionising  fixM, 
Trembling,  and  yet  not  fearful,  as  the  eluud-** 
Heaved  their  dark  billows  on  the  roarincr  winds. 
That  *ent,  from  mountain  top,  and  Ending  wood 
A  long,  hoanto  murmur,  like  the  rush  of  waves 
That  burst,  in  fwun  and  fury,  on  the  thort* 
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Nor  less  the  swelling  of  mj  heart,  when  high 
Rose  the  blue  arch  of  autumn,  cloudless,  pure 
As  nature,  at  her  dawning,  when  she  sprang 
Fresh  from  the  hand  that  wrought  her ;  where  the  eye 
Caught  not  a  speck  upon  the  soft  serene. 
To  stain  its  deep  cerulean,  but  the  cloud, 
That  floated,  like  a  lonely  spirit,  there. 
White  as  the  snow  of  Zemla,  or  the  foam 
That  on  the  mid-sea  tosses,  cinctured  round. 
In  easy  undulations,  with  a  belt 
Woven  of  brij^ht  Apollo's  golden  hair. 
Nor,  when  that  arcii,  in  winter's  clearest  night. 
Mantled  in  ebon  darkness,  strew*d  with  stars 
Its  canopy,  that  seem'd  to  swell,  and  swell 
The  higiier,  as  I  gazed  upon  it,  till, 
Sphere  aflrr  sphere,  evolving,  on  the  height 
Of  heaven,  the  everlasting  throne  shone  through. 
In  glory's  eflulgencc,  and  a  wave. 
Intensely  bright,  roll'd,  like  a  fountain,  forth 
Beneath  its  sapphire  pedestal,  and  streamed 
Down  the  long  galaxy,  a  flood  of  snow, 
Bathing  the  heavens  in  light,  the  spring,  that  g^sh*d. 
In  overflowing  richness,  from  the  breast 
Of  oll-matcrnal  nature.     These  I  saw, 
And  felt  to  madness ;  but  my  full  heart  gave 
No  utterance  to  the  ineffable  within. 
Words  were  too  weak ;  they  were  unknown ;  but  still 
The  feeling  was  most  poignant:  it  has  gone; 
And  all  the  deepest  flow  of  sounds,  that  e'er 
Pour*d,  in  a  torrent  fulness,  from  the  tongue 
Rich  with  the  wealth  of  ancient  bards,  and  stored 
With  all  the  patriarchs  of  British  song 
Hallow'd  and  render'd  glorious,  cannot  tell 
Those  feelings,  which  have  died,  to  live  no  more. 


CLOUDS. 

Yb  Clouds,  who  are  the  ornament  of  heaven ; 
Who  give  to  it  its  gayest  shadowings, 
And  its  most  awful  glories;  ye  who  roll 
In  the  dark  tempest,  or  at  dewy  evening 
Hani^  low  in  tenderest.bcauty ;  ye  who,  ever 
Champing  your  Protean  aspects,  now  ore  gather'd, 
liikc  fleecy  piles,  when  the  mid-sun  is  brightest. 
Even  in  the  hei^lit  of  heaven,  and  there  repose, 
Solemnly  calm,  without  a  visible  motion. 
Hour  ailcr  hour,  looking  upon  the  earth 
With  a  serenest  smile  : — or  ye  who  rather 
HoapM  in  those  sulphury  masses,  heavily 
Juttinq:  above  their  bases,  like  the  smoke 
Pour*d  from  a  furnace  or  a  roused  volcano^ 
8Lind  en  the  dun  horizon,  threatening 
Lip;htiiing  and  storrn — who,  lifted  from  the  hills, 
Miirrh  onwani  to  the  zenith,  ever  darkening. 
And  heaving  into  more  gigantic  towers 
And  mountainous  piles  of  blackness — who  then  roar 
W^ith  the  eollecteil  wuids  within  your  womb. 
Or  the  far  utter'd  thunilers — who  ascend 
Hwirer  and  s\vifter,  till  wide  overhead 
Your  vans:uar(1s  curl  and  toss  upon  the  tempest 
Iiikc  the  stirr'd  ocean  on  a  reef  of  rocks 
Just  topping  o*er  its  waves,  while  deep  below 
The  pregnant  mass  of  vapour  and  of  flame 


Rolls  with  an  awful  ponqp,  and  grimlj  ]0irH% 
Seeming  to  the  itmck  eye  of  fair  the  ear 
Of  an  ofieiided  spirit,  whoae  await  ftatmca 
Glare  through  the  aooty  dark  new    Und  with  i«b- 

geance. 
And  ready  with  uplifted  hand  to  arnhe 
And  scourge  a  guilty  nation ;  ye  who  Ue, 
After  the  storm  is  over,  frr  away. 
Crowning  the  dripping  fbreats  with  the  aidi 
Of  beauty,  such  as  lives  alone  in  heaven, 
Bright  daughter  of  the  sun,  bending  aroond 
From  mountain  unto  mountain,  like  the  wiealh 
Of  victory,  or  like  a  banner  telHng 
Of  joy  and  gladness ;  ye  who  round  (he  mooD 
Assemble  when  she  sits  in  the  mid-dcj 
In  perfect  brightness,  and  endrde  her 
With  a  fair  wreath  of  all  aerial  dyes: 
Ye  who,  thus  hovering  round  her,  ahine  like  Boon- 

tains 
Whose  tops  are  never  daiken'd,  but 
Centuries  and  countless  ages,  reared  for 
Of  purity  and  light ;  or  ye  who  crowd 
To  hail  the  new-bom  day,  and  hang  Ibr  hfan, 
Above  his  ocean-euuch,  a  canopy 
Of  all  inimitable  hues  and  coloara, 
Such  as  are  only  pencil'd  by  the  handa 
Of  the  unseen  ministers  of  earth  and  air, 
Seen  only  in  the  tinting  of  the  dooda, 
And  the  soft  shadowing  of  plumes  and  flotven 
Or  ye  who,  following  in  his  funeral  train. 
Light  up  your  torches  at  his  sepulchre. 
And  open  on  us  through  the  ckfted  hiUa 
Far  glances  into  glittering  worlds  hejond 
The  twilight  of  the  grave,  where  all  ia  light. 
Golden  and  glorious  light,  too  full  and  h^ 
For  mortal  eye  to  gaze  on,  stretching  oat 
Brighter  and  ever  brighter,  till  it  spread. 
Like  one  wide,  radiant  ocean,  withoat  bonnd% 
One  infinite  sea  of  glory  .'—-Thus,  ye  ekmdi^ 
And  in  innumerable  other  shapes 
Of  greatness  or  of  beauty,  ye  attend  na, 
To  give  to  the  wide  arch  above  us,  life 
And  all  its  changes.    Thus  it  is  to  oa 
A  volume  full  of  wisdom,  but  withoat  ye 
One  awful  uniformity  had  ever 
With  too  severe  a  majesty  oi^neas'd  aa. 


MORNING  AMONG  THE  HILLS. 

A  KioHT  had  paas'd  away  among  the  hilli^ 
And  now  the  first  fiunt  tokens  of  the  dawn 
Show'd  in  the  east    The  bright  and  dfwy  alar, 
Whose  mission  is  to  usher  in  the  mom,    ' 
Look'd  through  the  cool  air,  like  a  blessed  iSbamg 
In  a  far  purer  world.    Below  there  lay, 
Wrapp*d  round  a  woody  mountain  timnqailly, 
A  misty  cloud.     Its  edges  caught  the  light. 
That  now  came  up  from  out  the  unseen  depth 
Of  the  full  fount  of  day,  and  they  were  lacisd 
With  colours  ever  brightening.    I  had  waked 
From  a  long  sleep  of  many*  changing  dreanui 
And  now  in  the  fresh  forest  air  I  stood 
Nerved  to  another  day  of  wandering. 
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above  ihe  wood  that  hemmM  It  In, 
wm  Already  Rowing.     There  the  bevmi 
l^m  Ihc  fcr  bortion^  and  tbey  wrapp'd  it 
[ft  Hfht  ■rui  i^1':irT'     Rf^und  i(4  vnpoury  c^ue 
A  oowti  «r  Ikrnii verging  nya  fthot  out. 
And  g«Te  ta  it  the  armblftAce  of  mn  nlt^r 
Lii  for  th«  worftbip  of  the  undying  A^hib, 
Th*l  r«iTi*f*d  in  the  drel*  of  the  eun, 
Koiw^  codurtf  from  the  oce*Ji'»  falhomlcsa  eawi. 
Anon  wnuld  stand  in  lolitaiy  pomp 
At»t«  the  loftiwt  peak%  «nil  cover  them 
W^Lth  rplendour  a#  a  gaiment     Thtlhervrard 
I  b*nt  my  enfei  steps ;  anil  thpouirh  the  grove, 
Kow  ibtk  M  (iepppst  night,  and  thirkets  hung 
With  1  rirh  biirreat  of  unnumbered  g^ma, 
Waitincr  ^  '^teajrer  dawn  to  catch  the  hue* 
Sbad  from  the*  fUrry  frint^a  of  it*  tpiI 
On  doud,  aii»i  nmt,  and  dew,  and  bockwafd  throwa 
In  infifitt^  tf  Aectiona,  on  I  wvnt» 
MOiUktiAg  with  haiity  fool,  and  thence  emeriging, 
I  wmiM  thai  Tock?  steep^  and  there  aweiled 
flBflOllh*  full  appcaHfig  of  the  stm. 

B«lo«  tbora  laj  a  far^itendifd  sea, 
EoUuftf  IQ  fwther?  warea.     The  wind  blew  o*er  It, 
Afid  t^Mi'iJ  ^t  round  the?  high^^aacending  rocka. 
And  Bwepi  Lt  through  the  halT-hidden  foresl  lops, 
TUt  like  in  ocean  weiking  into  atomii 
ftllTOY^i  and  welter'd,     Giorioutty  the  ligrht 
GfMled  lift  billowi,  ind  thoee  craggy  ifllande 
Shoo*  oo  it  ]Sk»  tn  |iali«BB  oT  ipar 
B"i!l  <w  *  aea  of  piftft.     Far  ovefhead. 
Thy  rftT,  without  a  t»pouT  or  a  ilaiiir 
lairtif  ]y  blue n,  evrn  deepened  Into  purple, 
W)M0  Marcj-  the  horizon  it  reeeiired 
A  im&aiK  from  the  mint  thnt  lben>  dimoWed 
Jmta  Ibi  wtrlM*  air,^ — the  wky  hent  round, 
TIm  mtfcl  dotna  of  a  niiHt  Tnightj  temple, 
Built  bf  omnipotent  hands  for  nothing  less 
Than  infimte  wonhip.  There  I  stood  in  iilence-^ 

I  had  no  words  lo  teil  the  mtnj^led  thoughts 
Of  wonder  utnl  of  joy  that  thtrn  eame  oW  tnef 
Even  with  a  whidwind'*  nxih.     So  beautifut, 
So  hrl^hV  ■»  glorious  !     Sueh  a  niftje«tj 

Tn  yon  pure  vauti!     Bo  many  dnzzlinf  tmta 
In  yonder  waste  of  waves, — #o  like  the  oeean 
Wiih  Its  nnnnmber*d  lilandi^  there  enctrcted 
By  fniiming  -^^nrge^  that  the  mounting  e.agte, 
Lifting  hk  fearteie  pinion  through  the  doudi 
Td  bathe  in  pure^  aunbeams.  «eemVJ  an  o«praj 
HoYcnug  al>ovie  his  prey,  snd  yon  tall  pi  net, 
Tbeif  tops  hair-manlle<l  in  a  snowy  Teil, 
A  frigate  with  HiU  canvaas,  hearing  on 
To  f^tqnmt  and  to  gtorf*     But  even  the*8 

I I  ft.  I  ro<itMi  ihem  •ooiething  of  the  ioHy  air 

In  wKkrh  Iher  mrted  ;  «ot  like  ta  things  of  earth, 
Enl  hi'i^htirnM,  and  made  glorious,  is  bet^^ime 
Boeh  pomp  *nd  spjendmir. 

Who  <!»n  teH  the  brightneas, 
Thtl  every  moment  eaught  s  newer  glow, 
Ttial  cireJeH,  with  its  centze  like  tbo  heart 
Of  elemenCal  (ite^  and  sprrading  out 
In  tfooilfi  of  Uquid  gfsld  on  the  bine  sky 
Am]  on  the  oph aline  waves,  crown'd  with  a  TAinhow 
Brif  hi  u  the  tzch  that  besit  abo^e  the  throne 


Sisen  In  a  vision  by  the  holy  mctn 

In  Ptitmoa  f   who  eon  tell  how  it  d trended , 

And  Qow'd  more  widely  o'er  that  Ufted  ocean^ 

Till  inilantiy  the  unobstructed  sun 

RoUM  up  his*  sphere  of  fire,  floating  away — 

Away  in  a  pure  ether,  for  from  earth, 

And  all  ita  clouda.^iind  pounn^  forth  unbounded 

HiH  arrowy  brightness !  From  Ihul  burning  centre 

At  once  tliere  ran  along  the  level  line 

Of  that  tmaflrined  sea,  a  stream  of  gold — ■ 

Llt|uid  and  flowing  gold,  that  seem*d  to  tuemble 

Bven  with  a  fumai.'e  heat,  on  to  the  point 

Whereon  I  stiiotU     At  once  thut  sea  of  vapour 

Parted  nway,  and  melting  into  air. 

Rose  round  m^r  and  I  stoctd  involved  in  light. 

As  if  a  flame  bjstl  kindled  up,  and  wT»ip|/d  mo 

In  its  innocuous  hlaii?^     Away  it  rtiird* 

W  ave  aAer  wave..     They  clt  mliM  the  hi  ghe«it  rocks, 

Pout*d  over  them  in  Burgnsi,  and  then  rui^h'd 

Down  glens  and  vatlcys,  like  a  wintnf  twrriMit 

DoshM  bistant  to  the  plain*     It  seemM  a  moment, 

And  they  were  gone,  as  if  the  touch  of  flro 

At  one* 'dissolved  Ihem-     Then  1  fovmd  inj¥clf 

Midway  in  air;  ridge  after  ridge  below, 

Deacended  with  their  opulence  of  wn<*ds 

Even  to  the  dim-^een  level,  where  a  liiko 

Flashed  in  the  sun,  and  fmm  il  wound  a  line. 

Now  silvery  bright,  even  to  the  fartlic*!  ift-rgi) 

Of  the  encifchng  hillii.    A  waflte  of  rock^ 

Was  round  mf — but  helow  how  beautiful, 

How  rich  tlie  plain !  a  wilderness  of  ^ov«s 

And  ripening  harvests ;  while  ttie  sky  of  Jone^ — 

The  «oft,  blue  aky  of  June,  and  the  coo!  air, 

That  makes  it  then  a  luiury  to  Uve* 

Only  to  breathe  it*  ami  the  huisy  echo 

Of  cascades,  and  the  voice  of  mountain  brooks, 

Stole  with  sueh  gentle  me^minf^  to  my  hokrl^ 

Thai  where  I  stood  seem'd  heaven. 


THE  DESERTED  WlTE. 

Hi  comes  not — T  have  watched  the  moon  |o 
down^ 
But  yet  be  comes  not, — Once  it  wa*  not  so. 
He  tbinkH  not  how  these  bitter  teim  do  flow, 
The  while  he  boUU  hi*  riot  in  that  town. 
Yet  he  will  come,  and  diide,  and  I  nhsll  weep ; 
And  he  will  wake  my  infant  from  its  »lecp, 
To  blend  ila  feeble  wailing  with  rny  tenrs. 

0  I  how  I  love  H  mother**  watch  to  keep» 

Over  those  sleeping  eyes,  that  umile,  which  eheer> 
My  hciirt,  thon^b  iinnk  in  sorrow,  flx'd  and  deep 

1  had  a  hunbsnd  once,  who  lovsfd  me^novv 
Be  ever  wpsin  a  frown  upon  hia  bmw» 
And  tenth  bi^  pi^-tiim  on  a  wnii ton's  lip. 
As  l*ci^.  from  kurd  flowers,  a  poisioo  sip; 
But  yet  t  cannot  hrtte — O I  there  were  hottW. 
Wlien  I  could  bauff  forever  on  his  eyt^ 
And  tJmftj  who  stole  with  silent  swiftness  bv, 
Strew 'd,  as  hi*  hurried  on,  his  jjath  with  flowert 
I  io^ed  him  then-^he  loved  me  too. — My  heart 
9tiil  And  A  its  fondtieM  kindle  if  be  ^mile; 

The  memory  of  our  loves  will  ne'er  det»art ; 
And  though  h«  oilan  stingy  me  with  a  dart^ 
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VenomM  and  baib'd,  and  waste  upon  the  file 
Caresses,  which  hia  babe  and  mine  should  share ; 
Though  he  should  spurn  me,  I  will  calmly  bear 
His  madness, — and  should  sickneas  come  and  lay 
Its  ])aralyzing  hand  upon  him,  then 
I  would,  with  kindness,  all  my  wrongs  repay, 
Until  the  penitent  should  weep,  and  say, 
How  injured,  and  how  faithful  I  had  been ! 


THE  CORAL  GROVE. 

Desp  in  the  wave  is  a  coral  grove. 
Where  the  purple  mullet  and  gold-fish  rove ; 
Where  the  sea-fiower  spreads  its  leaves  of  blue. 
That  never  are  wet  with  falling  dew, 
But  in  bright  and  changeful  beauty  shine, 
Far  down  in  the  g^reen  and  glassy  brine. 
The  floor  is  of  sand,  like  the  mountain  drift, 
And  the  pearl-shcUs  spangle  the  flinty  show; 
From  coral  rocks  the  sca-planta  lift 
Their  boughs,  where  the  tides  and  billows  flow; 
The  water  is  calm  and  still  below. 
For  the  winds  and  waves  are  absent  there. 
And  the  sands  are  bright  as  the  stars  that  glow 
In  the  motionless  fields  of  upper  air: 
There,  with  its  waving  blade  of  green. 
The  sea-flag  streams  through  the  silent  water. 
And  the  crimson  leaf  of  the  dulse  is  seen 
To  blush,  like  a  banner  bathed  in  slaughter: 
There,  with  a  light  and  easy  motion. 
The  fiw-coral  sweeps  through  the  clear,  deep  sea; 
And  the  yellow  and  scarlet  tufts  of  ocean 
Are  bending  like  com  on  the  upland  lea: 
And  life,  in  rare  and  beautiful  forms, 
I^  sporting  amid  those  bowers  of  stone. 
And  is  safe,  when  the  wrathful  spirit  of  storms 
Has  mode  the  top  of  the  wave  his  own : 
And  when  the  ship  from  his  fury  flics. 
Where  the  myriad  voices  of  ocean  roar, 
When  the  wind-god  frowns  in  the  murky  skies, 
And  demons  are  waiting  the  wreck  on  shore; 
Then,  far  below,  in  the  peaceful  sea. 
The  purple  mullet  and  gold-fish  rove. 
Where  the  waters  murmur  tranquilly. 
Through  the  bending  twigs  of  the  coral  grove. 


DECLINE  OF  THE  IMAGINATION. 

Wht  have  ye  linger'd  on  your  way  so  long, 

Bright  visions,  who  were  wont  to  hear  my  call. 
And  with  the  harmony  of  dance  and  song 

Keep  round  my  droaming  couch  a  festival  ? 
Where  are  ye  gone,  with  all  your  eyes  of  light. 

Ana  where  the  flowery  voice  I  loved  to  hear. 
When,  through  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 

Ye  whisperM  like  an  angel  in  my  ear  ? 
O !  fly  not  with  the  rapid  wing  of  time, 

But  with  your  ancient  votary  kindly  stay; 
And  while  the  loftier  dreams,  Uiat  rose  sublime 

In  yean  of  higher  hope,  have  flown  away: 
O !  with  the  colours  of  a  softer  clime. 

Give  your  last  touches  to  the  dying  day. 


GENIUS  SLUMBERING. 

Hx  sleeps,  foi^getibl  of  his  onoe  farij^  fuub ; 

He  has  no  feeling  of  the  gloiy  gone ; 
He  has  no  eye  to  oitch  the  mounting  llanwv 

Thai  once  in  transport  drew  his  spint  oo ; 
He  lies  in  dull,  oblivious  dieains,  nor  cares 
Who  the  wreathed  laurel  bean. 

And  yet,  not  all  forgotten,  sleeps  he  there; 

There  are  who  still  remember  how  he  bore 
Upward  his  daring  pinions,  till  the  air 

Seem'd  living  with  the  crown  of  light  he  were; 
There  are  who,  now  his  early  sun  has  set, 
Nor  can,  nor  will  forget 

He  sleeps^ — and  yet,  around  the  sightkas  eja 
And  the  press'd  lip,  a  darken'd  gloiy  plays; 

Though  the  high  powers  in  dull  oblivion  lie^ 
There  hovers  still  the  light  of  other  days; 

i)eep  in  that  soul  a  spirit,  not  of  earthy 

Still  struggles  for  its  birth. 

He  will  not  sleep  forever,  but  will  tim 
Fresh  to  more  daring  labours ;  now. 

As  the  close  shrouding  mist  of  morning 
The  gather*d  slumber  leaves  his  lifted 

From  his  half-open'd  eye,  in  fuller 

His  waken'd  spirit  streams. 

Yes,  he  will  break  his  sleep;  the  spell  is  i 
The  deadly  charm  departed ;  see  him  fling 

Proudly  his  fettera  by,  and  hurry  on» 
Keen  as  the  famish'd  eagle  darts  her  ^ring ; 

The  goal  is  still  before  him»  and  the  priio 

Still  woos  his  eager  eyes. 

He  rushes  forth  to  conquer:  shall  thej  tak^* 
They,  who,  with  feebler  pace,  still  kept  dieir  way. 

When  he  forgot  the  contest— shall  they  take. 
Now  he  renews  the  race,  the  victor's  bay ! 

Still  let  tlicm  strive— when  he  collects  his  might, 

He  will  assert  his  right 

The  spirit  cannot  always  sleep  in  dost. 
Whose  essence  is  ethereal ;  they  may  try 

To  darken  and  degrade  it;  it  mayrast 
Dimly  a  while,  but  cannot  wbftly  die; 

And,  when  it  wakens,  it  wiU  send  its  firs 

Intenser  forth  and  higher. 


GENIUS  WAKING. 

Slumsbb's  heavy  chain  hath  bound 

Where  is  now  thy  fire  I 
Feebler  wings  are  gathering  round 

Shall  they  hover  higher  1 
Can  no  power,  no  q>ell,  recall  thee 

From  inglorious  dreams  I 
O,  could  glory  so  appal  thee. 

With  his  burning  beams! 

Thine  was  once  the  highest  pinion 

In  the  midway  air; 
With  a  proud  and  sure  dondnioiit 

Thou  didst  upward  bear. 
Like  the  herald,  wing*d  with  rmhtntn^^ 

From  the  Olympian  throne, 
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£v«r  moanimg,  ever  brightenm^. 
Thou  wert  th«re  alane^ 

Wlirji?  the  pilUr'd  |ift»p«  of  beaTca 

G  litter  with  etumd  anowi, 
Wbnv  no  darkling  clouds  are  dnf«Pj 

Whem  no  founUJn  flow^— 
Tm  •bove  the  roHmg  thunder, 

Whpn  the  BU  fging  ttofm 
B«nt  it*  Kulphury  folih  asuQder^ 

We  beheld  thy  form. 

Ot  whAi  tmre  ami  hcatenly  brightneOT 

Flow*d  arourid  thy  phimeflt 
Af  k  eascadi?*»  foajity  whi(«nei« 

Light!  If  cAvem'ft  glcmrEU  1 
Wheeling  through  the  Ahadowj  oexiai, 

Idkc  a.  fihiipe  of  light, 
^'itli  nereae  and  |>lsicid  rnodoaj 

*niii3U  ivurt  tkziiiiig  blight. 

Pnttm  that  clondleH  tngion  stooprng^ 

DowDwtrd  thou  dUlHt  rus^h, 
Hoi  vrith  pitiion  fitint  aiid  drooping 

BqI  1^  leoipeflt*^  gu^< 
Up  aguu  tiQiktinted  feoaring, 

Thou  4ii^  fwree  the  clovid, 
Whtfj  the  wajring  wlnd«  wwc  nuring 

Fcttifkill^f  and  loud. 

Wb«>«  la  ttov^  that  tx;6lleas  lortging 

AJIer  higlier  thbg*  ! 
Ooni^  thcj  not,  like  vistons,  tbfonging 

On  tfadr  airy  winga  T 
Whf  dboQld  not  their  glow  *nchAnt  thes 

Upww^  to  their  bliM  1 
durHy  dwig^  can  nut  ilaurii  thed 

fiom  at  beAveu  hke  thiit  ? 

0ut  thou  tbmbefeiit ;  fiunt  and  ^uhering 

Hangs  tlij  ruffled  wring; 
Like  a  dove  in  winle'T  »hiverlngp 

Or  a  feebler  thLn^. 
Where  i*  tiow  thy  might  and  mo^im, 

Thj-  imptridl  flight  1 
Where  ia  now  thy  heartV  devotion  ! 

Where  Oij  »pirit"a  light? 

Hark  *  lua  ruiiling  plumttge  gathers 

Cloaer  to  hU  iido ; 
Cloae,  >a  when  the  ittornHblrd  weothort 

Oceania  hurrying  tide, 
Jtow  bU  nodding  beak  ia  atcndy — 

Wide  his  burning  eye— 
Now  hia  open  wing;*  are  ready, 

And  bi*  aim — bow  high  I 

Now  hi*  eurrw  hii  neck,  and  proudly 

Now  ti  irtretcb'd  for  flight — 
Hartl  hi*  win:p»— they  thunder  loudly, 

And  their  fla*h*-ho^  bHght ! 
Oti«rmrd — onwurd  over  mounUina, 

Through  the  rock  ftnd  it*>fra, 
Noiw,  like  aunaet  over  rount^ini», 

Fiit#  hia  glancing  foon. 

Glirimia  bird,  thy  dreatn  bw  left  tbM»^ 
Thou  ha«l  rrat^hM  thy  htavfn — 

T^iiifcfing  aluml^er  b«lb  not  roll  thea 
Of  the  gbfy  giimn* 


With  a  boldt  a  fcaftefsa  pinion, 

On  thy  atarry  road, 
Kone,  to  fiime'a  «aiprenie  dominkm^ 

Hi|^ti«r  ever  trode. 


NEW  ENGLAND, 

Hail  to  the  land  t;^ hereon  we  bead, 

Our  fondest  lioaet ; 
Thft  aepuJfhie  of  mig^hty  dcail. 
The  truest  heart*  that  ever  I'Wd, 
Who  aleep  on  Glory 'a  brighlKaE  |>ed, 

A  fearlea«  bc»£t: 
No  sUtg  is  here ;  our  onchajii'd  fret 
Walk  freely  as  the  Wftvca  that  bent 

Our  coast. 

Our  fathots  crosi^d  the  oecanV  wav« 

To  si^k  tliia  ahore ; 
Th^^y  left  behind  tJic  cnwarKl  alaro 
To  weUi^  in  hia  living  grave  ; 
Widi  heart*  unbent,  and  apirit*  bravev 

They  ateruly  lion? 
Bach  toiU  u  meaner  ^uls  had  queird  ; 
But  aoulji  like  thefia,  aueh  toiU  impcU'd 

To  soar* 

HaO  to  the  morn,  when  first  they  atotxl 

On  Bunker's  height. 
And*  fcarlc^t  utemtnM  the  invading  flood. 
And  wrolo  our  deare,*!  riKbU  in  blood. 
And  mowM  in  ranks  the  hireling  brood# 

In  defiperale  fighl! 
O,  'twaa  a  proud,  exulting  dny. 
For  e^cn  our  fullcn  fortuiies  \«y 

In  Ugbt, 

There  k  no  other  land  like  the*. 

No  dearer  shore; 
Thou  art  the  «Uelu^r  of  the  free; 
The  home*  ihe  port  of  Liberty, 
Thou  haal  been,  and  shalt  ever  be. 

Till  time  i»  o'er* 
Ere  I  forget  to  think  upon 
My  land,  ahall  mother  curse  the  Mill      . 

She  bore. 

Thou  art  the  firm,  unelmken  rock, 

On  whjL'h  we  rent; 
And,  rid [ig  from  tliy  haidy  stock. 
Thy  aons  tlie  tyraut'^  frown  shall  mock* 
And  slftvery^B  galling  chmJifi  unlock. 

And  free  the  oppteKsM; 
AIU  who  the  wreath  of  Freedom  twmo 
Beneath  ihe  shadow  of  Uieir  vine, 

Arc  bleiwM. 

W»  love  thy  rude  and  rocky  aboz«, 

And  here  we  etand— 
Let  fofctt^i  tmvics  banteri  oW, 
And  on  our  heads  their  fury  pour» 
And  peal  their  ennnou'e  loudeil  roar. 

And  fitrtrm  otir  land  j 
They  still  shnll  find  our  live*  are  fHven 
To  die  for  home  ;— ^and  leant  on  Heaven 

Our  hand. 


-J| 


/ 


230 


JAMES  O.  PBRCIYAL. 


MAY. 

I  FEEL  a  newer  life  in  eveiy  gale ; 

The  winds,  that  fan  the  flowen. 
And  with  their  welcome  breathings  fill  the  fail, 
Tell  of  serener  hours, — 
Of  hours  that  glide  unfelt  away 
Beneath  the  sky  of  May. 

The  spirit  of  the  gentle  south-wind  caUs 

From  his  blue  throne  of  air, 
And  where  his  whispering  voice  in  music  falls, 
Beauty  is  budding  there  *, 
The  bright  ones  of  the  valley  break 
Their  slumbers,  and  awake. 

The  waving  verdure  rolls  along  the  plain. 

And  the  wide  forest  weaves, 
To  welcome  back  its  playful  mates  again, 
A  canopy  of  leaves; 
And  from  its  darkening  shadow  floata 
A  gush  of  trembling  notes. 

Fairer  and  brighter  spreads  the  reign  of  May ; 

The  tresses  of  the  woods 
With  the  light  dallying  of  the  west-wind  play; 
And  the  full-brimming  floods, 
As  gladly  to  their  goal  they  run, 
Hail  the  returning  sun. 


TO  SENECA  LAKE. 

Ox  thy  fair  bosom,  silver  lake. 
The  wild  swan  spreads  his  snowy  sail, 

And  round  his  breast  the  ripples  break. 
As  down  he  bears  before  the  gale. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  waveless  stream, 

The  dipping  paddle  echoes  far. 
And  flashes  in  the  moonlight  gleam, 

And  bright  reflects  the  polar  star. 

The  waves  along  thy  pebbly  shore. 

As  blows  the  north-wind,  heave  their  foam, 

And  curl  around  the  dashing  oar. 
As  late  the  boatman  hies  him  home. 

How  sweet  at  set  of  sun,  to  view 
Thy  golden  mirror  spreading  wide. 

And  sec  the  mist  of  mantling  blue 

Float  round  the  distant  mountain's  side. 

At  midnight  hour,  as  shines  the  moon, 
A  sheet  of  silver  spreads  below. 

And  swift  she  cuts,  at  highest  noon, 

Light  clouds,  like  wreaths  of  purest  mow. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  silver  lake, 
O !  I  could  ever  sweep  the  oar, 

When  early  birds  at  morning  wake, 
And  evening  tells  us  toil  is  o*er. 


THE  LAST  DAYS  OP  AUTUMN. 

Now  the  growing  year  ia  over. 
And  the  shepherd's  tinkling  bell 

Faintly  from  its  winter  cover 
Rings  a  low  farewell : — 

Now  the  birds  of  Autumn  shiver. 

Where  the  wither'd  beech-leavei  quiver, 

0*er  the  dark  and  lazy  river, 
In  the  rocky  dell. 

Now  the  mist  is  on  the  mountain!, 

Reddening  in  the  rising  sun ; 
Now  the  flowers  around  the  fountaina 

Perish  one  by  one : — 
Not  a  spire  of  grass  is  growing. 
But  the  leaves  that  late  were  glowing^ 
Now  its  blighted  green  are  strowing 
With  a  mantle  dun. 

Now  the  torrent  brook  is  stealing 

Faintly  down  the  furrow'd  _ 
Not  as  when  in  winter  pealing. 

Such  a  din  is  made, 
That  the  sound  of  cataracts  fidling 
Gave  no  echo  so  appalling. 
As  its  hoarse  and  heavy  brawling 

In  the  pine*s  black  shade. 

Darkly  blue  the  mist  is  hovering 
Round  the  clified  rock's  bare  heigfat>^ 

All  the  bordering  mountains  covering 
With  a  dim,  uncertain  light :— • 

Now,  a  fresher  wind  prevailing. 

Wide  its  heavy  burden  sailing. 

Deepens  as  the  day  is  failing, 
Fast  the  gloom  of  night 

Slow  the  blood-stain'd  moon  is  riding 

Through  the  still  and  hazy  air, 
Like  a  sheeted  spectre  gliding 

In  a  torch's  glare : — 
Few  the  hours,  her  light  is  givei^^ 
Mingling  clouds  of  tempest  driven 
O'er  the  mourning  &ce  of  beavi 
All  is  blackness  there. 


THE  FLIGHT  OP  TIME. 

Fatittlt  flow,  thou  fUling  river, 

Like  a  dream  that  dies  away ; 
Down  to  ocean  gliding  ever, 

Keep  thy  cal|p  unruflled  way: 
Time  with  such  a  silent  motion. 

Floats  along,  on  wings  of  air. 
To  eternity's  dark  ocean. 

Burying  ail  its  treasures  then. 

Roses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither; 
Cheeks  are  bright,  then  fade  and  die; 

Shapes  of  light  are  wafted  hither- 
Then,  like  visions  hurry  by : 

Quick  as  clouds  at  evening  driven 
O'er  the  many-cokmr'd  west. 

Years  are  bearing  us  to  heaven, 
Home  of  happine«  and  lesL 


JAMES  O,  FERCIVAL. 


IT  IS  GREAT  FOR  OUR  COUNTRY 
TO  DIE, 

O !  rr  tt  gre«t  for  our  couutry  ta  dm,  whom  nuik* 

*f«  contending : 
Bei^t  ifl  the  wreaUi  of  <nu  fame ;  GIotj  awaiu 

Utoryf  tlial  ne^nr  U  dim,  iiiiaiiig  on  wilh  light 
never  endings 
Glory  (h*l  v&vei  atmU  faJc,  n^^cr,  O  1  never 
mwmy* 

O I  It  U  v\ve«ft  fi>r  otir  country  to  dje-^how  bo^j 

Warrior  joutti  on  his  bkr,  wet  hj  iks  temm  of 

hi]  loTe^ 
W«t  bj  «L  Ennthef's  warm  tears ;  th^y  crown  him 

«idi  garlandt  of  ros6», 
Weep*  and  then  joyously  t\xmt  bright  where  he 

tiiajnphfl  abore* 

K<4  to  the  ^aded  *hall  the  youth  deacend,  who 
for  e^irmtry  hath  pcri*h'd ; 
lltiK  ftwiy£!»  him   m   heaven,  welcome*  him 
tliiftt  with  h«r  imik  ; 
TlitripT  at  th«  lian^iuel  divlnje,  the  patriot  rpirit  ie 
eh^rinhM ; 
Cf«di  \iyr9  the  yenjng,  who  4fle«^  f^ure  from 
tlia  fimeiml  pile* 

K<A  In  Elyidftn  fields,  by  the  still,  ohliv ions  rtf «r ; 

Not  to  the  bl^  of  the  blcaaM,  oTer  the  blue, 

Bttt  on  Olympian  hetghiA,  ehatl  dn^tl  the  deroted 

Therr  ihdl  aMetnble  the  good,  there  the  wiWj 

Taliant^  and  htt, 

0 1  then,  how  grenit  for  our  country  to  die,  u)  th« 
finont  rank  to  f»Fri»h« 
Firm  with  our  breast  to  the  foe,  Victory V  shout 
b  our  e*x : 
Long  th^y  our  itatae*  ahall  crown,  in  »onga  our 
memory  cherish  i 
We  ihall  look  forth  from  our  he*veii^  plettMd 
the  «weet  auuk  to  hear. 


EXTRACT  FROM  PROMBTHEUS. 

Ovm  thau!z:htA  >r«  boundleiai  though  our  franie< 
art  fniil,  % 

Our  «Mib  immfl^al,  though  our  limbi  decay; 
Though  daden'd  in  thi*  poor  life  by  a  veil 

Of  fuflering,  dyiug  ra^tter^  we  ihull  play 

III  tniLh*!  eternal  innbeam<i ;  on  the  vvay 
Tiji  hj!»vcfj*i  hj^  rapilol  our  care  tihnM  roll ; 

The  temple  of  tlic  Power  whom  all  olwy, 
Tliiil  i*  the  mark  we  lend  \*y,  for  tJie  ftoul 
Can  lake  no  tower  flight,  ftnd  ieek  no  meaner  gOaL 


I  feel  it— thodgli  the  iUl  W  W«ik,  I  fed 
The  ffpint  biis  ltd  energlea  untamed 

By  all  itd  Eital  w^ndenngs;  time  m»y  heal 

The  wounds  which  it  hu  ffuflerM;  fdlly  cjnim'd 
Too  large  a  portion  of  i^  youth;  asbamed 

Of  thoao  low  pieafiurM,  it  would  knp  *uti  fly. 
And  soar  on  wbigt  (jf  lightnirigp  like  the  fumed 

Elijah,  when  the  churiot^  rushing  by, 

Bore  him  with  steed*  of  fire  triumphant  to  the  aky* 

We  am  a#  bnrk»  afloat  upon  the  Bff». 

HeLm1es0  and  oarlee^  when  the  light  htn*  fled, 
The  spifit,  who^c  strong  influence  can  fuv 

The  drowMy  bouL  that  slumbers  in  the  dead 

Cold  night  of  mortal  darkne^ ;  firom  the  bed 
Of  iloth  he  Fouaea  at  hei  sacred  ciilli 

And,  kindling  in  the  bJoie  around  him  shed, 
Rend»  with  i$trong  eJTort  Bb*9  debiusing  thrall, 
And  givee  to  Goo  his  fltrcngth^  his  heart,  hi«  mind, 

hinall, 
Ouf  home  is  not  on  earth ;  althoug^h  we  sleep. 

And  eink  in  seeming  death  a  while,  yet,  (lien, 
The  awakening  voice  epeaks  loudly,  and  W(i  leap 

To  life,  and  energy,  and  lights  again ; 

We  cannot  slumber  alway*  in  tlve  den 
Of  senae  and  ftelflibnesfi;  the  day  will  breaks 

Ere  we  foreviT  leave  the  baunte  of  men ; 
Even  at  the  parting  hour  the  «oul  will  wake, 
Nor^  like  a  «en£ele«d  brute^  ita  unknown  journey 

take. 
How  awful  is  that  hour,  when  con  science  sllngn 

The  hoary  wretch,  who,  on  his  death-bed  heari, 
Deep  in  hit  snul,  the  thundering^  voice  that  rings, 

In  one  dark,  damning  moment,  crimes  of  year* 
And,  screaming  like  &  Tulture  in  his  ejirs, 
Teih,  one  by  one,  hU  thoughts  and  dee^ls  of  shame  i 

How  wild  the  fury  of  his  aoul  catectii ! 
His  swart  eye  flashefi  with  intcnaest  flame. 
And  bka  tlie  torturous  rack  the  wreatling  of  hw 
frame. 


HOME. 


Mr  pla^e  is  in  the  i^uiet  vale, 

The  chosen  haunt  of  drnple  thought ; 
I  aeek  not  Fortune'*  flattering  gale, 

I  better  love  the  peaceful  lot 

I  leave  the  world  of  noise  and  show, 
To  wander  by  my  native  brook  ; 

I  aak,  in  bfe*s  nnrufiled  flow. 

No  trcMure  but  my  friend  and  hook. 

The»e  better  suit  the  tranquil  honw*» 
Where  the  clear  writer  muniiun  lij^t 

And  if  I  wiih  a  while  to  roam, 
I  have  an  ocean  in  the  sky* 

Fancy  can  chnrm  and  feeling  l^IeMt 

with  sweeter  hour^  thtin  (oBhlm  knowi 

There  i*  no  calmer  quietness 

Th^n  home  around  the  bosom  Ihrowa, 
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Samuel  Griswold  Gtoodbich  U  a  native  of 
Ridgeficld,  on  the  western  border  of  Connecticat, 
and  was  bom  about  the  year  1796.  His  father 
was  a  respectable  clergyman,  distinguished  for  his 
simplicity  of  character,  strong  common  sense,  and 
eloquence.  Our  author  was  educated  in  the  com- 
mon schools  of  his  native  town,  and  soon  after 
he  was  twenty-one  years  old,  engaged  in  the 
business  of  publishing,  in  Hartford,  where  he 
resided  for  several  years.  In  1824,  being  in  ill 
health,  ho  visited  Europe,  and  travelled  over  Eng- 
land, Franco,  Germany,  and  Holland,  devoting 
his  attention  particularly  to  the  institutions  for 
education ;  and  on  his  return,  having  determined 
to  attiMupt  an  improvement  in  books  for  the  young, 
established  himself  in  Boston,  and  commenced 
the  trade  of  authorship.  Since  that  time  he  has 
produced  from  twenty  to  thirty  volumes,  under 
the  sif^nature  of  "Peter  Parley,"  which  have 
passed  through  a  great  number  of  editions  in  this 
country  and  in  England,  and  been  translated  into 
several  foreign  languages.  Of  some  of  these 
works  more  than  fifty  thousand  copies  are  circu- 
lated annually.  In  1824  Mr.  Goodbich  com- 
menced "  The  Token,"  an  annuary,  of  which  he 
was  the  editor  for  fourteen  years.     In  this  aeries 


he  puUished  moat  of  the  poems  of  whidi  he  li 
known  to  be  the  author.  They  were  all  writl«a 
while  he  was  actively  engaged  in  bosincM.  Hm 
"Fireside  Education"  was  oompoaed  in  nxty 
days,  while  he  was  discharging  hit  duties  es  a 
member  of  the  Massachusetts  Senate,  and  super- 
intending his  publishing  establishment;  and  his 
numerous  other  prose  works  weie  prodnoed  with 
equal  rapidity.  In  1837  he  published  «The  Oni- 
cast,and  Other  Poems;"  in  1641  "Sketches  froot 
a  Student's  Window,"  and  in  1853  an  edition  of 
his  **  Poems"  with  pictorial  illustrations. 

Under  President  Fillxobi's  administration  Mr. 
Goodrich  was  American  consul  for  Paris^  and  ha 
continues  his  residence  in  that  dty. 

Mr.  Goodrich  has  been  a  hberal  patron  of 
American  authors  and  aitists ;  and  it  is  question- 
able whether  any  other  person  has  done  as  much 
to  improve  the  style  of  the  book  manqfiictqie,  or  to 
promote  the  arts  of  engraving.  It  is  betiercd  that 
he  has  put  in  circulation  more  than  two  millions 
of  volumes  of  his  own  productions ;  all  of  which 
inculcate  pure  morality,  and  cheerful  views  of  lifai 
His  style  is  simple  and  unaifected;  the  flow  of 
his  verse  melodious;  and  his  subjects  generally 
such  as  he  is  capable  of  treatiiig  most  sncoeasfuUj. 


!      BIRTHNIGHT  OF  THE  HUMMING-BIRDS. 


I'll  tell  you  a  fairy  tale  that's  new — 
How  the  merry  elves  o'er  the  ocean  flew, 
From  the  Emerald  isle  to  this  far-off  shore. 
As  they  were  wont  in  the  days  of  yore— 
And  play'd  their  pranks  one  moonlit  night. 
Where  the  zephyrs  alone  could  see  the  sight. 


Ere  the  old  world  yet  had  found  the  new. 
The  fairies  oft  in  their  frolics  flew. 
To  the  fragrant  isles  of  the  Carribee— 
Brip^ht  bosom-gems  of  a  golden  sea. 
Too  dark  was  the  film  of  the  Indian's  eye, 
These  gossamer  sprites  to  suspect  or  spy,— 
So  they  danced  mid  the  spicy  groves  unseen, 
And  gay  were  their  gambolings,  I  ween ; 
For  the  fairies,  like  other  discreet  little  elves, 
Are  freest  and  fondest  when  all  by  themselves. 
No  thought  had  they  that  in  after  time 
The  muse  would  echo  their  deeds  in  rhyme ; 
So,  gayly  doffing  light  stocking  and  shoe. 
They  tripp*d  o'er  the  meailow  all  dappled  in  dew. 
I  could  tell,  if  I  would,  some  right  merry  tales 
Of  unslippcr*d  fairies  that  danced  in  the  vales — 
W2 


But  the  lovers  of  scandal  I  leave  fai  die  lorch^ 
And,  besides,  these  elves  don't  bekmg  to  the  chafcL 
If  they  danced — ^be  it  known— 'twas  not  in  the 

clime 
Of  your  Mathers  and  HooKxms,  where  langhtg 

was  crime ; 
Where  sentinel  virtue  kept  guard  oW  the  lip. 
Though  witchcraft  stole  into  the  heart  bj  a  dip ! 
O,  no !  'twas  the  land  of  the  firuit  and  the  flowci^- 
Where  summer  and  spring  both  dwdt  in  one 

bower — 
Where  one  hung  the  citron,  all  ripe  horn  tilt 

bough, 
And  the  other  with  blossoms  encircled  its  brow^^ 
Where  the  mountains  embosom'd  rich  tissoea  of 

gold, 
And  the  rivers  o'er  rubies  and  emenUs  foU'd. 
It  was  there,  where  the  seasons  came  only  to  bleai^ 
And  the  fashions  of  Eden  still  linger'd,  in  dieas^ 
That  these  gay  little  fiuries  were  wont,  aa  I  asj. 
To  steal  in  their  merriest  gambols  away. 
But,  dropping  the  curtain  o*er  frolic  and  fhup 
Too  good  to  be  told,  or  too  bad  to  be  done, 
I  give  you  a  legend  from  Fane's  own  sketch. 
Though  I  warn  you  he's  given  to  fiWring    tha 

wretch! 
But  I  learn  by  the  legends  of  breotts  and  hroak% 
'T  is  as  true  as  the  fairy  tales  told  in  the  T 


SAMUEL  G,  GOO0HICH, 


233 


Otttf  Qt^t  when  the  moon  »liijne  ^r  on  tht^  tniim, 
i  ypmu  were  gathesr'd  *t wii  t  Derry  and  Spam, 
Aibl  tightlf  «mb«f  kmg  from  Enn's  bold  cliff», 
fWy  idid  oVr  ihe  wave  m  their  mooixbeaixi  akii&. 
A  rav  for  «  nidd«(r — a  thought  fo(r  a  giuI, 
Barif^*  **ifl  wi*  cath  bark  as  tlic  wing  of  the  gale, 
Y«i  kw^  won*  the  ta]*,  shouy  I  Uriger  ta  laj 
~  id  iniEc  eiiliTen'd  the  way ; 

Olfted  with  bubble*  thai  d«nc^  on  the 


Or  QilfttM  to  mcrmmdft  that  sani^  horn  the  cave; 
Or  >lii  vith  the  moouheami  down  deep  to  the  giove 
Of  odn4  "^  «r!ieT«i  muU«t  aad  gold-fi«ih  rovo  ;" 

in  long  vistas  of  silence  and  fleep, 
I  if  mocking  the  de«th  of  thu  deep : 
B«ir  ofl,  wh^iffl  the  wiec^k  ta^  ecattcr'd  and  torn, 
They  i*«p*d  in  the  skull — now  ghaatly  and  lorn ; 
Olrd^e^BBklwiii!  rc»cka,i{utiied  the  goggling  shiLrkp 

rd    at   the   He»-wolf— «o   Boleinn  and 

ing  to  think  that  ihe  earth  and  the  eea 
but  for  fairies — ^for  ^mboL  aod  glee  I 
tliat  at  l^x  they  cmae  to  the  Ukp 
nbOtinUght  and  fm^ance  were  rivmle  the 


K«t  Jit  biii  dtow  Tesseli  from  PoJob  been  here, 
To  tttm  tbe  fadflii  gieiii  to  th«  blood-^mins^led  tear. 
0«  no  t  itill  bfisdai  and  peaceful  the  tand, 
And  tJie  meny  eUt%  flew  from  the  aea  to  the  etianiL 
ftt:%(  happy  %nd  joyoujfiieemM  now  the  briglit  crew, 
Jb  ihej  tripp'd  mid  Ihe  orange  gfoves  Harbin g  in 

For  Ihif  were  to  h&U  a  revel  that  night, 

A  97f  facj  ballt  and  each  to  be  dight 

In  tiie  gem  or  the  flower  that  fanrj  might  chooee 

Frum  mountain  or  vaU,  for  ita  fnigrance  or  hue4< 


AwKj  aped  the  maskent  like  arrcrwa  of  light* 
To  father  their  giear  for  the  revel  bright. 
To  th*  d43itling  peakj  of  fer-off  Pern, 
la  emnfona  ipc«d  soroe  iportive  flew^ 
And  deep  tn  the  minet  or  mid  gl^iem  on  high* 
For  ruby  and  napphire  cearehed  heedful  and  alj* 
W^^  diamond*  rare  that  irleam  in  the  bed 
Of  Bnuilian  atreamA,  some  merrily  «p«i, 
IMiile  ot^^ers  for  topox  and  emerald  tlmy. 
Mid  the  eradle  dtfl*  of  the  Paraguay. 
Aa  tbaae  are  gathering  the  Turei>t  of  gema, 
Otli^n  m  plueUng-  the  rarest  of  stenis. 
Thej  ranc:*  wild  della  wheie  the  zephyr  alone 
To  the  btuahing  bloa»omft  before  wa*  known ; 
Tluvugli  fbievta  they  fly,  whose  branches  ue  hung 
By  cif*epmg  pkntJ^  with  fair  flowereta  strange- 
Whene  templni  of  nature  with  archer  of  bloom, 
Are  lil  by  the  moonlight,  and  faint  with  perfume. 
They  May  where  the  mangroTc  and  clemalia  twine, 
WlMsre  vaalia  and  laurel  m  rivalry  shine ; 
WW*«,  tall  ai  the  oak,  the  pa«ion-tree  glowf , 
AoJ  jacniJIie  U  blent  with  rhodora  and  rose. 
O'et  Hf^miifig  savanna*  and  mcadown  of  tight, 
MiA  reariiinn  uf  RUmmer  ihi'V  ffwwp  in  their  flight. 
And  gathering  the  faireat  they  spued  la  their  bower, 
£idi  otiii  with  lii«  Gtvourile  brilliant  or  flowc^^ 


The  hour  b  come,  and  the  fairici  are  eeen 
In  their  plunJer  array 'd  on  the  moonlit  green. 
The  music  is  brcathcd^'t  ia  a  soft  tone  of  p|ei44tire. 
And  the  light  giddy  throng  whirl  into  the  meaiur©. 
'T  wa*  a  joy oti<i  dance,  and  the  dre«es  went  bright 
Such  as  never  were  known  Ull  thai  fiuiK^Oa  ntflltf 
For  the  gemA  and  the  flowers  that  shone  lu  the  ieeni^ 
O'ermatch^d  the  regalia  of  princ<'!K*  and  qucyf  n* 
No  gaudy  slave  to  a  fmr  ont^'a  brow 
Wb«  the  ro«ie,  or  the  Tul*y,  or  emcrnld  now; 
But  lighted  with  souls  by  llie  play  fid  elverf. 
The  bnllnuits  and  blo«om»  a«em*d  dancing  ihem^i 

aelve«. 

rt. 
Of  all  that  did  chance,  'twere  a  long  tale  to  tefli 
Of  tlie  dr^sea  and  waltzes,  and  who  wa»  Uie  belle  i 
But  e^ch  wem  bo  happy,  and  all  were  ao  ftdr. 
That  night  stoUs  away  and  the  dawn  caught  them 

there! 
Such  a  scampering  never  before  waa  w^n 
As  the  fairies'  flight  on  that  Uland  green* 
They  mshM  to  the  bay  with  twinkling  feet, 
But  vain  waa  their  hftfitej  for  the  fnoor>Ugbl  fleet 
Had  passed  with  the  dawn»  ftrid  nev<;f  ngiiin 
Were  ihooc  fmries  permitted  to  traverae  the  matng— ' 
Byt  mid  the  gfovea,  when  the  snn  wan  high, 
The  Indian  marked  with  a  worshipping  eyo 
The  huniming-hirda,  all  unknown  bi'fore, 
Glaneiog  like  thought*  from  flower  to  flawer, 
And  Beeraing  as  if  earth'*  loveliest  tbinga, 
The  hrillianta  and  blottsomn,  hail  taken  winga  z — 
And  Ciney  hath  whispered  in  nnmber^  lij^ht. 
That  these  arn?  the  fairiea  who  danced  that  night. 
And  linger  yet  in  the  garb  they  wore, 
Content  in  our  diiue,  and  more  ble^t  than  beCiral 


II 


THE  RIVER. 

O,  rati,  me,  pretty  river  f 
Whenee  do  thy  waters  flowl 

And  whither  art  thoo  roaming, 
So  penaive  and  so  «low  1 

"  My  birthplace  wa^  the  mountaui. 
My  nurse,  the  April  showera  ; 

My  cradle  waa  a  fountoin, 
O'crturtain'd  by  wild  flowen. 

"  One  mom  I  ran  away, 

A  maikap,  hoyden  rilW 

And  m^ny  a  pmnk  that  day 

r  play'd  adown  the  hill  t 

**  And  then,  mid  meadowy  banki, 
I  flirted  with  the  flowers, 

That  fltwipM,  with  glowing  lip*. 
To  woo  me  to  their  bower*. 

"  Out  thrw  bright  scenes  are  oVr, 
And  darkly  (lows  my  wave^^ 

I  heai-  the  oeean'a  roar, 

And  there  must  be  my  gra^et** 
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THE  LEAF. 

It  came  with  spring's  soft  san  and  showeri^ 
Mid  bursting  buds  and  blushing  floweis; 
It  flourished  on  the  same  light  stem. 
It  drank  the  same  clear  dews  with  thezn. 
The  crimson  tints  of  summer  mom. 
That  gilded  one,  did  each  adorn. 
The  breeze,  that  whisper'd  light  and  brief 
To  bud  or  blossom,  kissM  the  leaf; 
Wlicn  o*er  the  leaf  the  tempest  flew, 
The  bud  and  blossom  trembled  too. 
'  But  its  companions  passM  away, 
And  left  the  leaf  to  lone  decay. 
The  gentle  gales  of  spring  went  by, 
The  fruits  and  flowers  of  summer  die. 
The  autumn  winds  swept  o'er  the  hill, 
And  winter's  breath  came  cold  and  chilL 
The  leaf  now  yielded  to  the  blast, 
And  on  the  rushing  stream  was  cast 
Far,  far  it  glided  to  the  sea, 
And  whirl'd  and  eddied  wearily,   * 
Till  suddenly  it  sank  to  rest. 
And  slumber'd  in  the  ocean's  breast. 

Thus  life  beg^s — ^its  morning  hours, 
Bright  as  the  birth-day  of  the  flowers ; 
Thus  passes  like  the  leaves  away, 
As  wither'd  and  as  lost  as  they. 
Beneath  the  parent  roof  we  meet 
In  joyous  groups,  and  gayly  greet 
The  golden  beams  of  love  and  light. 
That  kindle  to  the  youthful  sight. 
But  soon  we  part,  and  one  by  one. 
Like  leaves  and  flowers,  the  group  is  gone. 
One  gentle  spirit  seeks  the  tomb. 
His  brow  yet  fresh  with  childhood's  bloom. 
Another  treads  the  paths  of  fame, 
..\nd  l)arters  peace  to  win  a  name. 
Another  still  tempts  fortune's  wave. 
And  seeking  wealth,  secures  a  grave. 
The  last  grasps  yet  the  brittle  thread — 
Though  friends  are  gone  and  joy  is  dead. 
Still  dares  the  dark  and  fretful  tide. 
And  clutches  at  its  power  and  pride. 
Till  suddenly  the  waters  sever. 
And,  like  the  leaf^  he  sinks  forever. 


LAKE  SUPERIOR. 

«*  Father  of  Lakes  !"  thy  waters  bend 
Beyond  the  eagle's  utmost  view, 

When,  throned  in  heaven,  he  sees  thee  send 
Back  to  the  sky  its  world  of  blue. 

Boundless  and  deep,  the  forests  weave 
Their  twilight  shade  thy  borders  o'er, 

And  threatening  clifln,  like  giants,  heave 
Their  rugged  forms  along  thy  shore. 

Pale  Silence,  mid  thy  hollow  caves. 
With  listening  car,  in  sadness  broods ; 


Or  startled  Echo,  o'er  thj  wmvM, 
Sends  the  boene  woU^ootee  of  th j  woodi. 

Nor  can  the  lig^t  canoei^  that  giida 
Acroti  thy  bnttst  like  thfaigs  of  sir, 

Chase  from  thy  lone  and  levd  tide 
The  qfiell  of  etiUneaa  leigniBg  then. 


Tet  round  thia  waste  of  wood  and  mvn. 

Unheard,  unseen,  a  spirit  lives, 
That,  breathing  o'er  eadi  rock  and  cvi% 

To  all  a  wild,  strange  aspect  gives. 

The  thunder-riven  oak,  that  flings 

Its  grisly  arms  athwart  the  sky, 
A  sudden,  startling  image  brings 

To  the  lone  traveller's  kindled  eye. 

The  gnari'd  and  braided  boaglis,  &el  shour 
Their  dim  forms  in  the  forest  sbade^ 

Like  wrestling  serpents  seem,  and  throw 
Fantastic  horrors  through  the  glade. 

The  very  echoes  round  this  shore 

Have  caught  a  strange  and  gibbering  tone; 
For  they  have  told  the  war-whOop  o'er. 

Till  the  wild  chorus  is  their  own. 

Wave  of  the  wilderness,  adieu ! 

Adieu,  ye  rocks,  ye  wilds  and  woods ! 
Roll  on,  thou  element  of  bine. 

And  All  these  awful  solitudes ! 


Thou  hast  no  tale  to  tell  of 
God  is  thy  theme.    1  e  sounding 

Whisper  of  Him,  whose  mighty  plan 
Deems  as  a  bubble  all  your  waves  I 


THE  SPORTIVE  SYLPHS. 

The  sportive  sylphs  that  couse  the  air. 
Unseen  on  wings  that  twili{^t  weevci^ 

Around  the  opening  rose  repair, 
And  breathe  sweet  incense  o'er  its  levroL 

With  sparkling  cups  of  bubbles  made. 
They  catch  the  ruddy  beams  of  d^. 

And  steal  the  rainbow's  sweetest  disde^ 
Their  Uusliing  favourite  to  airaj. 

They  gather  gems  with  sunbeams  bright^ 
From  floating  clouds  and  &lling  showcn; 

They  rob  Aurora's  locks  of  light 
To  grace  their  own  fair  queen  of  floweni 

Thus,  thus  adorned,  -the  speaking  rose 

Bccames  a  token  fit  to  tell 
Of  things  that  words  can  ne'er  disclose^ 

And  naught  but  this  reveal  so  welL 

Then,  take  my  flower,  and  let  its  leaves 
Beside  thy  heart  be  cherish'd  neaSr, 

While  that  confiding  heart  receives 
The  thought  it  whispen  to  thine  eer. 


ISAAC  CLASOK. 


18«m>i1^<.iUTni.    Pii*«,ll9«,l 


b4fcC  CiAiosr  wrote  Ihe  Seventwiiith  iitid  Ei^lit^ 
BAh  CuilQ*  of  Don  Juan — a  {.'onLiiiuiitLon  of  tb« 
«mof  Lofd  BtHOs— pyUUihod  in  \&2b,  I  have 
ttgl  b««a  Able  to  kwn  nisny  particulars  of  h]«  UiO' 
,  H«  waj  bom  m  the  city  of  New  York, 
M«  Oilier  wa*  a  ctUtingtiijihc-t]  rniMf  hunti 
^nduiiUtd  ^  Cotumbia  College  m  ISIX  He 
1  <oTvsid€mb]e  (bminet  bul  in  ilie  ptir- 
M&t  <if  ptetvim;  hit  spent  it  all,  and  miicK  besides* 
npaival  from  his  rektiTc«.  He  wu  in  turn  a.  gay 
fvntf  In  London  ^nJ  Fiul^  a  writer  for  ttiG  publio 
fta  aelor  in  the  thealjfcar  arul  il  private 


NAPOLEON.' 
1  hm  no  taiul  «o  well  lu  tbU  of  Fnnce-^ 

IaIUI  of    NjFOCEOTf  and  ClIAIlLEXAO^fit 

ficnowik'd  for  Tijoqr,  wom^'i).  wit,  and  dlance^ 

Tor  Tvy  Biaigundy,  and  brighi  Cbampa^e, 
WlkOH  only  word  in  battle  waj^  Adtmnc« ; 

Willie  tiut  grand  gemus,  wbo  leemM  bom  tomgn, 
'  than  Aj(j(o.v'ft  mn,  wbo  bi^tufted  birlb 
i  tiAAfenf  and  apum'd  ail  bods  of  earth ; 

Qtiti0t  duui  h^  who  wor«  bis  buskin  b  high, 
A  Vtu  r«  arm^d,  impesi'd  wpon  hii  ie<d ; 

Whi]  vmiKt  lit  poorC4tr«t?»3fi*'«  prophwy^ 
Nof  Cear^d  the  Blroke  he  soon  wan  d  oom'd  lo  feel ; 

Who  on  the  \d^  of  March  breath'd  hii  last  aigh« 
Aa  BaiTTVf  p!i3ck*d  away  hi*  *<  cursed  rtoel," 

£xekimm^«  ti  he  expired,  -'Et  tu,  BittiTK/' 

But  BatTir^  thought  he  onlj  did  bis  duty  ; 

CwatET  ihan  he,  who,  at  nino  yeafs  of  ago, 
On  Carthage^  altar  swoiv  eternal  hate ; 

Wh*!,  with  a  ranooof  time  could  ne'er  oiisaafei, 
With  f<*rUnjts  rio  reverw  could  mwkrate. 

With  talents  ffneb  as  lew  would  dare  engn|;i&. 
With  hoprs  that  no  nil^ffiftune  could  abato« 

Died  like  bis  rivals  Iwtb  with  broken  b*^rtA, — 

Stich  was  tb«if  falc^  and  inch  was  Bo?f  AFJLaTa'i* 

N  tro^vov  BaTTAFAaTa  I  thy  name  nbalj  live 
Till  timeV  last  eeho  shall  have  c«ased  to  iOUnd; 

And  if  eternity's  i^onfmn  eati  give 

To  epaec  rtTerbcralion,  round  and  round 

Tils?  Kphenpi  of  heaven^  the  lontp,  deep  cry  of  "Vit^e 
Ni«ii.aoirr*  in  tbondens  thall  rebound; 

iTie  li«H!ning'rf  Hwih  nball  blaze  Lhy  name  on  high, 

Honiirh  of  earth  now  meteor  of  Ibe  nky  I 

"Whaf  dion^tfi  on  8l  H^lt^na^s  rocky  shore 
Ttiy  hpad  be  pLllovvM,  and  thy  form  eutomb'd. 

Perhaps  that  wan*  the  child  thou  didi^t  oiiore, 
Fired  with  a  father's  hme,  owy  yet  be  doom'd 
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*  Wrom  ihi  fi«Teui»atb  C^ntn  of  Don  Jam, 


tutor,  A  myiitprj  hangs  over  his  dosing  ycafi. 
It  has  been  stated  that  be  was  found  dead  iu  an 
obseune  lodging-house  in  London,  uvidvr  circuin- 
,slan<!««  that  1^  to  a  belief  that  lie  coinmitud  saU 
dde^  about  Iho  year  1830. 

Besides  hia  continuation  of  Don  Juan,  be  wrote 
but  little  poetry.  The  two  CiJJtos  which  h^  IcA 
under  that  tide,  h^ve  much  of  the  »pin[  anil  feej- 
iiij^^  in  thought  and  diction ,  which  eharati!|j?rijM?  tho 
work  of  B  T  Hox.  Hf$  was  a  man  of  attroctive  man- 
ncra  and  brilliant  conversation.  Hi«  fklo  la  ua 
unfa^ourablo  commentary  on  hm  chara^r. 


To  cjueh  tho  bigot  Bocrano^i,  and  rector* 

Thy  mouldering  ashes  ere  they  be  conRumfv) ; 
Perhaps  may  run  the  course  thyself  didst  run» 
And  tight  the  world,  as  comets  light  the  eun. 

*'Ehi  better  thou  art  gone:  'twere  sad  to  eeCp 
■  Beneath  an  '*imlwcile'i  impotent  rciiniH," 
Thino  own  unvanquish*d  legions  doom'd  to  be 

Qurvod  instrtunenta  of  vengeance  on  poor  Spain, 
Thai  land,  so  glorious  once  in  chivalry. 

Now  snnk  iu  slavery  and  sbarue  agjiin ; 
To  SCO  the  imperial  guards  thy  daunikM  tmnd^ 
Made  tools  for  auch  a  wretch  as  FiaittlTAsj>« 

Farewell,  N^p«Laos  I  thine  hour  is  past; 

No  more  earth  tremblea  at  thy  dreoded  name; 
But  Fiance^  unhappy  France*  shall  Iohr  contntst 

Thy  deeds  with  those  of  worthk#s  D' A  si  ooiJL£:v  e. 
Ye  gotls  I  how  long  shall  slavery *a  thraldom  ld:*tl 

Will  France  alone  remain  forever  ta^iEie  ? 
Bay,  will  no  W^iLicn,  will  no  Wasiusotom- 
Scourge  from  thy  soil  the  infamous  Boiriiao^t 

T«  Freedom  dead  1     U  Niao*s  reicin  rentor^d  1 
Frenchmen!  remember  Jena,  Aa*terliti: 

TTie  first,  which  made  thy  emperor  the  lord 
Of  Pruflsia,  and  which  almost  threw  in  fit9 

(rrfof  Fain  RaiCK  Wiluah  ;hewhOtat  the  board. 
Took  all  the  Pruaalan  uni£:inn  to  btt^ ; 

FaaE>£Aica,  the  king  of  regimental  tailors. 

At  Hruso^  Lowa,  the  very  prince  %>f  jailors. 

Fare  well,  Nai»oi.w>x  !  couldst  thou  have  died 
The  coward  scorpion's  death,  afmid,  ashamed 

To  meet  adveTTsity^s  advancing  tide, 

The  weak  hod  praised  tbeo^  hut  the  wise  had 
bkmed  ^ 

But  no!  though  torn  from  country,  child,  and  bride 
With  spirit  unsubdued^  with  soul  untarncfl, 

Great  in  miafoTtune,  as  in  glory  high. 

Thou  dnredst  to  live  through  life*i  worst  agony, 

Pity,  for  thee,  sbali  weep  her  fountain*  dry, 
Mercy,  for  thee,  shall  bankrupt  all  licr  stoTo ; 

Valour  shall  pluck  a  garUnd  (h^m  on  hish, 

And  Honour  twine  the  wreath  thy  temples  oVr  | 
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Beauty  shall  beckon  to  thee  from  the  aky, 

And  smiling  seraphs  open  wide  heaven's  door; 
Around  thy  head  the  brightest  stars  shall  mieet. 
And  rolling  suns  play  sportive  at  thy  feet 

Farewell,  Napolxon  !  a  long  farewell, 

A  stranger's  tongue,  alas !  must  hymn  thy  worth; 

No  craven  Gaul  dares  wake  his  harp  to  tell, 
Or  sound  in  song  the  spot  that  gave  thee  birth. 

No  more  thy  name,  that,  with  its  magic  spell, 
Aroused  the  slumbering  nations  of  the  earth, 

Echoes  around  thy  land ;  *i  is  past — at  length 

Franco  sinks  beneath  the  sway  of  Charlxs  the 
Tenth. 


JEALOtJSY. 

He  who  has  seen  the  red-fork'd  lightnings  flash 
From  out  some  black  and  tempe8t>gather'd  cloud, 

And  heard  the  thunder's  simultaneous  crash. 
Bursting  in  peals,  terrifically  loud ; 

He  who  has  mark'd  the  maddcn'd  ocean  dash 
(Robed  in  its  snow-white  foam  as  in  a  shroud) 

ItA  ^iant  billows  on  the  groaning  shore. 

While  death  scem'd  echo'd  in  the  deafening  roar; 

He  who  has  seen  the  wild  tornado  sweep 
(Its  path  destruction,  and  its  progress  death) 

Tlie  silent  bosom  of  the  smiling  deep 

With  the  black  besom  of  its  boistercos  breath. 

Waking  to  strife  the  slumbering  waves,  that  leap 
In  buttling  surges  from  their  beds  beneath. 

Yawning  and  swelling  from  their  liquid  caves. 

Like  buried  g^ts  from  their  restless  graves: — 

He  who  has  gazed  on  sights  and  scenes  like  these. 
Hath  look'd  on  nature  in  her  maddest  mood ; 

But  nature's  warfare  passes  by  degrees, — 
The  thunder's  voice  is  hush'd,  however  rude. 

The  dying  winds  unclasp  the  raging  seas. 

The  scowling  sky  throws  back  her  cloud-capt 
hood, 

The  infant  lightnings  to  their  cradles  creep. 

And  the  gaunt  earthquake  rocks  herself  to  sleep. 

But  there  are  storms,  whose  lightnings  never  glare, 
Tempests,  whose  thunders  never  cease  to  roll — 

The  storms  of  love,  when  madden'd  to  despair, 
Tiie  furious  tempests  of  the  jealous  soul. 

That  kumsin  of  the  heart,  which  few  can  bear, 
Which  owns  no  limit,  and  which  knows  no  goal. 

Whose  blast  leaves  joy  a  tomb,  and  hope  a  speck. 

Reason  a  blank,  and  happiness  a  wreck. 


EARLY  LOVE. 

The  fond  caress  of  beauty,  0,  that  glow! 

The  first  warm  glow  that  mantles  round  the  heart 
Of  boyhood !  when  all 's  now — the  first  dear  vow 

He  <^ver  breathed — the  tear-drops  that  first  start, 
Pure  from  the  unpractised  eye — the  overflow 

Of  w;ik(in'd  passions,  that  but  now  impart 
A  hope,  a  wish,  a  feelinsf  yet  unfrlt. 
Thai  mould  to  madness,  or  in  mildness  melt. 


Ah !  Where's  thfl  youth  whose  itoie  heart  ne'erknev 
The  fires  of  joy,  that  hunt  through  evay  van, 

That  bum  forever  bright,  forerer  neir. 
As  passion  rises  o'er  and  o'er  again? 

That,  like  the  phoBniz,  die  bat  to. renew — 
Beat  in  the  heart,  and  throb  upon  the  bnun— 

Self-kindling,  quendiless  as  the  eternal  flame 

That  sporto  in  Etna's  baae.    But  I 'm  to  bUma 

Ignobly  thns  to  yield  to  raptaiea  past ; 

To  call  my  buried  feelings  from  their  shroodi^ 
O'er  which  the  deep  funereal  pall  was  cast^ 

Like  brightest  skies  entomb'd  in  darkest  clooda 
No  matter,  these,  the  latest  and  the  laat 

That  riae,  like  spectres  of  the  past,  in  crowda; 
The  ebollitions  of  a  heart  not  lost. 
But  weary,  wandering,  worn,  and  tempest-toai'd. 

'T  is  vain,  and  worse  than  vain,  to  think  on  Joya 
Which,  like  the  hour  that's  gone,  retnm  no  i 

Bubbles  of  folly,  blown  by  wanton  bqja— 
Billows  that  swell,  to  burst  npon  the  i~ 

Playthings  of  passion,  manhood's  giUed  toys^ 
(Deceitful  as  the  shell  that  aeema  to  raar. 

But  proves  the  mimic  mockery  of  the  aorge:) 

They  sink  in  sorrow's  sea,  ai^  ne*er  emeiie. 


ALL  IS  VANITY. 

I'vecompass'deTeiypleaaiiR, 

Caught  every  joy  before  its  bead  oonld  pass; 

I've  loved  without  restriction,  without  meaaoie— 
.  I  've  sippM  enjoyment  from  each  apaiUing  glass 

I ' ve  known  what 't  is,  too,  to  «  repent  at  Icban"— 
I've  sat  at  meeting,  and  I've  served  at  maai 

And  having  roved  through  half  theworld'a  inranitiw^ 

Cry,  with  the  Preacher — Vanity  of  Taaitaea! 

What  constitutes  man's  chief  enjoyment  hent 
What  forms  his  greatest  antidote  to  aomyirt 

Is 't  wealth!  Wealth  can  at  last  but  gild  his  biai^ 
Or  buy  the  pall  that  poverty  ii 

Is 't  love?  Alas,  love's  cradled  in  a  tear; 
It  smiles  to-day,  and  weeps  again 

Mere  child  of  passion,  that  beguilea  in  yondiy 

And  flies  from  age,  as  ftlaehood  flies  firam 

Is 't  glory  ?  Pause  beneath  St  Hden'a  wiOow, 
Whose  weeping  branches  wave  above  the  apot; 

Ask  him,  whose  head  now  rests  upon  its  pOkm, 
Its  last,  low  pillow,  there  to  rest,  and  nut 

Is 't  fimie?  Ask  her,  who  floata  upon  the  biOoir, 
Untomb'd,  uncoflUn'd,  and  peidianee  finfOt; 

The  lovely,  lovesick  Lesbian,  liail  as  &b, 

Victim  of  love,  and  emblem  of  despair. 


Is 't  honour?    Go,  adi  him  whose  i 

Within  the  crypt  of  Paul's  stupendous  i 

Whose  name  once  thundered  victory  o'er  the  deep^ 
Far  as  his  country's  navies  proudly  roam; 

Above  whose  grave  no  patriot  Dane  ahall  weep^ 
No  Frank  deplore  the  hour  he  found  a  home— 

A  home,  whence  valour's  voice  fiom  comioest's  car 

No  more  shall  rouse  the  lord— of  Tra&lgar. 


V: 


JOHN  G.  C.  BRAINARD. 
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B^ftrso  Hit  praMitt  eienCury  many  j^rmn^  in 
4tl«  couatiy,  whQi«  earlj  pmluclioni  gave  promiiw 
of  IriUiATit  artii«vemejittf  in  maturity,  havo  di*.il 
It  ha4  been  said  Ihat  lh«  history  of 
kxn  ^uMs  might  be  whiten  in  a  JH^iidi  of 
of  youthrul  Authors.  Were  Dhaee, 
Sa^vdv,  Gitrri3t,  Rockwcli^  Wtlcwi^  Pi^it- 
mr^  Cl^iike,  the  DATii>soir#,  ftnJ  BfiAisrARD 
'  tttivt^,  d^re  wouU  be  no  K^mty  of  Atncrkitn 
n*jr  wciTjld  Dtnj  of  tbum  hav«  pnascd  the 
tnctuiLui  of  si^idteni^  What  ihey  bav© 
t  tti  mini  be  tt^lurded  «i  ^  fmUtmiU  of  iiiind^ 
full  power*  fWTW  to  the  la&t  ujidevelopEd, 
■fed  vtueh  nrv^fe  n^vei-  tasked  to  ibeir  fuU  capudty* 
JottY  GiiLiiBrtft  CALKiiffl  BuiisrAittf  w^iS  a  son 
of  lb*  Htniauimb]e  J.  G.  Bn^iMAni^i  one  of  iho 
Mw^0m  of  the  SupretTi«  Court  of  Connecticut* 
ll«  wa»  b<»m  at  New  I^ndon,  tn  Ihn^  State,  on 
^  Cir«nly-llrat  daj  of  October,  1796.  After 
\hm  pnfNuatiify  rtudie»»  wKieh  were  ptir- 
ihm  dinction  of  an  elder  brother,  be 
I  Tak  Collfge,  in  tail,  bcmg  then  m  the 
'  of  his  «g«.  At  thin  jjTimatui^  pe- 
fiiiJ,  Mmm  Ihe  miud  in  fully  awake  to  the  nature 
I  Ikf  moral  and  intelleetual  di^pline^ 
to  study  is  unusual.  BajLtK* 
AJi«*«  b««ka  were  Di?|flected  for  coiamnnittn  with 
Na  0wn  thought  and  "^thick-eomifii^  fundeV^  or 
fir  tltf  soeKty  of  hij  fellows^  His  roUege  earccr 
w«*  oi-^ffctvl  by  nothluj^  peculiar :  be  was  distin* 
^tii*htil  f Of  the  fine  power?  he  evinced  whenever 
h^  thoiiF  lo  ptert  them,  for  the  unifonn  modesty 
of  Ilk  depiiTtJiient,  the  kindness  which  choracler* 
aed  bis  intercoarse  with  those  about  him,  and  a 
iVRMikabie  decree  of  sen»ilJ^eneH«,  which  caused 
to  xlirink  from  every  barah  colliffton,  and  to 
i  retin'roent.  On  leaving  cjollegc,  in  1315,  ha 
en^td  the  study  of  law,  in  his  nutire  pbe«, 
•ad  on  bia  adnuEidon  to  the  bar,  be  removed  to 
Itic  dty  of  Middletown,  intending  to  prartis^  there 
has  profnvioa.  His  auc^eesa  wa»  \esA  than  be  on- 
perhapa  b^caujie  of  Ids  too  f^reat  mo- 
unfoftunate  qijRiity  in  lawyerfi^-^iOri  tt 
nmy  be,  in  ooiiwqu^nea  of  his  indolence  and 
CitMt^vtal  propenKilics.  One  of  h.h  hiogmpherv  r^ 
tnmsAtM  tJuit  bis  friends  were  always  welcome,  aavo 
whm  1fa«7  mneajs  clienUt, 

W«aii«d  witli  the  vexationn  and  dry  formal  itiea 
of  bia  pfofaMtoilt  be  relinqiii^lied  it  in  the  winter 
«f  ISfS,  Ifi  endertake  the  edil<3r>hjp  of  the  Con- 
narikut  MlnvK;  a  weekly  potitieol  and  liteiary 
IfttHte^  pttHtfhad  in  If  ortfoid.  But  licre  he  found 
aa  MtiSr  ta  pTsiase  him  as  in  the  bu^incRa  he  hml 
dcMnftJ,  H*  wa«  too  bdolent  to  prepare  eirery 
wtwk  artifli?c  of  a  sericiui,  argumentative  cbara^'- 
ItTf  and  yptve  in  Ibetr  place,  grBcerul  or  humorouj 
pattfi^pha,  and  the  occasional  pieces  of  ver^e  on 
miuth  rrmis  faia  feputition  a^  a  poet.  These,  at 
tlw  tinM%  WAV  republished  in  many  poriodicala, 


and  much  praiued.  In  the  depart  men  tji  of  iirtftfy 
aiid  criticism,  the  Mirror  acquired  a  htj^h  n'piil»^ 
tion ;  but  in  ollien,  while  under  bid  dirwtiou,  It 
hardly  rose  U*  mediocrity.* 

His  first  volume  of  poetry  ,f  contain  in  i|  biM  con- 
tiibutiou^  to  the  Mirror*  and  some  other  pie^ei. 
wa«  publiEihod  early  in  1825.  It  wru  ntvourably 
received  by  the  public,  and  its  ^ucce^ki  infUieinJ  his 
friends  to  ur§re  him  to  undertake  the  compo^itioti 
of  a  larger  and  more  unportant  work  tbiin  hi^  had 
yet  attempted,  Hts  constitutional  lassituih^  and 
aversion  to  high  and  contiuued  eilbit  deterred  him 
from  beginning  the  tajik,  until  1827,  when  his 
health  began  to  wane,  and  it  was  no  longer  m  hi«i 
power.  He  then  relinquiished  the  ediiorGhip  of 
llifl  Mirror,  and  ^lought  fur  re^toHng- quiet,  and  the 
gentle  minUtratiouft  of  alTcetion,  the  honje  of  hii 
childhood*  His  iilnews  soon  aiaumed  the  chafa^ 
ter  of  consumption,  and  hi^  saw  lliat  he  had  but  a 
brief  time  to  live.  A  few  weeks  were  pa^jMtl  on 
the  eaatern  shore  of  Long  Island,  in  the  bot>e  of 
deriving  bene^t  from  a  ciianf»  of  njr;  hut  nothing 
could  arre^  the  progress  of  ttie  fatal  mab^dy  ;  and 
he  returned  lo  New  London,  to  prepare  for  the 

•  Tha  editor  t*1  tJw  lift  edUlrni  nt  his  woik*,  of  whlefi 
]  hire  rrtelt^ed  a  caj^y  liuca  the  above  was  wrtuon,  and 
whde  Ihts  rolHRie  Is  pasulnc  (tirou^li  tbe  prfls»,  speaka 
a»  Ibllowi  of  hU  fcdltorliil  career  :^^  We  snt  ajiitiir«4  try 
cornpeleiiCteFtifr>o?3¥,  I  hat  laboured  and  ^ble  polhtcal  ilrt^ 
fl««w(rrvwU^hiel[irromipiihticiiLi^n,Dii¥^ncioct  uibct  ot  t  r 
which  he  )i4tl  IkUe  coatrol.  It  It  not,  [kjU^^,  nrr ei^ttiry 
to  deUU  the  faets,  but  ihej  cpniilaLy  fa  fkr  in  ificM^^lt 
liim  from  (he  chsnee  of  levity,  of  weaJEn^Bi,  in  tnodnrt. 
Inx  the  «diiorhjil  df^pnttrnf  nt  of  his  v«P^r*  rrmlf  ntlil 
eonjildt^TatlrirtB  were  iiairi7T«d  to  have  « wi> %  m  tho  <<xj?«nH 
of  hlf  rppiuatlen  for  poUUchI  tact  and  frtre^iiht,  Th? 
ozi\y  mbrtitutps  fur  the  arlicJes  referred  In,  wfT«  such 
brief  and  lame  pterei  a»  ht  could  i>r«;i4rp,  after  tiir  beit 
and  ajmcwt  onlj  hoiift  far  eom|n«ltkin  bitd  pniiK^d  hy. 
ThiM  elrcumtUiDrei  lof ether  with  (he  ronctinufnef*  Ihal 
tha  ttapcr  wns  Ul  sufltained  Lji  rcffpt^rt  io  ixa  pctirorinf  e,  vras 
■ufnciemty  dlicoiirftiiitif?  to  a  rJ«rM>n  whote  neritiihiliitea 
were  as  scuta  m  ilidBe  of  EIs^itifAiiDi  It  ncc^'irMtSj 
aiiOj  fc»r  the  frequant  lums  of  fnental  dafrenalon  which 
Eiisriied  hit  bller  years,— he  if  hie  ned,  Itidtred,  by  thai 
frequeol  and  uiortifjtfig  C'&ncoiiilLa^i  of  gertJuA,— tlen> 
der  pecuniary  meaiw,'* 

f  The  volume  was  intr^dored  by  the  fotlowlnr  rharac* 
teriitk  addnru  to  the  readier :— **'nie  authnrnf  rhi*  fdi-^^ 
Inwfni;  pi<ca4  baa  beerj  Inducrd  to  publliH  ih^nt  in  w 
book,  rrom  Crtn*lder'itl*>n«  whkh  fanoot  be  iiiirn  »tir>^  In 
I  h(»  puhllr .  M amy  of  i hmae  I ii tia  pn* mt  |jr v i-  br*- n  \n (nt *d 
In  tbe  Commtciieut  Mirror  f  itid  ntbert  are  jiitt  ^l  tA  kf^p 
th^m  cnio[»any.  No  spoin^im  %tt  made,  aud  no  erlli 
c  \n  tn*  de  (treealed .  Hi  h  ton  toionfiiira  «l/>ry  of  1  ha  impnp- 
ttintU^ra  af  friendi.  Iboairh  it  had  tl*  ^bare  in  lh«  piiMlea- 
tlnn,  is  ntA  liulatod  upon  ;  but  lh»  vatiliy  nf  ibo  niMhofi 
If  oihen  (bouM  i«  eMl  U  iurh,  1*  a  nalOTflil  mMJivp,  Attn 
the  hcipe  of  ^malEinf  a  fitElc  i^'methinif  by  It,^  it  An  hnnctl 
ii<:knnwrE(rdjtoi«htp  If  U  la  a  poor  eicuije,"  Th*;  mnltn  of 
tbo  title-jiaffl  was  ai  i^uuint : — 

"  Home  flald,  •  Jnbn,  print  It  ;*  otbefn  said  *NL";l*rt  |* 

fiooqe  aaki '  It  miehl  do  food  i*  others  taki, '  No/  ** 
j§a*fa«'f  Apti*jg$, 
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JOHN  G.  C.  BRAINARD. 


■piritual  life  upon  which  he  wai  about  to  enter. 
He  had  always  regarded  with  reverence  the  Chria- 
Uan  character  and  profession,  and  he  waa  now 
united  to  the  visible  church,*  and  received  the 
holiest  of  the  sacraments.  He  lingered  until  the 
t^'enty-sixth  of  September,  1828,  when  he  passed 
peacefully  to  the  rest  of  those  who  **  know  that 
their  Redeemer  lives." 

The  pathway  of  Bratttard  was  aside  from  the 
walks  of  ambition,  and  the  haunts  of  worldliness. 
He  liveil  within  himself,  holding  communion  with 
his  own  thoughts,  and  suffering  from  deep  and 
lasting  melancholy.  Like  Wilcox,  it  is  said,  he 
had  in(*t  with  one  of  those  disappointments  in  early 
life,  which  so  frequently  impress  the  soul  with 
sadnoMH ;  and  though  there  was  sometimes  gayety 
in  his  manner  and  conversation,  it  was  generally 
assunuHl,  to  conceal  painful  musings  or  to  beguile 
sorrow. 

Hi!)  person  was  small,  and  well  formed;  his 
countenance  mild,  and  indicative  of  the  kindness 
and  gentleness  of  his  nature;  and  in  his  eyes 
there  was  a  look  of  dreamy  listlessness  and  ten- 
derness.    He  was  fond  of  society,  and  his  pleasing 


conversation  and  amiaUe  chander  won  §ot  hn 
many  ardent  frienda.  He  was  pecoluurly  wMitivc 
and  Mr.  Wbittixr,*  in  a  iketch  of  hb  life,  n 
marks  t&at  in  his  gmyert  momenta  a  eddly-spoke 
word,  or  casual  inattention,  would  check  at  one 
the  free  flow  of  his  thoughts,  cause  the  jest  to  di 
on  his  lips,  and  « the  mehndioly  wfakh  had  bee 
lifted  from  his  heart,  to  fidi  again  with  inoraae 
heaviness." 

BRAiiTAmD  lacked  the  mental  diacipGne  an 
strong  aelf-command  which  alone  ccmiier  In 
power.  He  never  could  have  prodoced  a  grei 
work.  His  poems  were  nearly  all  written  durin 
the  six  years  in  which  he  edited  the  Minor,  an 
they  bear  marks  of  haste  and  careleasneaa.  thoog 
some  of  them  are  very  beautiful.  He  fidled  only  i 
his  humorous  pieces ;  in  all  the  reat  his  langoafs 
appropriate  and  pure,  his  diction  tne  and  harm 
nious,  and  his  sentiments  nataral  and  WKrr 
His  serious  poems  are  ehararteTiaed  by  d« 
feeling  and  delicate  feincy ;  and  if  we  had  no  r 
cords  of  his  history,  they  would  ahow  oa  that ) 
was  a  man  of  great  gentlraeaa,  aimplkity,  ai 
purity. 


^^^^^^^^^0*^^^t^*^»^^^t^t^>^»^ 


JERUSALEM.t 

Four  lamps  were  burning  o*er  two  mighty  graves — 
Godfuet's  and  Baldwin's^ — Salem's  Chris- 
tian kings; 

And  holy  light  glanced  from  Helena's  naves. 
Fed  with  the  incense  which  the  pilgrim  brings, — 

*  On  thi«  nccaiion,  rays  the  Reverend  Mr.  M'Ewcn,  as 
lie  wnfl  too  feeble  to  go  to  the  church  and  remain  through 
the  ruitDiiinry  nervicen,  he  arrived  at  and  entered  the 
Mnctiiary  when  thene  were  nearly  or  quite  throoiih. 
Every  one  present  (llternlly,  almoat)  knew  him,— the 
ocra»inn  of  hit  coming  was  nndenttood,— and  when  be 
appenrf'd,  pale,  feeble,  emaciated,  and  trembling  in  con- 
•oqiiencp  (if  his  extreme  debility,  the  tenaatinn  it  pro- 
diirod  wrm  at  once  apparent  throughout  the  whole  amem* 
bty.  Tlir*re  *<>emed  to  l>e  an  in*>tinctive  homage  paid  to 
the  grnre  of  God  in  him ;  or,  perhaps,  the  (kct  showi 
tiow  rrndily  a  refined  Christian  community  sympathises 
with  irpiiliiA  and  virtue  destined  to  an  early  tomb. 

tThp  following  intelligence  (Vom  Constantinople  was 
of  the  plevHiith  October,  1821:  ^  A  aevere  earthquake  is 
i.iid  to  have  taken  place  at  Jerusalem,  which  has  destroy* 
cd  great  part  of  that  city,  shaken  down  the  Moaque  of 
Omnr,  and  reduced  the  Holy  Sepulchre  to  ruins  from  top 
to  bottom.*' 

t  CdDFRET  and  nALDwijr  were  the  first  Christian  kings 
at  JeruHAlem.  The  Empress  Hkleka,  mother  of  Cow- 
RTAKTi.XK  the  Great,  built  the  church  of  the  sepulchre  on 
Mourt  Ciilvary.  The  walls  are  of  stone  and  the  roof  of 
cedar.  The  fnur  lamps  which  lit  it,  are  very  costly.  It  is 
kept  in  repair  by  the  oflTerinss  of  pilgrims  who  resort  to 
it.  The  mosque  was  originally  »  Jewish  temple.  The 
rm[>ernr  Jitlun  undertook  to  rebuild  the  temple  of  Jeru- 
sal(>ni  iit  a  very  great  expense,  to  disprove  the  prophecy 
of  our  f^aviour,  as  it  was  understood  by  the  Jews;  but 
tile  work  and  the  workmen  were  destroyed  by  an  earth* 
quake.  Tli>>  pools  of  Beiliesda  and  Gilion— the  tomb  of 
the  Virsin  Mary,  and  of  King  JsHosAPHAT^-ihe  pillar 
of  AB.*iAi^M-  the  tomb  of  Zaciiariah— and  the  campe 
tanfOf  or  holy  fluid,  which  is  supposed  to  have  been  pur- 
chased with  the  price  of  Ji'da8*s  treason,  are,  or  were 
lately,  tlie  nost  intcreatin?  parts  of  Jerusalem. 


While  through  the  panell*d  roof  the  eedur  fBnf 
Its  sainted  arms  o'er  choir,  and  too(  and  done, 

And  every  porphyry-pillar'd  cloiBter  rings 
To  every  kneeler  there  its  «  welcome  home," 
As  every  lip  breathes  oot,  ^O  Loss,  tlij  kingdoi 
come." 

A  moeqae  was  gamiih'd  with  its  oeeoent  boom 
And  a  clear  voice  call'd  Mnsaolmane  to  praye 

There  wore  the  splendours  of  Jndca'e  thrones- 
There  were  the  trophiee  whifeh  ite  oonqoem 

wear — 
All  but  the  truth,  the  holy  tmth,  waa  there  >* 

For  there,  with  lip  profane,  the  crier  atood. 
And  him  from  the  tall  minaret  you  might  hea 

Singing  to  all  whose  steps  had  thither  trod. 

That  verse  misunderstood,  «  There  is  no  God  be 
God." 

Hark !  did  the  pilgrim  tremble  aa  he  lnieri*d  1 
And  did  the  turban'd  Toik  his  sine  confess  ! 

Those  mighty  hands  the  eiementa  that  wield, 
That  mighty  Power  that  knowa  to  cmae  or  bleai 
Is  over  all ;  and  in  whatever  dreaa 

His  suppliants  crowd  around  him,  He  can  aee 
Their  heart,  in  dtj  or  in  wiUemeaa, 

And  probe  its  core,  and  make  ita  bUndneaa  fiee^ 

Owning  Him  very  God,  the  only  Duty. 

There  was  an  earthquake  once  that  rent  thy  fiuM 
Proud  Julia ir ;  when  (against  the  propheey 

Of  Him  who  lived,  and  died,  and  roae  again. 
**  That  one  stone  on  another  sihonld  noc  lie") 
Thou  wouldst  rebuild  that  Jewidi  maaonry 

To  mock  the  eternal  Word^— The  earth  below 
Gush'd  out  in  fire ;  and  from  the  braaen  sky, 

*  JoHK  Q.  WnrmEa  was  rnie  of  BasmaaDVi  lai 
mate  friends,  and,  soon  after  bis  deatli,  be  wmia  aa  li 
terestinf  account  of  his  life,  which  was  prefiaed  to.s 
editloB  of  hb  poeais,  prbtei  Id  18SS. 


Aii4  jhwn  tbff  hi»&ag  mmm  tocIi  wmth  did  flow, 
Aa  mw  JUA  Sbinar'*  ^aiil,  nor  Babera  oTerthrow. 

Aaoche^  eutli^iiike  eomai.    Domt,  roof,  ftnd  wall 
T^miie  I  ind  bettUon^  to  the  grn^iy  tmnk, 

Aad  &a  ^  OMtddlBd  itmm  the  fn^mentA  falC 
WMtf  te  natfifaoKi  ftinwl  tu  j^wi,  and  drtmk 
Al  <i|i«  bitgv  divttl^^  Llw  fediinefit,  wbkb  suik 

In  K^riii*i  dniiird  ^ibleU     Mighty  Power! 
Tb>M  whom  wo  oU  uhoulJ  worHiup,  pniiac,  and 
tbink. 

Wbrt«  WB4  t!iy  morc-j  io  ihtt  >wfu)  hmir, 

WWn  htU  nsofcd  from  bcnf atb,  aiuI  thm&  own 
did  low«  I 


,  Fibar*s  palare* — proud  Tlerod*«  toTrere — 
_  » {cal«  of  BeOifrhcM,  did  yo«f  arrties  qiiflke! 
nkf  ~pO^  B«lhstt1s,  was  it  fiird  with  flhower^  ? 
Cdot  GilkOfi,  did  the  jur  thy  wmIim^  wakfi  T 
^WA  of  thiw,  Ma*t — Vir^n^id  Jt  ihaket 
OtiM^id  thv  thiu^bt  fif^LI,  AceLdamaf  with  blood  ? 

WImc  wero  fJic  *budd<?ri?i2fa  Calvary  mit:ht 
di  MfNtfid  Mount  Moriub  vcn'i  fi  f!ooil^  [makV  1 
Ti»trai&  ftWftj  the  spot  wbi^n^  odc«  a  Goi>  bud  stood ! 

L<M  HiJ«ni  of  th*  Jpwi — grrat  aeptilebfe 
Of  ftll  ftftrfAne  und  of  nl)  buly  things^ 

Whtre  S^w^  and  Turlt*  and  G entile  ytt  ooncwr 
To  iiiak#  lh»  whiit  (hrm  art !  thy  hUt^ry  brtnp 
*I%tnii!lili  tnix'd  of  joy  and  wo.     The  wholo 

Wllb  llie  «d  trutb  which  Hi5  houR  fntrphevi^d, 

Wko  woukl  hat^  iii«]ti»rM  with  bU  huLy  wings 
T^ie*'  and  tSjf  fillildran.     Vou  hii  power  dctuMl : 
I'iKi  vroanifd  Mm  wbik  b«  Uv«d,  tod  nuick^d  him 

Mbtdjfd! 

Tbvre  ii  a  rtar  in  tb*  tjittiwiblal  iky,       [mftilfi^— 
Thai  rooght  tho  ^t#1    lii^ht  vrhkh.  ita  Maker 

ll  tftl  the  by  Jim  of  other  CMim  on  bi;^b  i-^ 

n*  will  «Iiiiu  when  oil  the  tire»  of  heaven  iliaU 


imm  al  Salem'a  por^«  bt^  tbiit  your  aid ! 
Tm  h  bat  kept  tta  wat^h  on  Polefltine  ! 

l^rtik  Ut  itM  holy  lights  nor  be  dismay*dt 
Thooifh  broken  h  each  r>on«ecniied  #hrinE, 
ThcKigih  frn^b'd  and  ruia'd  aU^^-whkh  taen  hare 

CMU*d  divine. 


ON  CONNECTICUT  RIVER. 

Fan«  that  )oD«  1ak«,  the  Hwr>ete!it  of  (he  rhiiui 
Th4t  ImU  th<j  mountain  la  (he  mighty  main, 
Frvah  ffiim  the  rock  and  iwHlinflr  by  the  tree, 
RttAin^  to  meet,  and  dot«,  and  brv^ft  the  ae^^ 
Fair,  »»ohl«,  ^lomua  liirer !  iti  thy  wive 
Thn  kutiiiU»«t  «lopvsi  and  nreetrci  pttntui^a  late ; 
The  mouotalii  torrenU  with  its  wintry  roar, 
fltifii|£t  from  it^  home  and  leap*i  upon  iJiy  vhorc: — ■ 
Th*  f^mm^MUn'm*  h*vc  Ihc^ — and  fir  ibia 
Tom  Ih^  fDitgh  i-heekiiafid  ftAy  tbec  for  thy  kiH* 
Sleni,  It   Ihy  wjurrii,  \hy  fiMrlhem  guiwrdiana 
Mm^  paStrm  of  th^^  nciUcn^  knd,  [irtandf 

VfM  imikrt  by  thy  eoM,  ■Kjnentcf'd  apfinga. 
Of  oar^i  lb«  fiwftwfa  and  of  air  tbe  winca ; 


Their  blast*  have  tftfk'd  thy  emdle,  and  in  atorm 
Cofcr'd  thy  courb  and  swatlied  in  snow  lliy  fonnr^ 
Yet,  bless*d  by  all  the  elements  that  nwerp 
Th&  clouds  above,  or  the  unfutbotnM  dw^p^ 
The  pnrest  hrv^^i^  lacent  thy  bWmini^  hi  I  la, 
The  gentlest  dews  drop  on  thy  eddying  nU% 
By  the  moss'd  bank,  and  by  th^  ii^  iTw, 
The  ailvcr  »treamk^t  wnoothe^t  gUdew  Ui  tbe«*. 

The  young  oak  greets  thee  at  the  water's  edgi^ 
Wet  by  the  wave,  though  anchored  in  the  ledge 
— *TU  there  the  trttor  Jivi*s,  the  hmyfti  foedflf 
Where  pensive  tminrw  dip  thpir  willowy  weed% 
And  tbcTe  the  wiltl-ent  pnrs  amid  ber  brood, 
Arjd  train*  lb  em  in  the  ■vKtui  sobtude, 
To  wiilch  Ihc  aquirTL-rs  kiip,  or  mark  the  naxA 
PoddliTig  the  water  by  the  qabt  brink  ; — - 
Or  to  o\it-gi»ie.  the  gfsiy  owl  in  thi*  dnrt^ 
Or  hear  the  young  lb«  pm^titting  to  bark* 

Dark  af  ti^c  fro^t^nipp'd  leavoi  that  itrpw'd  Ihs 
gToundT 
The  Indian  hunter  brni  bin  ftb^Iter  futind ; 
Here  cut  his  tMiw  and  ihaped  hU  Rmow«  true, 
Here  built  hin  wigwnm  and  hU  bsfk  ciwiw% 
Spear'd  thi^  quick  Mituuii  l(*--.ipif)|t  ti|>  the  fidl, 
A  Eld  ilew  thei  ileer  without  the  Tifle<^ball  ;  [cbooao, 
Here  hit  you  tie:  etjUTiw  her  trndling  b90  wwjlki 
Singhtg  her  chant  i<^  bunh  hi-t  nwart  pnppooae ; 
Here  Htiiin  ber  qWiUe  and  atrini;  her  trmketa  mdev 
And  weai^e  her  waniorV  wntiiputii  in  the  wfiflA, 
— Ko  more  idiall  ihey  tbv  Wflrome  waters  btei^ 
No  more  their  forma  thy  moondit  bank.4  ahull  prwi. 
No  more  be  beard,  from  mountain  or  tmm  gronSj 
Hia  whoop  of  elaug^Iiter^  or  her  tonj^  jf  [ova, 

Tliou  didnt  not  shaken  thou  didiit  ttot  ahnnk 
when^  late» 
The  mountain-top  shut  down  (t*  ponderoui  gste. 
Tumbling  its  tree^grown  ruins  to  thy  side, 
An  avalanche  of  acres  at  a  sUde» 
Nor  doat  thou  say,  when  winter'^  rolde^t  breath 
Uowlff  through  the  ivoods  and  sweeps  dong  th« 

heath — 
One  mighty  »i^  relierea  thy  icy  breast. 
And  waiter  ibe«  from  the  c^lmiieiMi  of  thy  fe*L 

Down  swct-pi  the  torrent  ice»^il  may  not  ilay    ^ 
By  rock  or  bridge,  in  narrow  or  in  bay- 
Swift,  awifler  to  the  heaving'  «»a  it  gws. 
And  lea^-^  thee  dimpimi?  in  thy  rwrct  repose, 
— Yet  aa  the  uitbam>M  is  wallow  ikim^  hi*  wa^^ 
And  lightly  droja  bis  pinion*  in  thy  *fpray, 
80  the  swifl  nail  nhall  neek  thy  tnlcind  «aa, 
And  swell  and  whiten  in  thy  purer  bnwi^ 
Bfew  paddles  dip  thy  waten^  and  al  range  oara 
Feather  thy  waveti  ami  lou(^h  thy  noble  pshorei. 

Thy  noble  aboreal  where  the  tall  iteepLe  fh(n«% 
At  mid-day,  hii^her  than  thy  mountain  pine*; 
Whisrie  the  white  4c!bool-housr  with  lU  daily  drill 
Of  aunburn'd  ohitdrcnt  amiles  iip^m  the  bill; 
Where  the  ne^t  vtUat^e  in^wa  n\*on  the  eyc^ 
Deck'd  forth  in  n»turv*fl  nweet  simplicity — 
Where  hardrwon  competenee,  the  fannerV  weattlv 
Gaint  merit,  honour,  and  give#  iabfrnr  health ; 
WbereGotna^tiTn'i  aelf  might  i^nd  hi4exi!«| 
To  fir  i  %  new  "Sweet  Auburn"  in  our  land 

What  Art  c»n  exeenlei  or  Taate  dcvip*, 
Docka  Ihj  fail  i;<niriM  and  gkddena  In  thitio#| 
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As  broader  sweep  the  bendings  of  thy  stream, 
To  meet  the  souUiem  sun's  more  constant  beam. 
Here  cities  rise,  and  sea-wash'd  commerce  hails 
Thy  shores  and  winds  with  all  her  flapping  sails. 
From  tropic  isles,  or  from  the  torrid  main — 
Where  grows  the  grapc,or  sprouts  the  sugar-cane — 
Or  from  the  haunts  where  the  striped  haddock  play, 
Dy  each  cold,  northern  bank  and  frozen  bay. 
Here,  safe  rctum'd  from  every  stormy  sea. 
Waves  tlie  striped  flag,  the  mantle  of  the  free, 
— That  star-lit  flag,  by  all  tlie  breezes  curlM 
Of  yon  vast  deep  whose  waters  grasp  the  world. 

In  what  Arc4idiun,  what  Utopian  ground 
Arc  warmer  hearts  or  manlier  feelings  found. 
More  hosjiitablc  welcome,  or  more  zeal 
To  make  the  curious  *•  tarrying"  stranger  feel 
That,  next  to  home,  here  best  may  he  abide, 
I'o  rest  and  cheer  him  by  the  chimney-side ; 
Drink  tlic  hale  farmer's  cider,  as  he  hears 
From  tlic  gray  dame  the  tales  of  other  years. 
Cracking  his  shag-barks,  as  the  aged  crone 
— Mixing  the  true  and  doubtful  into  one — 
Tells  how  the  Indian  scalp'd  the  helpless  child, 
And  bore  its  shrieking  mother  to  the  wild, 
Butchcr'd  the  father  hastening  to  his  home. 
Seeking  his  cottage — finding  but  his  tomb. 
How  drums,  and  flags,  and  troops  were  seen  on  high, 
Wheeling  and  charging  in  the  northern  sky, 
And  that  she  knew  what  these  wild  tokens  meant. 
When  to  the  Old  French  War  her  husband  went 
How,  by  tlie  thunder-blasted  tree,  was  hid 
The  golden  spoils  of  far-famed  Robert  Kidd  ; 
And  then  the  chubby  grandchild  wants  to  know 
About  the  ghosts  and  witches  long  ago. 
That  haunted  the  old  swamp. 

The  clock  strikes  ten — 
The  prayer  is  said,  nor  unforgotten  then 
The  stranger  in  their  gates.     A  decent  rule 
Of  elders  in  thy  puritanic  school.  [dream, 

When  the  fresh  morning  wakes  him  from  his 
And  daylight  smiles  on  rock,  and  slope,  and  stream. 
Are  till 're  not  glossy  curls  and  sunny  eyes. 
As  brightly  lit  and  bluer  than  thy  skies ; 
Voices  as  gentle  as  an  echoed  call,  • 
And  sweeter  than  the  soften'd  waterfall 
That  smiles  and  dimples  in  its  whispering  spray. 
Leaping  in  sportive  innocence  away : — 
And  lovely  forms,  as  graceful  and  as -gay 
As  wild-brier,  budding  in  an  April  day ! 
— How  like  the  leaves — the  fragrant  leaves  it  bears. 
Their  sinless  purposes  and  simple  cares. 

Stream  of  my  sleeping  fathers !  when  the  sound 
Of  coming  war  echoed  thy  hills  around. 
How  did  thy  sons  start  forth  from  every  glade, 
Snatching  the  musket  where  they  left  the  spade. 
How  did  their  mothers  urge  them  to  the  fight. 
Their  sisters  tell  them  to  defend  the  right ; — 
How  bravely  did  they  stand,  how  nobly  fall, 
The  earth  their  coflin  and  the  turf  their  pall; 
How  did  the  aged  pastor  light  his  eye. 
When,  to  his  flock,  he  read  the  purpose  high 
\nd  stem  resolve,  whate*er  the  toil  may  be. 
To  pledge  life,  name,  fame,  all — ^for  liberty. 
— Cold  is  the  hand  that  pann'd  that  glorious  page — 
i^till  in  the  grave  the  body  of  that  sage 


Whose  lip  of  eloquence  and  heart  of  tee] 
Made  patriots  acf  and  listening  atateemen  liwl — 
Brought  thy  green  mountains  down  upon  their  foes, 
And  thy  white  summits  melted  of  their  snows. 
While  every  vale  to  which  hie  voice  could  come. 
Rang  with  the  fife  and  echoed  to  the  dram. 

Bold  river !  better  suited  are  thy  waves 
To  nurse  the  laurels  clustering  round  thy  graves. 
Than  many  a  distant  stream,  that  soaks  the  mod 
Where  thy  brave  sons  have  shed  their  gallant  Mood, 
And  felt,  beyond  all  other  mortal  pain. 
They  ne*er  should  see  their  happy  home  again. 

Thou  hadst  a  poet  once, — and  he  could  tetl, 
Most  tunefully,  whatever  to  thee  befell ; 
Could  fill  each  pastoral  reed  upon  thy  shore- 
But  we  shall  hear  his  classic  lays  no  more ! 
He  loved  thee,  but  he  took  his  aged  way. 
By  Erie's  shore,  and  Pebrx*s  glorious  day. 
To  where  Detroit  looks  out  afnidst  the  wood. 
Remote  beside  the  dreary  solitude. 

Yet  for  his  brow  thy  ivy  leaf  shall  sptead. 
Thy  freshest  myrtle  lift  its  berried  head. 
And  our  gnariM  charter-oak  put  forth  a  bough. 
Whose  leaves  shall  grace  thy  Tbuxbi'Ll's  ho- 
nour*d  brow. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  WOODWARD, 
AT  EDINBURGH. 

"  The  vpider's  most  auenasted  thread 

III  cord— is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 

Oh  earthly  bllsa ;  it  breaks  at  every  breese.'* 

Another  !  'tis  a  sad  word  to  the  heart. 
That  one  by  one  has  lost  its  hold  on  life. 

From  nil  it  loved  or  A'alued,  forced  to  part 
In  detail.    Feeling  dies  not  by  the  knife 
That  cuts  at  once  and  kills — its  tortured  strife 

Is  with  distiird  affliction,  drop  by  drop 
Oozing  its  bitterness,  r  Our  world  is  rife 

With  grief  and  sorrow !  all  that  we  wonid  prop. 

Or  would  be  propp'd  with,  falls — when  shall  the 
ruin  stop  ! 

The  sea  has  one,*  and  Palestine  has  one. 

And  Scotland  has  the  last.    The  snooded  maid 

Shall  gaze  in  wonder  on  the  Btranger*s  etone. 
And  wipe  the  dust  off  with  her  tartan  plud — 
And  from  the  lonely  tomb  where  thou  art  laid, 

Turn  to  some  other  monument — nor  know 
Whose  grave  she  passes,  or  whose  name  she  read : 

Whose  loved  and  honoured  relics  lie  below; 

Whose  is  immortal  joy,  and  whoso  is  mortal  wo. 

There  is  a  world  of  bliss  hereafier— else 
Why  are  the  bad  above,  t)ie  good  benettli 

The  green  grass  of  the  grave!  The  mower  fells 
Flowers  and  briers  alike.  But  man  shall  breathe 
(When  he  his  desolating  blade  shall  sheatba 

And  rest  him  from  his  work)  in  a  pure  iky. 
Above  the  smoke  ofboming  worlds ;— and  Ikatk 

On  scorched  pinions  with  the  dead  ahall  lie. 

When  time,  with  all  his  yean  and  centuries  has 
paas'dby. 


«  Professor  Fishbb,  lost  in  tks  ••  AlMoa,**  aad  Bav.  Uvi 
Pabsohs,  mlsstoaarj  to  Paltstioe,  wkodled  al  Alenairik 
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ON  A  LATE  LOSS* 


^  fU  thfcU  KOI  tloftl  upon  bli  wmttrj  b1«r 


Tit«  hrnth  of  air  th»{  fti^  the  harpV  soft  string, 

Fls»U  on  to  join  the  wMrlwrinJ  and  the  flt<>riii ; 
df^irp*  of  dew  ei  baled  ftom  dowers  of  «pmi£^, 

Rm  ukI  a^Aume  the  tempest's  thronErhing  form ; 
Tfcp  tot  iniM  bemm  of  nii>nii«e'a  glijri(nw  suru 

S»na|^  ta  i|Kifttiig  in  thu  UgUtm^i^'i  ttuahi 
MmA  Ite  MMOlll  ^tmun«  t^iat  ftowf  in  qu[Y<t  on, 

lldwtB  Imt  to  aid  th^  overwh criming  dndx 
TImI  wwn  mud  wit>d  iran  mu^icft  ^htn  the  might 
Of  Mrtb,  intt  air»  and  aea,  and  sky  unit«» 

&  BtiEiloa  whispiiyd  in  thy  chnrme^l  ear^ 
Awl  Eadknt  leaminr^  tteekan^d  the«  awnj* 

TW  liifeM  WM  inu»€  to  thee,  und  the  t:LeAt 
Bma  fif  thj  mofminj;  promineil  a  bfifht  daj. 

Aind  A«J  b»«»  ffieck'J  thw  ! — But  there  let  a  nhote 
Wtk^ev  ^anm   ««   hu^'d — whero   t«napo*t» 

WhOTP  muBrrv  skiev  and  hUckcTiing  «te5  no  more 
Whh  EUrty  «lreni^h  ihcir  rouriiig  warfitre  wage, 

Bf  thffl  JU  pfa^efal  nmrgcnt  Bhall  bo  trod— 
Thj  hom*  ia  heaTcn,  and  tbj  friffiod  b  Gop* 


SONNET  TO  TilE  SEA-SERPENT. 
*  flypat  tbit  iwltfu  tba  ocein  ■mam.** 

Watm  tlpdn  th«  water*,  imi^Iy  one — ' 

Am!  pcreLeh  th«e  in  the  c>ccah*H  tpougk  of  brine  £ 
Turn  thy  wet  Rirales  up  to  the  wind  and  fum^ 

And  tew*  the  billow  from  thy  ffa.*hmg  fm  ; 

Hc*vc  thy  deep  bT«aihing»  to  the  t^iwan's  din, 
And  boand  upon  ita  Hdg?«  in  thy  pride  r 

Or  dive  down  to  itj  lowest  depths,  and  in 
The  cAvern*  wher*  iti  unknown  monsters  hid^», 
Measure  thy  leni^th  b«nrath  the  j^lf-^tream'^  tid«^^- 

Or  rest  tfiee  on  that  navel  of  Fh«  sea 
W^cr^,  ftoating  on  the  Maelirtrom^  abide 

The  kiikcns  Bhellejin;^  u^drr  Norway's  1*^ ; 
But  got  ns/L  to  Nahant,  le«t  men  should  iwetir 
Toa  ai«  a  great  d^  big^j'  than  you  are. 


THE  FALL  OF  KIAGARA. 

T«c  Oioughta  areKtnnge  that  crowd  into  my  bfainf 
While  I  look  npwani  to  thee,     ft  would  seem 
A»  if  Gwo  pour'd  thee  from  hia  «  hollow  hanil,'' 
And  hung  hi^  bow  upon  thine  awful  front ; 
And  apoke  in  that  loud  voicci  whi'^h  «!em*d  to  him 
Who  dw*-lt  in  Falmo*  for  hli  SuvirtuKu  *ake, 
*<  Ttl«  VHtod  of  many  watera^"  and  had  liad^ 
Thy  iiMd  to  chronkfa  the  tg»  b«rkt 
Atid  nokli  HJa  ceittiiri«s  in  the  etemiii  rocki. 


PlofcMiir  FiiMaR,  IMI  la  1^  Mhhm^  ait  tiM  coatl  fif 


Deep  cslleth  unto  deep.     And  what  are  wa. 
That  hear  the  quentiou  of  that  vi)ic«  subUme  T 
O  I  what  are  all  the  notc^a  that  ever  rung' 
Yrom  war's  vain  trumpet,  by  tliy  thundering  ittdo! 
Vea,  what  is  all  the  riot  man  can  maka 
In  his  short  life,  to  tliy  unf  eaiin|r  TO«r  I 
And  yei,  hold  bal^bler*  wbiil  aft  Vhou  to  Him 
Who  drown  *d  a  wOFhl^  and  ht*ftp*sd  tho  wateTi  lar 
Above  ita  loftiest  mountjiLn^  !^a  liafht  vro-ve, 
That  breaks,  and  whisper*  of  it»  Mak*r'«i  mJght. 


ON  TlfE  DEATK  OF  A  FRTEN'D, 

Who  ahail  w<»p  when  the  ri^hleona  die  t 
'^^Tio  ahaU  mourn  wlii*n  tin*  k^hhI  depart  t 

When  the  aoul  of  tho  ^odly  away  nhiW  fly, 
M^ho  shall  lay  tlie  los»  to  henrt  ! 


I 


He  ha^  gone  tnto  p(«o^-4w  hia  laid  btm  down, 
To  sleep  till  the  dawn  of  ■  kifbtiir  dny; 

Ajid  he  sball  wakr  on  thAt  boly  mom, 
When  Borrow  and  si^hinj^  i^alt  !{et»  ttwayi 

But  y«  who  worship  in  iciii  and  i^Uamt 

Your  idol  god*»  whatever  they  be* 
Who  ficoff,  in  your  pride,  it  yfjur  MakrrV  namp* 

Br  the  pebbly  atreaMi  and  the  ahatly  tree, — 

Hope  in  your  muTinlain»,4:ul  luipe  In  youmireami. 
Bow  down  in  their  viorihip.  aivJ  loudly  pray ; 

TruHt  in  your  slnfngtlt,  and  Inilifvi*  in  yfHirdmttina, 
But  Uie  wind  slijill  carry  them  all  away* 

TheroV  one  who  dfafik  at  Ei  purrr  fountaiti, 
One  who  wa*  ws«h*d  in  a  purer  flsjo*! : 

He  Rhiill  inherit  a  holier  nvotmlnin, 
Ho  iholl  wonhip  a  holier  Goii, 

But  the  Binnef  iihatl  utteriy  fait  and  die, 
WhclrnM  in  the  wavea  of  a  troubled  mm\ 

And  Goi»,  from  hia  tlirone  of  light  on  high, 
Bhm  say,  there  ic  no  pea^  for  theo. 


epithalamium. 

I  a4w  two  cloadfl  at  morning,  ^^^ 

Tingeil  by  the  rising  «un. 
And  in  the  diiwn'they  floated  on, 

And  mingled  into  one; 
J  thought  that  morning  cloud  was  blcaa'd, 
It  moved  ao  Kweetly  to  the  wesL 

I  saw  two  aummer  currcnta 

Flow  smoothly  to  llictr  mefllin]|, 

And  join  their  course,  with  silent  foRtcv 
In  peeee  each  other  greeting; 

Calm  was  their  courae  through  banks  of  ffeon, 

White  dlmphn^  eddiei  play'd  between. 

Surh  he  your  (jentle  motion. 

Till  life's  hii.  pube  shall  bc^l  ] 
Like  wmmer'a  Utain,  and  hummer'a  «tn>am. 

Float  on.  in  joy,  to  meet 
A  ealmiT  sea,  where  utotni*  fhiU  eearf  ^— 
A  purer  aky^  wlwfff  alt  »  fHf»w. 
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TO  THE  DEAD. 

How  many  now  are  dead  to  ma 

That  live  tQ  othen  yet ! 
How  many  are  alive  to  me 
Who  crumble  in  their  graves,  nor  aee 
That  sickening,  sinking  look,  which  we 

Till  dead  can  ne'er  forget. 

Beyond  the  blue  seas,  far  away, 

Most  wretchedly  alone, 
One  died  in  prison,  far  away, 
Where  stone  on  stone  shut  out  the  day. 
And  never  hope  or  comfort's  ray 

In  his  lone  dungeon  shone. 

Dead  to  the  world,  alive  to  me. 

Though  months  and  years  have  paaa'd ; 
In  a  lone  hour,  his  sigh  to  me 
Comes  like  the  hum  of  some  wild  bee. 
And  then  his  form  and  face  I  see, 

As  when  I  saw  him  last 

And  one  with  a  bright  lip,  and  cheek. 

And  eye,  is  dead  to  me. 
How  pale  the  bloom  of  his  smooth  chedK  I 
His  lip  was  cold — it  would  not  speak: 
His  heart  was  dead,  for  it  did  not  break: 

And  his  eye,  for  it  did  not  see. 

Tlion  for  the  living  be  the  tomb, 

And  for  the  dead  the  smile ; 
Engrave  oblivion  on  the  tomb 
Of  pulseless  life  and  deadly  bloom^^ 
Dim  is  such  glare:  but  bright  the  glooin 

Around  the  funeral  pile. 


THE  DEEP. 

Therk's  beauty  in  the  deep: 
The  wave  is  bluer  than  the  sky; 
And,  though  the  lights  shine  bright  on  high. 
More  softly  do  the  sea-gems  glow, 
That  sparkle  in  the  depths  below ; 
The  rainbow's  tints  are  only  mode 
When  on  the  waters  they  are  laid ; 
And  sun  and  moon  most  sweetly  shine 
Upon  the  ocean's  level  brit)e. 

There's  beauty  in  Uie  deep. 

There's  music  in  the  deep: — 
It  is  not  in  the  surf's  rough  roar. 
Nor  in  the  whisp<*nng,  shelly  shore, — 
'J'hey  arc  but  earthly  sounds,  that  tell 
How  little  of  the  sea-nymph's  shell. 
That  sends  it*  loud,  clear  note  abroad. 
Or  winds  it^  softness  through  the  flood, 
Echoes  through  groves,  with  coral  gay. 
And  di(M,  on  spongy  banks,  away. 

There 's  music  in  the  deep. 

There's  quiet  in  the  deep: — 
Atfove,  lot  tides  and  tempests  rave, 
And  earth-bom  whirlwiofls  wake  the  wave ; 
Above,  let  care  and  fear  contend 
With  sin  and  sorrow,  to  the  end: 


Here,  tkr  beneath  the  teintad  feaai 
That  fieti  above  oar  peaoefiil  home ; 
We  dream  in  joj,  and  wake  in  knre^ 
Nor  know  the  rage  that  yella  ebovi. 
There's  qniet  in  the  deep. 


MR. 


MERRY'S  LAMENT  FOR  '•LONG 
TOM." 


*•  Let  OS  ddok  of  tlwB  tiM 
Fall  ummj  a  fktIuMB  4e«iH 
By  thj  wild  and  stormy 


Tbt  cruise  is  over  now. 

Thou  art  anchored  bj  the  shon^ 
And  never  more  ahalt  thon 

Hear  the  storm  aroond  thee  raw; 
Death  has  shaken  out  the  sands  of  thj  |^aa 
Now  around  thee  sports  the  whsle^ 
And  the  porpoise  snnfls  the  gale^ 
And  the  night-winds  wake  their  we3, 
As  they  pass. 

Tha  sea-grass  round  thy  bier 

Shall  bend  beneath  the  tide, 
Nor  tell  the  breakers  near 

Where  thy  manly  limbs  abide ; 
But  the  granite  rock  thy  tombstone  sfaill  be. 
Though  the  edges  of  thy  grave 
Are  the  combings  of  the  wav^* 
Yet  unheeded  they  shall  nw 
Over  thee. 

At  the  piping  of  all  hands. 

When  the  judgment  signal's 
When  the  islands,  and  the  lands, 
And  the  seas  give  op  their  dead. 
And  the  south  and  the  north  shall 
When  the  sinner  is  dismay'd. 
And  the  just  man  is  afraid, 
Then  heaven  be  thy  aid. 
Poor  Tom. 


THE  INDIAN  SUMMER. 

What  is  there  saddening  19  the  autumn  leaves? 
Have  they  that  **  green  and  yellow  melancholy" 
That  the  sweet  poet  spake  oft—Had  be  seen 
Our  variegated  woods,  when  Brst  the  frost 
Turns  into  beauty  all  Oetobor^s  charms^ 
When  the  dread  fever  quits  ns-— when  the  aloilBi 
Of  the  wild  equinox,  with  all  its  wet. 
Has  left  the  Und,  as  the  first  deluge  left  it, 
With  a  bright  bow  of  many  colonrs  hung 
Upon  the  forest  tops — ^he  had  not  sighed. 

The  moon  stays  longest  for  the  hunter  noer: 
The  trees  cast  down  their  fruitage,  and  the  blithe 
And  busy  squirrel  hoards  his  winter  stoie: 
While  man  enjoys  the  brseie  that  sweeps  sloof 
The  bright,  bluo  sky  above  him,  and  that  bnnds 
Magnificently  all  the  forest's  pride. 
Or  whispers  through  the  evergreens,  and  asks, 
«  What  is  there  saddening  in  the  autumn  leatvesT'* 
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T^T  deftd  leaTM  flbvw  the  forest  watk^ 
Aad  withjcr'J  are  the  ptle  wild  flowera; 

TW  &(nt  h&ng«  blu^keQing  on  the  ftt^lkt 
^^  i!e«Hlraps  fmll  ia  frozen  sbowerB* 
<9«iii«  in?  the  iprmg't  green  sprouting  bowen, 

0mm  mmmer's  rich  tind  tnatilling^  vinssj 
And  mutiimn,  with  Ivr  jellaw  bour«t 

0&  hiJI  Htid  plain  no  lonser  ehineti 

1 1mn'd  a.  dear  and  witil-tonty}  notef 

Tliat  ro«  4Dd  sweli'd  from  jondtr  tree — 

A  |«5  bird,  with  too  sweet  u  throat, 
Thrn?  pench'd,  and  raised  her  *ong  for  me* 
The  winter  com«,  and  flfhcfc  la  aht  ? 

Away — whfciv  «iunnii:r  wiogi  will  potb, 
Wbrrv  bud«  are  fivth,  and  every  tree 

li  t^3««l  wiUi  tlie  notes  of  lote* 

T»  miU  llie  tmatb  of  §outbem  tkj. 

Too  fbih  ih*  flower  thAt  blushes  there, 
fk  northtfm  breeie  thai  rustte^  by 

Plndii  fe*VMi  loo  gnwn,  and  bud<  too  fair; 

No  fomt  tits  stands  itripp'd  tnd  bftra, 
Ki^  ttrvmm  bititwlh  the  lee  ie  dsm\t 

No  mouQlttin  topt  with  slectj  hairf 
tfer  lb«  anowi  iu  reverend  he»d. 


Go  there,  with  all  the  birds,  and  mtik 

A  b«ppai^  thtnis  with  livelier  flight, 
Kioy  with  tho  «un^  the  evcrning^a  cbedfet 

And  bvTV  me  lonelj  with  the  night. 

1*11  gaxt  upon  the  oold  north  light, 
And  mark  where  all  tts  gloriea  shon«b,^^ 

Sm^^tbat  ii  all  11  fiur  and  bright, 
Tmei — chit  it  ail  is  cold  and  gone^ 


THE  STORM  OF  WAR, 

O  *  ojrtri  WW  felt  the  Storm  of  wir! 

It  bad  in  earthqoake'i  roar; 
It  flaBh'd  opon  Iho  mountain  heightr 

And  «moked  along  the  fihore^ 
It  thnndefd  in  a  dreaming  ear^ 

And  tip  the  farmer  sprang; 
(t  muttered  in  a  Itold,  trite  heart, 

And  a  warrior's  hamest  rang. 

It  r^mbtnl  hy  a  widow^a  door^ — » 

All  hot  her  hope  did  faili ; 
It  trembled  through  a  leafy  (r™^*! 

And  a  maadcn'«  cheek  wu  pal«> 
II  ilrpi  Dpon  the  i^leeptng  »e&, 

Arii  wavei  aromid  it  howl ; 
It  ittride*  from  top  to  foaming  top^ 

Oot>frownmg  occan*s  aeiowt. 

And  Tonder  mird  the  merrh*nt  ship. 

There  wai  peace  upon  her  derk ; 
Her  fHeitdly  flag  from  the  mast  waa  totH, 

And  the  watera  wheim'd  the  wrecL 
Bi>t  the  tame  bla^t  that  hore  her  down 

Fitrd  a  i^Uant  diiSng  nil. 
That  lorod  Ihe  might  of  the  hbt^kening  storm. 

And  latigb'd  in  the  roahng  giJci. 


The  stream,  that  wa«  a  torrent  once^ 

U  dppied  to  a  brook) 
The  sword  ii  broken*  and  the  spear 

la  hut  a  pruning-book. 
The  molher  ehidea  hor  truant  boy, 

And  k<M!ps  him  well  from  harm; 
While  in  tlie  grove  the  happy  maid 

Hangs  on  her  lover*a  arm. 

Another  breeze  hi  on  the  m^ 

Another  wave  is  there, 
And  floats  abroad  triumphantly 

A  banner  bright  and  fair. 
And  pe^c^eful  hnndfir  and  happy  beaita, 

And  gallant  sptrils  keep 
Each  sbir  that  declEtt  it  pure  and  brighlf 

AlKive  the  rolling  deep. 


u 


THE  GUERILLA. 

TnocftH  friends  ane  fal^,  and  leaden  Mt^ 

And  rukra  quake  with  f^ar; 
Though  tamed  the  shepherd  in  tlxe  vale, 

Though  aliiin  the  mountaineer; 
Though  SpantRh  beauty  fill  their  arms, 

And  Spanish  gold  their  purse — 
Sterner  than  weeiih'*  or  war's  alanoa 

Ii  the  wilil  GuerLUa'a  curse. 

No  tmmpcte  nuige  us  to  the  fight  i 

No  aignal  sound  of  drum 
Tells  to  the  foe,  that,  in  llveir  might. 

The  iitwtiJe  squadrons  c-ome> 
No  sunlieam  gUttcm  on  our  spears, 

No  warlike  tnimp  of  t^tet:Mlrii 
Qives  warning — for  tlie  limt  that  beam 

Shall  be  the  Erst  that  bleeds. 

The  night-hreeie  ealb  u»  from  tmr  bed. 

At  dew-fall  forma  the  line. 
And  darknef;r<i  gives  the  signal  dread 

That  makes  our  rankti  eombiiie: 
Or  should  some  struggling  moonbeam  tie 

On  copw  or  lurking  hctlsfc, 
"TwouUl  flash  but  from  a  Spaniard's  eye. 

Or  from  a  dagger's  edge, 

*T  is  rlear  in  the  sweet  vale  below. 

And  misty  on  the  hill ; 
The  »kiefl  shine  miliUy  on  the  foe. 

But  lour  upon  us  stilL 
This  gathering  stonn  shall  quickly  hunt. 

And  KprearJ  its  tcrmrii  far. 
And  Bt  lift  frcnit  we  11  be  the  Grat, 

And  with  tt  go  to  war. 

01  the  mountain  peak  *hiilJ  safe  remain^ 

'T  is  the  vale  sbnll  be  deKpoilM. 
And  the  tnme  hamlets  of  (be  plain 

With  ruin  fAM  run  wild  ? 
But  U!*erfy  shall  breathe  our  air 

IJjjon  the  mountain  hptad. 
And  freedom's  breeEes  wander  here, 

Here  all  tkudr  frigranee  ah«d<^ 
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THE  SEA-BIRD'S  SONG. 

Os  the  deep  is  the  mariner's  dmnger, 
On  the  deep  is  the  mariner's  death, 
Wlio,  to  fear  of  the  tempest  a  stranger, 
Sees  the  last  bubble  burst  of  his  breath! 
'T  is  the  sea-bird,  sea-bird,  sea-bird, 

Lone  looker  on  despair. 
The  sea-bird,  sea-bird,  sea-bird, 
The  only  witness  there. 

Who  watches  their  course,  who  so  mildly 
Careen  to  the  kiss  of  the  breeze  ! 

Who  lists  to  their  shrieks,  who  so  wildly 
Are  clasp'd  in  the  arms  of  the  seas  ? 
*Tis  the  scarbird,  &c. 

Who  hovers  on  high  o'er  the  lover, 
And  her  who  has  clung  to  his  neck  1 

Whose  wing  is  the  wing  that  can  cover. 
With  its  shadow,  the  foundering  wreck? 
*Tis  the  sea-bird,  &c. 

My  eye  in  the  light  of  the  billow, 
My  wing  on  the  wake  of  the  wave, 

I  shall  take  to  my  breast,  for  a  pillow. 
The  shroud  of  the  fair  and  the  brave. 
I  'm  a  sea-bird,  &c. 

My  foot  on  the  iceberg  has  lighted, 

When  hoarse  the  wild  winds  veer  about , 
My  eye,  when  the  bark  is  benighted. 
Sees  the  lamp  of  the  light^house  go  out 
I  'm  the  sea-bird,  sea-bird,  sea-bird, 

Lone  looker  on  despair; 
Tlie  sea-bird,  se-a^bird,  seapbird. 
The  only  witness  there. 


TO  THE  DAUGHTER  OF  A  FRIEND. 

I  PRAT  thee,  by  thy  mother's  fiwe. 

And  by  her  look,  and  by  her  eye. 
By  every  decent  matron  grace 
That  hover'd  round  the  resting-place 

Where  thy  young  head  did  lie ; 
And  by  the  voice  that  soothed  thine  ear. 
The  hymn,  tlio  smile,  the  sigh,  the  tear. 

That  match'd  thy  changeful  mood ; 
By  every  prayer  thy  mother  taught. 
By  every  blessing  that  she  sought, 

I  pray  thee  to  bo  good. 

Is  not  the  nestling,  when  it  wakes. 

Its  eye  upon  the  wood  around. 
And  on  its  new-fledged  pinions  takes 
Iti  taste  of  leaves,  and  boughs,  and  brakes — 

Of  motion,  sight,  and  sound, — 
Is  it  not  like  the  parent  ?    Then 
Be  like  thy  mother,  child,  and  when 

Thy  wing  is  bold  and  strong, — 
As  pure  and  steady  be  thy  light, 
As  high  and  heavenly  be  thy  flight. 

As  bolj  be  thy  song. 


SALMON  RIVBR.* 


Hie  vlrldls  teneim 
MlBclns.— VtMiL. 


Tis  a  sweet  stream — and  ao,  'tia  tnie.  ue  eB 
That,  undisturb'd,  save  by  the  hannlfi  bnwl 
Of  mimic  rapid  or  slight  waterfiJl, 

Pursue  their  way 
By  mossy  bank,  and  daiklj  waving  wood^ 
By  rock,  that  rince  the  deluge  fiz'd  hea  atood, 
Showing  to  sun  and  moon  their  criipiiig  flood 

By  night  and  day. 

But  yet  there's  aomething  in  ita  hnmble  nnk. 
Something  in  ita  pure  wave  and  alopiiif  baok. 
Where  the  deer  sported,  and  the  young  frtm  drank 

With  onacarad  look; 
There 's  much  in  ita  wild  hiitoiy,  that  toeow 
With  all  that 'a  aupentitioua— end  that  aeema 
To  match  our  0in^  and  eke  oat  our  dmai% 

In  that  amall  brook. 

Havoc  has  been  upon  its  peaecfbl  pUin, 

And  blood  has  dropp'd  there,  like  the  drops  of  nin; 

The  com  grows  o'er  the  still  graves  of  iSm  aialD— 

And  many  a  quiver, 
Fill'd  from  the  reeds  that  grew  on  yoodor  lullp 
Has  spent  itself  in  carnage.    Now  'tis  sCO!, 
And  whistling  ploughboya  oft  thair  ranleli  £D 

From  8ahn<m  river. 

Here,  say  old  men,  the  Indian  magi  nndo 
Their  spells  by  moonlight ;  or  beneath  the  shadt 
That  shrouds  sequester*d  rock,ordaikening^adib 

Or  tangled  delL 
Here  Philip  came,  and  Miaittovimo^ 
And  ask'd  about  tlieir  fortunea  long  agO| 
As  Saul  to  Endor,  that  her  witch  might  diow 

Old  Saxuxl. 

And  here  the  black  fox  roved,  that  howl'd  snd  shock 
His  thick  tail  to  the  hunters,  by  the  hiook 
Where  they  pursued  their  game,  and  him 

For  earthly  fox ; 
Thinking  to  shoot  him  like  a  ahaggy  bear. 
And  his  soft  peltry,  stripp'd  and  dieaa'd,  to 
Or  lay  a  trap,  and  from  his  quirt  lair 

Transfer  him  to  a  box. 

Such  are  the  tales  they  tclK    'T  is  haid  to  iliymi 
About  a  little  and  unnoticed  stream^ 
That  few  have  heard  of— hot  it  is  a  tfaema 

I  chance  to  love ; 
And  one  day  I  may  tune  mj  lye-stmw  reedl. 
And  whistle  to  the  note  of  many  a  deed 
Done  on  this  river — ^which,  if  there  bo  need, 

ru  try  to  prove. 

•  This  river  eatsrs  faito  the  OoBBedkiil  at  1 
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Wju^TKA  Colton  wju  bom  in  RtitUnd  eaiintj, 
Vttmoiil,  on  the  niuih  of  May,  1T97*  Wbed 
•boat  sevptiir^n  ye^n  oi  Age  he  detennined  lo 
•i^utr*  »  titHnvi  eduutioQt.  mud  commenced  witK 
i»4lu4iioiu  «ncfgy  bU  preparttory  ftludies.  In 
1*J^  hif  rnt«rvd  Y»l*  College,  where  he  receWfsd 
lh«*  Herkteyifi  pnz^;  in  LitJQ  uid  Greek,  ^nd  de- 
litrreJ  ttxe  valnlictory  poem,  ffhen  he  grftduatiMJ, 
ifi  |«2a.  H*  ioon  sfterwinl  wentto  the  Thwlo- 
gk-al  Bt'nihmty  «t  Andaver^  where  he  Tcmaiocd 
I^r<r«  yeam,  g^ivitig  mueli  ofhia  tttne  to  literature, 
lyid  wiitmgT  Wiiidefl  ^iLnouH  moral  and  critical  dla- 
MTtatte'i*!!  '"^AcreJ  Dramat"  which  wm  acted  by 
lb»imd«r\t«  at  tme  of  their  rheturicjal  etbibitiorm, 
sod  an  tiaborate  poem  proodnnoed  when  hia  daw 
l«c«if«d  'their  diplomas*  On  being  ordained  an 
erangeliiit,  ircording  to  the  UJMige  of  the  Congre^ 
^Ikmal  dbarrh,  ht  became  Profbiaot  of  Moral 
PbiJoMpby  and  Bellen-Lettrea  in  the  ScientiAc  and 
Miltt«ry  Andrmy  at  MiddJeto^ni  then  under  the 
ppoMll«fiey  of  C  a  ptaio  A  t.  i>en  Pa  ftTHi  J>a  is,  W  hile 
oenai>yuig  tbi»  p€i«itioiit  he  i^rot«  a  pme  ^  Essay 
oo  Diielliiig  ;'*  a  **  DiacuHion  of  the  Genina  of 
0(tei%er  -The  Moral  Powpr  of  iho  Poet, 
PtiMtfr,  »(id  Hcvlptor,  contranted/'  atid  many  oon- 
IribQlionift  in  rrmc  and  proae  to  the  public  jonrnale, 
diHlfr  tb4  lignature  of  **  Bertram/'  In  ifiSB  he 
l»wgneil  btt  )Trofe«flor«bipf  and  nettted  in  Wish- 
Inftoo,  am  editor  of  the  "^  Amerii^an  E^pectator  "  a 
«re#kty  gisette,  which  be  conducted  with  iiidus* 
try,  and  much  lacl  and  t«mper  aa  to  pre«ervi§  the 
dtotft  intimnte  relauons  nith  the  leaderv  of  the 
pcditicai  party  lo  which  it  wm  opiLwecd,  He  waa 
CkfwctalLy  a  favourite  with  PreiiJcnt  Jaoks^on, 
who  waa  ftccuatomed  to  *end  for  him  two  or  three 
time*  ia  a  week  to  ftit  wilh  him  in  hia  pdvate 
cbamber;  and  when  Mr.CoLTO^'if  health  declined, 
ao  Ihat  «  ae4  voyage  waa  recom mended  l>y  hia 
pbyvadantp  the  Pfe*ident  oflered  hinn  witboulaoli- 
eiUtionfaconftuUhipor  a  chaplaint^y  in  the  Navy, 
The  latter  waa  accepted,  and  he  held  the  oMce 
£rwn  1^<>  till  the  end  of  bU  life. 

Hifl  fir»l  uppoititment  was  to  the  We^t  loilia 
aqijadront  in  which  he  continued  bui  seven  or  eight 
montba.  He  neit  asited  for  the  Mediterranean, 
in  ih*  J!ag-*hip  ConitelUiion^  Commodore  RfiAUp 
and  in  the  three  yeara  of  bi«  connection  with  thiw 
■Latian  be  traveUed  through  Bpain^  ItaJy^  Greece, 
itnU  Aai*  Minor,  Tiiited  Conatantinopic,  and 
made  hi*  way  to  Paria  and  London*  The  reaulta 
of  hta  obeervauona  are  partially  given  to  tlie  pub- 
lic m  volumea  entitled  **  Ship  and  8 bore/'  and 
"  A  Visit  to  ConatantJnople  and  Athens/^  Soon 
after  the  publication  of  tbeee  wotki,  be  waa  ap- 
pointed biatohographer  to  the  Soutii  ^ea  ^ur^ey- 
ing  and  Eiploring  Eipedition;  but  the  ulUmatc 
iwluction  of  the  force  dwigned  fur  the  Pacific 
^i^adran*  and  Lhe  recig  nation  of  hia  aaaociatea, 


induced  him  to  forego  tha  advanls-gcs  of  this  o!li€e» 
for  which  he  had  made  very  cstreful  preparations 

in  ethnographical  studies. 

He  wai  now  stationed  at  Philadelphia,  where 
he  waa  chaplain  sacc^efively  of  the  IVavy  Vard 
and  the  Naval  Asylum.  In  ihia  city  I  became 
acquainted  with  him,  and  for  seTeral  yeara  eo- 
joyed  hia  frequent  aodety  and  intimate  friendabip. 
In  1841  and  }Si2,  with  the  consent  of  the  Gov- 
ernment, be  added  to  his  oAieial  dutiea  the  oditor> 
ahip  of  the  Philadelphia  "  North  Americant"  and 
in  these  and  the  following  years  he  wrote  mach 
on  religious  atid  literary  eybjecta  for  other  Jour- 
nala.  In  tB44  he  deliyercd  before  the  Utcrary 
Bocietiea  of  the  Dnrveraity  of  Vermont  a  poem 
entitled  **The  Sailor."  In  the  sumnieT  of  1846 
he  w 019  marrtetljand  in  the  following  autumn  waa 
ordered  to  the  Congreia,  the  fiug-ship  of  the  Pa-^ 
cific  squadron,  in  which  he  anivcd  od'  the  western 
coaat  of  Ameriea  eoon  af\er  the  commencement 
of  the  war  with  Mexico.  The  incidenta  of  the 
TfOyage  round  Cajw  Horn  are  detailed  with  more 
than  his  utfual  felicity  in  the  book  called  "Dock 
and  Port,*'  which  he  publinhed  in  1S60. 

Soon  ailer  the  arrival  of  the  squadron  at  Mon- 
terey, be  waa  appointed  alcalde,  or  chief  magis- 
trate, of  that  city,  an  ofBc«  demanding  untiring 
induatry,  zeatt  and  fortitude*  He  displayed  in  it 
eminent  faith fu In e«tf  and  ability,  and  won  as  much 
the  regard  of  tlw.  conquered  inhabiUnta  of  the 
country ,  aa  tbt;  re^q^ect  of  hia  tDore  immediate 
aaaociates,  Bc:&idee  performing  hia  ordinary  du- 
ties he  established  the  6 rat  newspaper  printed 
in  Califarnia,  "  The  Cahfomian  \"  built  the  first 
tchooUhouse  iji  Lbe  territory;  and  alio  a  large  bati 
for  public  meetings,  which  lbe  citizena  ealled 
^  Col  ton  Hall/'  in  honour  of  hia  pub  be  spirit  and 
enterprise.  It  was  during  his  admin  tat  ration  of 
alTairs  at  Monterey  that  the  discovery  of  gold  in 
the  l^acramento  Valley  was  first  made ;  and  tha 
honour  of  firat  making  it  publicly  known  in  the 
Atlantic  staler,  whether  by  aocident  or  otherwise, 
belongs  properly  to  him.  It  wa*  first  announced 
in  a  letter  bearing  bis  initials,  ir^  the  Philadelphia 
"  ^'ortb  American/'  and  the  nei.t  day  in  a  tetter 
aim  written  by  him,  in  the  New  Vork  **  Journal 
of  Commerce!,'' 

Mr»  CuLTON  returned  to  his  home  early  in  the 
summer  of  I  BoO,  aniicipatmg  years  of  u  ndisturbed 
h  D  p  pine«i,  W  i  th  a  n  at  lacb  i^d  famdy ,  a  U  rge  circle 
of  friends,  good  repiHaiiont  and  a  fortune  et|Ual 
to  hi«  desire t»  he  a [j plied  bimte^f  leisurely  lo  the 
pri^paration  of  hia  manu<cript  journals  for  Lbe 
prraa,  and  Lbe  revision  of  bis  earlier  publics  tions* 
He  bad  completed,  besides  ■'  Deck  and  Port/'  al- 
ready menUtirted^  *' Three  Vears  in  Caliti»rnia/^ 
and  had  nearly  n*ady  hr  the  printer  a  mueh 
enlarged  and   improved   etiition  of  **»hip  and 
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Shore,"  which  was  to  be  followed  by  «  A  Vint  to 
Constantinople,  Athens,  and  the  ^gean,"  a  col- 
lection of  his  <*  Poems,'*  and  a  volume  of  **  Mis- 
cellanies of  Literature  and  Religion."  Hb  health 
however,  began  to  decline,  and  a  cold,  induced  by 
exposure  during  a  visit  to  Washington,  ended  in 
disease  which  his  physician  soon  discovered  to  be 
incurable.  Being  in  Philadelphia  on  the  twenty- 
second  of  January.  I  left  my  hotel  to  pay  him  an 
early  visit,  and  found  the  death  signs  upon  his 
door ;  he  had  died  at  two  o'clock  that  morning, 
surrounded  by  his  relations,  and  in  the  presence 
of  his  friends  the  Rev.  Albert  Darnbs  and  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Herman  Hooker— died  very  calmly, 
without  mortal  enemies  and  at  peace  with  God. 


Mr.  CoLTOH  was  of  an  eminently  f«nial  na- 
tare,  fond  of  aocioty,  and  with  such  qualities  aa 
made  him  always  a  welcome  aaaociate.  Hb  ex- 
tensive and  various  travel  had  left  opon  hb  mem- 
oiy  a  thouaand  delightful  pictures,  whid^  were 
reflected  in  hb  conversation  so  dbtinctly  and  with 
such  skilful  preparation  of  the  mind,  that  hb  com- 
panions lived  over  hb  lift  with  him  aa  often  as  ha 
chose  to  summon  its  scenes  before  them. 

It  cannot  be  said  that  there  are  in  the  poems 
of  Mr.  CoLTOK  indications  of  gentoa,  hot  many 
of  hb  pieces  display  a  quiet  humour  and  refino- 
ment  of  feeling,  and  they  have  generally  the 
merit  of  being  apparently  froiU  of  hb  own  ox- 
penence. 


THE   SAILOR. 

A  Sat  LOR  ever  loves  to  be  in  motion, 

Roaming  about  he  scarce  knows  where  or  why ; 
He  looks  upon  the  dim  and  shadowy  ocean 

As  home,  abhors  the  land  ;  and  e*cn  the  sky, 
boundless  and  beautiful,  has  naught  to  please. 
Except  some  clouds,  which  promise  him  a  breeze. 

tie  is  a  child  of  mere  impulse  and  passion, 
Lovinfr  hb  friends,  and  generous  to  hb  foes, 

And  fickle  as  the  most  ephemeral  fashion, 
8ave  in  the  cut  and  colour  of  his  clotlies, 

And  in  a  s^t  of  phrases  which,  on  land. 

The  wisest  head  could  never  understand. 

He  thinks  his  dialect  the  very  l)cst 
That  ever  flow'd  from  any  human  lip, 

And  whether  in  his  prayers,  or  at  a  jest, 
Uses  the  terms  for  managing  a  ship; 

And  even  in  death  would  order  up  the  helm. 

In  hope  to  clear  the  «♦  undiscover'd  realm." 

He  makes  a  friend  where'er  he  meets  a  shore. 
One  whom  he  cherishes  with  some  affection; 

But  leaving  {>ort,  he  thinks  of  her  no  more, 
Unless  it  be,  perchance,  in  some  reflection 

Upon  hb  wicked  ways,  then,  with  a  sigh, 

Resolves  on  reformation— ere  he  die. 

In  calms,  he  gazes  at  the  sleeping  sea, 

Or  seeks  his  lines,  and  sets  himself  to  angling, 

Or  takes  to  politics,  and,  l)eing  free 

Of  facts  and  full  of  feeling,  falls  to  wrangling: 

Then  recollects  a  diittant  eye  and  lip. 

And  rues  the  day  on  which  he  saw  a  ship: 

rhrn  loi^ks  up  to  the  sky  to  watch  each  cloud. 
As  it  displays  its  faint  and  fleeting  form ; 

Then  o'er  the  calm  bej^ins  to  mutter  loud, 

And  swears  he  would  exchanq;e  it  for  a  storm, 

Tornado,  any  thing — to  put  a  close 

To  tliis  most  dead,  monotonous  repose. 

An  order  given,  and  he  obeys,  of  course. 
Though  'twere  to  run  hb  ship  upon  the  rocks — 

Oaptuic  a  squadron  with  a  boatWrew  force — 
Or  batter  down  the  massive  granite  blocks 

Of  some  huge  fortress  with  a  swivel,  pike. 

Pistol,  aught  tliat  will  tlirow  a  ball,  or  strike. 


He  never  shrinks,  whatever  may  betide ; 

His  weapon  may  be  shiver'd  in  his  hand. 
His  last  companion  shot  down  at  hb  aide, 

Still  he  maintains  hb  firm  and  despento 
Bleeding  and  battling — ^with  hb  ooloun  fast 
As  nail  can  bind  them  to  hb  shatter'd 


I  love  the  sailor — ^hb  eventful  life-^ 

Hb  generous  spirit — ^his  contempt  of  daniier— 
His  firmness  in  the  gale,  the  wreck,  and  atrib; 

And  though  a  wild  and  reckless  ooean-nngv, 
God  grant  he  make  that  port,  when  life  is  o*cr. 
Where  storms  are  hush'd,  and  billows  faieali  nomoR^ 


MY  FIRST  LOVE,  AND  MY  LAST. 

Cathara,  when  the  many  silent  tean 

Of  beauty,  bending  oVr  thy  bed,  • 
Bespoke  the  change  familiar  to  oor  fcara, 

I  could  not  think  thy  spirit  yet  had  fled-~ 
So  like  to  life  the  slumber  death  had  cast  * 

On  thy  sweet  face,  my  first  kive  and  my  last 
I  watched  to  see  those  lids  their  light  unfold, 

For  still  thy  forehead  rose  serene  and  &ir, 
As  when  those  raven  ringlets  richly  rolTd 

O'er  life,  which  dwelt  in  thought  uid  beantj  there 
Thy  cheek  the  while  was  rosy  with  the  theme 
That  flush'd  along  the  sfnrit'a  mystic  dream. 
Thy  lips  were  circled  with  that  i 

Which  oft  around  their  dewy  I 
When  some  more  happy  thought  or  hannleaa  wih 

Upon  thy  warm  and  wandering  fencj  hnke : 
For  thou  wert  Nature*8  child,  and  took  the  ton* 
Of  every  pulse,  as  if  it  were  thine  own. 

I  watch'd,  and  still  believed  that  thou  wouldst  wake^ 
When  others  came  to  place  thee  in  the  shnNid: 

I  thought  to  see  thb  seeming  slumber  break. 
As  I  have  seen  a  light,  transparent  ckmd 

Dbpersc,  which  o'er  a  star  s  sweet  face  had  tbmwn 

A  shadow  like  to  that  which  veilM  thioe  < 


But,  no:  there  was  no  token,  look,  or  breath : 
The  tears  of  those  around,  the  tolling  bell 

And  hearse  told  us  at  last  that  thb  was  deathi 
I  know  not  if  I  breathed  a  last  fereweO ; 

But  since  that  day  my  sweetoit  houn  liavo  pM^d 

In  thought  of  thee,  my  first  love  and  my  laat. 


WILLIAM  B.  WALTER. 


|V«c^,«)wtitM,   1H*4,lAli.l 


Ttm  fitvl  AmeHcaa  inooilor  of  Willl^m  B. 
Waltim  iru  ^-  the  good  oJd  f uriUn,"  t«  WitiT- 

TKS,  who  WW  grttlaatiHl  at  HtrvarU  College  iij 
tT8l,  ind  WMMOU  &^i«t  ordaitifid  ai  coUeague  »f 
lb»  ftpCBtJc  Elliot*  Ha  wail  a  great  gmoikon  of 
Uk  fUt«r«fid  IiEO^EAgK  MATUGft,  one  of  the  mosl 
I  ^Mractera  in  Lhe  e«tile*iuttca(  and  cWd 
J  ciN^W  England  ;  a  g^raadaon  of  the  Rev- 


WliKRE  tS  HE! 

Ei»  wmy  wi»  an  ihe  wateri  Jeep, 

far  Uadi«  ftr  dUUnt  4nd  unk  tio^r) ; 
Jfit  hfxrt  r^mld  fetl,  hie  eye  ooult)  Weep, 

Fqt  iUJtiu'ruigiR  vlbrr  than  hu  own  ; 
Aad  b«  could  .teem  wtiJit  otbcrft  bci, 
lf»t  Q(i\y  M^ia :  but  wb«re  ii  be  1 
f  windti^f  tb  rough  thi*  gr«>v«  of  Jt)v« — 
Tb«  vallejr  to»«  —  end  cUmh  the  biU, 
Wliar*  b«  m$M  wont  in  iLfa  to  TQse\ 

A  03  all  Jooki  oihu  and  ptea^^nt  HtiU^ 
And  thiftt,  h'm  bower  and  cypnsM  tr««^ 
Tbat  t/««  at  gloom  —  but  whar«  ii  be? 
Xh«  fon  ab«t«  abinca  now  aa  brigb^ 

Th/oiiid^  b^atpii*!  lifqe  depth*,  u  offio  it  abone ; 
Tb»  cbtid*  roll  beanliful  in  light, 

Bweepiog  around  tlie  Ktsn^fl^t't  tbron«; 
Tbtf  singing  bird*  are  full  of  glee, 
Their  aong^  ATO  aweet:  but  wbom  u  bal 
'fhm  mirror  of  the  moon  on  bigb-^ 

Tb*t  bright  iake — ftpem*  as  sodly  calm; 
T^  i^rv  i*  hchly  throng  tbo  aky; 

Tb«  night  winda  breathe  their  frai^nt  balcn ; 
Uaih  on  u  bKghl  chat  deep  Mue  tea 
iii  aiifblT  DtHvea:  but  where  a  beT 
fiwtm  b  the  wreath  h«  twined  ;  but  now 

Thb  ro>j  wreath  ia  twined  tn  ^ain  i 
Tetra,  nor  the  bosom  a  warmest  glow, 

WtlU  e**r  giT«  it  lifr  again ! — 
All  ihm  \m.  dftrk  snd  atran^c  to  me, 
And  aCill  t  aiki  oh,  where  U  be! 
i  taneh  bia  harp ;  the  ma^c  atringi, 

Tha  bnplintl  aoonda  of  music  pour^ 
Cut  tadly  wdd,  aa  ifUm  winga 

l)f  D^atb  «  dark  angel  »wept  th^m  o'er ; 
Tb*  cluinlii  are  lulled  i     h  may  not  ho  f 
And  ipkiti  i*bi*per:  Where  i*  he  J 
Him  way  waa  on  the  waters  deep ; 

Hi*  oofM  b  on  an  unknown  ishor«; 
Ha  tlmpt  a  long  and  drennileaa  iJerp, 
And  we  abaJI  «ee  bia  ik^e  no  lutnA. 
Tli  »  sad  tale  f  he  died  for  me  t 
Oh,  U&U  I  enough  I — but  where  ia  be ! 


tinguiihed  miniater  of  Roibury ;  and  a  son  of  the 
Reverend  W'lLLiAM  WalteE,  D,D,*  Minjetime 
rector  of  Trinity  Church,  in  Boslon*  He  waa 
educated  at  Bo^doin  College,  where  he  took  lib 
bac^clor'i  degree  in  1818.  In  llf^Sl  be  puMi*he4 
in  Bofcton  two  volumes,  entitled  ♦■Sukfty,"'  anu 
*•  Poeiiia.*'  Of  **8ukey'^  n  third  edition  wan  print* 
*d  the  aanie  year  in  BaUifoore.  He  confeuc*  an 
aoKietj  for  fume,  and  informs  us  that  these  work* 
■re  the  meABun  til'  hb  beet  abiUtien. 


EXTRACT  FROM  A  POEM  «T0  AN 
INFANT" 

Ae!  Utile  deemest  thou,  my  child, 
The  way  of  life  k  dark  and  wild^^ 
Ic«  sunshine,  but  a  light  whose  pjty 
Serves  but  to  daxxfe  and  betray  — 
Weary  and  long;  ita  end,  lh«  tflmb, 
Where  darkness  spread*  her  winga  of  glootn ; 
That  reating*placo  of  things  which  ji^e. 
The  goal  of  all  that  earth  eon  gi^B* 

It  may  be  that  the  drcam«  of  fame^ 
Proud  Glory's  plume,  the  warrior'i  ntlSiea 
8hall  lure  thee  to  the  £e Id  of  blood. 
Where,  like  a  god,  war*i  fiery  flood 
M^y  bear  Ihee  on ;  while,  far  above, 
Thy  erimson  banners  proudly  move, 
Like  the  red  clouds  which  aktrt  tbe  iUn, 
When  the  £etce  tempest^dty  b  done  ! 

Or  lead  thee  to  a  dobter'd  cell, 
Where  Learning's  vouHes  lonely  dwell — 
The  midnigbt  lamp  and  brow  of  core^ 
The  frozen  heart  that  mocka  despair^ 
Consumption 'a  fires  that  bum  tbe  cbeekp 
Tbe  brain  tjiat  throbs,  but  will  not  break, 
Tbe  travail  of  the  soul,  to  gain 
A  natnef  and  die— ^alaa  -  in  vain^ 

Tl&OQ  reck  eat  not,  sweet  alnmberer^  Ihere^ 
Of  tbia  world 'e  Crimea  i  of  many  a  snara 
To  catch  the  soul ;  of  pleasurea  wild, 
Friends  fal»e,  foes  dark,  and  hearta  beguiled ; 
Of  Paasion's  ministers  who  away. 
With  iron  mceptre,  all  who  atray ; 
Of  broken  hearts  still  loving  on, 
When  all  b  lo*(,  and  changed,  and  gone! 

Thy  tear*  will  flow,  and  thou  wilt  weep 
Aa  he  has  wept  who  eyes  thy  sleep. 
But  wec'ps  no  more  :  Hb  heart  ia  culd, 
Warp'd,  sicken 'd,  sear'd,  with  i^oe«  untoto. 
And  be  it  »of  the  cloudy  which  roll 
Dark,  heavy,  a*er  my  troubled  ioul, 
Bring  with  them  lightning*,  t^hich  dlamtt 
To  abruud  the  mind  in  doeper  gloom  I 
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JAMES  WALLIS  EASTBUBN. 


[B«rB.im.    DM,  int.) 


TiiK  litcraiy  career  of  James  Wallib  Eabt- 
RFRN  was  BO  intimately  connected  with  that  of 
Robert  C.  Sands,  that  ita  most  interesting  fea- 
tures will  necessarily  be  stated  in  the  biography 
of  that  author.  He  was  a  son  of  James  Eastburn, 
a  well-known  New  York  bookseller,  and  a  brother 
of  Maston  Eastbcen,  now  bishop  of  the  Protest- 
ant Episcopal  Church  in  Massachusetts.  He  was 
graduated  at  Columbia  College,  in  New  York, 
studied  theology  under  Bishop  Griswold,  at  Bris- 
tol, Rhode  Island,  and,  being  admitted  to  orders, 
wus  settled  in  Virginia.  Declining  health  soon 
compelled  him  to  relinquish  his  professional  oc- 
cupations, how^ever,  and  on  the  twenty-eighth  of 
November,  1819,  he  sailed  from  New  York  for 
Santa  Cruz,  as  a  last  resource  for  recruiting  his  ex- 


TO  PNEUMA. 

Tempests  their  furious  course  may  sweep 
Swifily  o*er  the  troubled  deep, 
Darkness  may  lend  her  gloomy  aid, 
And  wrap  the  groaning  world  in  shade; 
But  man  can  show  a  darker  hour. 
And  bend  beneath  a  stronger  power: 
Th0ro  is  a  tempest  of  the  soul, 
A  glo*  m  where  wilder  billows  roll! 

The  howling  wilderness  may  spread 
Its  pathless  deserts,  parched  and  dread, 
Where  not  a  blade  of  herbage  blooms, 
Nor  yields  the  breeze  its  soft  perfumes ; 
Where  silence,  death,  and  horror  reign, 
Uncheck*d,  across  the  wide  domain: 
There  is  a  desert  of  the  mind 
More  hopeless,  dreary,  undefined. 

There  sorrow,  moody  discontent, 
And  gnawing  care  are  wildly  blent ; 
There  horror  hangs  her  darkest  clouds, 
And  the  whole  scene  in  gloom  enshrouds; 
A  sickly  ray  is  cast  around, 
Where  naught  but  dreariness  is  found; 
A  feeling  that  may  not  be  told, 
Dark,  rending,  lonely,  drear,  and  cold. 

The  wildest  ills  that  darken  life 

Are  rapture,  to  the  bosom's  strife; 

The  tempest,  in  its  blackest  form, 

Is  beauty,  to  the  bosom's  storm ; 

The  ocean,  lashed  to  fury  loud. 

Its  high  wave  mingling  with  the  cloud. 

Is  peaceful,  sweet  serenity. 

To  passion's  dark  and  boundless  sea. 

There  sleeps  no  calm,  there  smiles  no  rest, 
When  storms  are  warring  in  tlie  breast ; 
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haosted  constitution,  and  died  at  ■ea,lbiirdftjttfler, 
at  the  early  age  of  twenty-two  yeui. 

<•  Yamoyden"  was  planned  bj  yonog  Eastbvut 
during  his  residence  amid  the  soeDes  of  King  Phi- 
lip's wars,  in  Rhode  Island,  and  he  nndoubtedly 
wrote  a  considerable  portion  of  the  first  and  aeeond 
contos ;  but  the  genius  of  8asd8  is  apparent  in 
the  more  remarkable  passages  of  the  poem,  and  he 
must  have  been  the  author  of  much  the  greater 
part  of  it,  though  he  modestly  withheld  his  name 
from  the  title  page,  on  its  publication,  after  Bait- 
burn's  death.  Besides  an  unfinished  metrical 
version  of  the  Psalms,  Eastburx  left  a  volnme 
of  manuscript  poems,  from  which  a  conaidccaUe 
number  of  specimens  were  published  in  the 
**  United  Scates  Literary  Oasette*'  Ibr  18S4. 


There  is  no  moment  of  repose 
In  bosoms  lashed  by  hidden  wc 
The  scorpion  stings,  the  fury  rears 
And  every  trembling  fibre  tears. 
The  vulture  preys,  with  bloody  beak. 
Upon— the  heart  that  can  but  break! 


SONG  OF  AN  INDIAN  MOTHEB. 

Sleep,  child  of  my  love !  be  thy  slumber  as  light 
As  the  redbird's  that  nestles  secure  on  the  spray ; 

Be  the  visions  that  visit  thee  hirj  and  bright 
As  the  dewdrops  that  sparkle  around  with  Che  rqr  I 

Oh,  soft  flows  the  breath  from  thine  innoecnt 

breast; 

In  the  wild  wood  sleep  cradles,in  rosea,  diy  bead ; 

But  her  who  protects  thee,  a  wanderar  nnMeas'd. 

He  forsakes,  or  surrounds  with  his  phantoom  of 

dread. 

I  fear  for  thy  father !  why  stays  he  eo  long 
On  the  shores  where  the  wife  of  the  giant  was 
thrown. 

And  the  sailor  oft  lingered  to  hearken  her  song. 
80  sad  o'er  the  wave,  ere  she  hardened  to  stone! 

He  skims  the  blue  tide  in  hia  birchen  oanoe. 
Where  the  foe  in  the  moonbeams  hia  path  nay 
descry; 

The  ball  to  its  scope  may  qieed  rapid  and  trae. 
And  lost  in  the  wave  be  thy  lather's  death  ay  I 

The  Power  thatis round  us, whose  preseneebnear. 
In  the  gloom  and  the  solitude  felt  by  the  eoul« 

Protect  that  frail  bark  in  its  lonely  career. 
And  shield  thee  when  roughly  life's  billowa  1 
roU. 


ROBERT   a    SANDS. 


pirns  im  &i>d,tniL] 


Tsi  tikioiy  of  American  tttrratura,  Jbr  Ihe  period 
wUcb  hia  sJreailj  passed*  will  contma  tlie  namcfl 
«r  £nr  mssk  of  greater  gcttiu^  or  more  g«n«Tai 
,  ikiD  RdBKHT  C  Sa^i^s^  Hia  Life  has 
m  well  by  hi*  intimate  friend,  Gu- 
LIAS  C«  V^M^PLisreK,  LL,  D.^  Ihat  J  fthalt  uttempt 
foij  la  pnMat  an  abstract  of  the  narratiTfi  of  thai 
mumm^nwhtnl  uch&lv  and  critic 

SuW  w«s  bom  in  the  eity  of  New  York,  (where 
M*  $illiflr«  who  bad  been  diti<tiii|^uished  for  his  pa- 
dorin;;  the  revolutionary  strujirgle,  was  an 
aiisdiAntt)  on  the  elevcutJi  of  May,  1799. 
Al  *  ««rf  eaHy  age  he  wiu  remarkaUlD  for  ^ttai 
miikrmm  of  ippfrh^n^ion*  and  faciltty  of  aci^uir- 
'm^  kJkofi{idev>'  When  xven  years  olJ,  he  began 
19  tfnif  ^  Ladn  lan^agie,  ami  mt  thlrt^^n  he 
WW  MdmHled  to  the  aoi^aniorc  da*i  of  Columbm 
OoBigff»  H«  har]  alr^y,  yrvdor  Mn  Futi^lat, 
flf  Newark,  afid  Iho  R^Ycrend  Mr.  Whelplkt,  of 
]f«w  Yoffc^  made  great  progreaa  in  classical  know- 
ll40i;  and  while  in  tbe  caiie^,  which  hiid  lung 
^ttoaduiUngijUh^d  for  sound  ami  accuraU^  instruct 
ttoa  m  tbo  d£^.u]  Ungmigefl,  be  excelled  all  hh 
^amaaXJm  tn  ancietit  Icarciin^,  and  was  equally 
VlfifiMAl  In  the  mathematics  ami  other  branches 
rf  Mn^f*  In  iw*  second  collegiate  year,  in  con- 
frith  his  friend  EtEracn?r,  tuid  ^me 
'  ttnB^iM^  he  ewtabliAhod  a  pericHli<?al  eotitifM) 
*Tb»  JioTOliit,"  and  aflcrwani  another,  cJilIed 
■^Attioaic  Recrci^tionA,"  of  tniih  of  which  he 
wrote  the  prindpai  contents.  Ho  was  graduated 
in  IHI!>,  and  soon  after  became  a  Etu dent  in  the 
tBirs»ffii«  of  DiTTU  B,  Oi:t}£?(,  one  of  the  most 
li^bet]  jidTOcat^  of  Ihe  time.  He  pursued 
lefal  flCuJies  with  great  anJour ;  his  course  of 
wa«  irery  eitcnaive  ;  an  J  he  became  not 
mafy  famOur  with  the  more  practical  part  of  pro- 
knowledge,  but  ac^iuired  a  reJish  for  the 
doctrinm  and  subtle  rtfitsonlnga  of  the 
It  eommon  law, 
6feiO  He  fountl  time  for  the  study  of  the  classics; 
ond,  in  company  with  two  or  Ihrco  friends,  read 
wreral  of  ihe  moat  difficutt  of  the  Gn^k  author*, 
eieyrtly  and  eritically.^  His  tove  of  composition 
fXKitinued  to  grow  upon  him.  He  wrote  on  aU 
cobjrcls,  and  for  all  purpoaen ;  and,  in  addition  to 
#anya  and  Tcnses,  on  toptcji  of  bis  own  choice, 
«Qloj]l«ited  to  write  orations  for  the  comroenco- 
Dsntt&flcya  of  young  graduates,  verx^  for  young 
lof«fl,  md  rvca  Mormons  for  young  divinc«r  Seve- 
tml  of  the  Utter,  written  iu  an  ammated  sti'lcp  were 
moeh  adminpci,  when  delivered  in  the  pulpit  with 
gond  F]npha«ii#  and  dincretion,  to  congreiraiiona 
wb4>  lilfle  POic{*ectfd  to  whom  they  were  iiulebted 
for  their  cdifiraiiun.  One  of  them,  at  leasts  has 
heen  jTinr^  under  Ihp  name  of  tjie  elerjjyman  by 
vrb«>na  tt  was  d^tiver^     In  1317  he  published  ft 


poem,  which  he  had  begun  and  In  givtt  paxt  writ^ 
ten  four  years  before.  It  was  collid  *<Th»  Bridoi ' 
of  Vanmond,"  and  wa«  a  metrical  romance,  founih?d 
on  the  aiime  legend  of  the  irausformi^iion  of  u  de> 
crepit  and  miserable  wretch  into  a  yon  thru  J  iiero^ 
by  comport  with  ibe  infernal  povvpr#,  which  forma 
the  grotindwork  of  BTaox's  ^'Beformvd  Trans- 
formed." 

It  was  during  the  period  of  Ihese  Etudies.  that 
he  and  tbree  of  his  friends,  of  as  many  difji^rent 
professions,  formed  an  association,  of  a  somewhat 
remarkable  cbixractcr,  under  the  tmme  of  tlie  Lite- 
tmry  Confederacy,  The  number  wa£  limited  to 
fom-;  and  they  bound  themii^lve^  to  preserve  a 
friendly  communication  in  all  the  vicitisitnd^a  of> 
life,  and  to  endeavour,  by  all  proper  mcitie,  to  ad> 
vmnce  tlieir  mutaal  and  individual  interest,  Ut  \nWim 
each  other  on  every  BUbJect,  and  to  rwetve  wiUi 
good  temper  tha  rebuke  or  admoiiitioti  wbich  mzghl 
thus  be  given.  They  proposed  to  utuU,  from  tinw) 
to  time,  in  literary  publitatioaji,  coven  jin ting  so- 
lemnly that  no  mailer  hostile  lo  the  gn*^l  prifuiplea 
of  religion  or  morals  should  be  published  by  any 
member.  This  compact  wan  most  faitlifully  kept 
Ifl  the  time  of  Sasus'ii  ileath,  iJtiiugh  the  primary 
objects  of  it  were  gradually  given  up,  as  oil ter  duties 
engrossed  the  attention  of  its  mcniber*.  In  tbi 
first  year  of  iU  existence*  the  confederacy  contri- 
buted largely  to  several  literary  and  critical  ga- 
zc^tles,  besides  publhfbing  in  one  of  ilie  daily  pdjiers 
of  the  city  a  ieries  of  essay s^  otider  the  title  of  the 
**^  Ampliilogist,'*  and  a  second  under  th;i(  of  the 
**  Neolosjijit,"  which  attracted  much  attention,  and 
wens  very  widely  circulated  and  repubhsht'd  in 
the  tiews[»apers  of  the  day,  Sivtis  wrote  a  large 
p<>rtion  of  these,  both  iu  prose  and  vetvc. 

His  friend  E^sracBs  had  now  removed  to 
Bristol,  Khode  Idand,  where,  after  study ini^  divi- 
nity ioT  »0me  time  under  the  direcLiun  of  Bi'^hop 
G  a  IS  WOLD,  he  took  orden*,  and  »oou  a*>Jtr  settled 
in  Vir^nia,  A  rcgulur  eorre«pondence  was  kvpt 
up  between  the  fni  ndji ;  and  the  lelrera  that  havo 
l>fH.*n  preserved  arc  filk-d  with  the  evidrnt-e  of  tb*jir 
iiiemr)'^  ijidu^^iry^  EjiSTBt  an  had  undertaken  a 
new  metrical  version  of  the  Fmilms,  wbicli  tho 
pressure  of  Jijs  clerical  duties  and  biit  untimely 
drath  prevented  him  &om  ever  eomplcting,  Sjtjfwa 
was  led  by  curioBity,  a^  well  as  by  his  intimacy 
with  Easts un?[,  to  aequsre  some  knowledge  of 
the  Hebrew,  It  wms  not  very  profound,  but  it 
enabled  him  to  try  his  skill  at  the  imme  Ininalap 
tion ;  and  he  from  time  to  lime  Witit  hk  iVivnd  ft 
Fsatm  pnraphrajvd  in  verse* 

But  amid  thi^ir  sei^erer  studies  and  th«r  litervry 
amusements,  they  were  engag^ixl  in  a  bolder  ptx'ti* 
cal  enLer|)riifie.  ThiA  was  a  romajitic  pm^tri,  foimdrd 
oa  the  histary  of  PiiiLif^,  Ihe  eeleljratk^d  sachem 
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of  the  Pequods,  and  leader  of  the  grent  Indian  wan 
aTaitist  (he  New  England  colonista  in  1665  and 
107(1.  It  was  planned  by  Eastburit.  during  his 
residoiioc  in  the  vicinity  of  Mount  Hope,  in  Rhode 
IhUukI,  the  ancient  capital  of  tho  Pequod  race, 
where  the  Hcene  is  laid.  In  tho  year  following, 
wlieii  he  visited  New  York,  the  plan  of  the  story 
WOK  drawn  up  in  conjunction  with  his  friend.  "We 
hud  then,**  said  Saxds,  "read  nothing  on  the  sub- 
ject; and  our  plot  was  formed  from  a  hasty  glance 
into  a  few  pages  of  Hubbard's  Narrative.  After 
Eastrurx's  return  to  Bristol,  tho  poem  was  writ- 
ten, according  to  the  parts  severally  assigned,  and 
transmitted,  reciprocally,  in  the  course  of  corre- 
spondence. It  was  commenced  in  November,  1817, 
and  tmished  before  the  summer  of  1818,  except  the 
concluding  stanzas  of  the  sixth  canto,  which  were 
added  after  Mr.  Eastburit  left  Bristol.  As  the 
fable  was  defective,  from  our  ignorance  of  the  sub- 
ject, the  execution  was  also,  from  the  same  cause, 
and  the  hasty  mode  of  composition,  in  every  re- 
spect imperfect.  Mr.  Eastburx  was  then  pre- 
paring to  take  orders ;  and  his  studies,  with  that 
view,  engrossed  his  attention.  He  was  ordained 
in  October,  1818.  Between  that  time  and  the 
period  of  his  going  to  Accomack  county,  Virginia, 
w^hcnce  he  had  received  an  invitation  to  take  charge 
of  a  congregation,  he  transcribed  the  first  two  can- 
tos of  tliis  poem,  with  but  few  material  variations, 
from  the  first  collating  copy.  The  labours  of  his 
ministry  left  him  no  time  even  for  his  most  de- 
lightful amusement  He  had  made  no  further 
progress  in  the  correction  of  the  work  when  he 
returned  to  New  York,  in  July,  1819.  His  health 
was  then  so  much  impaired,  that  writing  of  any 
kind  was  too  great  a  labour.  He  had  pocked  up 
tho  manuscript-t,  intending  to  finish  his  second 
copy  in  Santa  Cruz,  whither  it  was  recommended 
to  him  to  go,  as  the  last  resource  to  recruit  his  ex- 
hausted constitution."  He  died  on  the  fourth  day 
of  his  passage,  on  the  second  of  December,  1819. 
The  work,  thus  left  imperfect,  was  revised,  ar- 
ran:;od,  and  completed,  with  many  additions,  by 
Samis.  It  was  introduced  by  a  proem,  in  which 
the  surviving  poet  mourned,  in  noble  and  touch- 
ing strains,  the  accomplished  friend  of  his  youth. 

The  work  was  published  under  the  title  of  "  Ya- 
moyden,"  at  New  York,  in  1820.  It  unquestion- 
ably shows  some  marks  of  the  youth  of  its  authors, 
besides  other  imperfections  arising  from  the  mode 
of  its  comiKtsition,  which  could  not  fail  to  prove  a 
serious  impediment  to  a  clear  connection  of  the 
plot,  and  a  vivid  and  congruous  conception  of  all 
the  characters.  Yet  it  has  high  merit  in  various 
ways.  Its  descriptions  of  natural  scenery  are  alike 
accunitc  and  licautiful.  Its  style  is  flexible,  flow- 
ing, and  poetical.  It  is  rich  throughout  with  histo- 
rical and  antiquarian  knowledge  of  Indian  history 
and  tradition;  and  every  thing  in  the  customs,  man- 
ners, superstitions,  and  story  of  the  almrigines  of 
New  England,  that  could  bo  applied  to  poetical 
purposes,  is  used  with  skill,  judgment,  and  taste. 

In  1820,  Saxds  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and 
opened  an  office  in  the  city  of  New  York.  He 
untered  upon  his  professional  career  with  high 


hopes  and  an  snlciit  love  of  tho  laaniiiif  of  dia 
law.  His  fint  attempt  u  u  advoeata  waa.  how* 
ever,  unsaccessfol,  and  be  waa  diaheartened  bj  tha 
resulL  Though  he  continoad  tha  hniinwi  of  an 
attorney,  he  made  no  aacond  attempt  of  nonao 
quence  before  a  Jozy,  and  after  a  few  ycaia  ha 
gradually  withdrew  himaelf  from  tlie  prnfoMJon. 
During  this  period  he  penevered  in  hia  law  ica^ 
ing,  and  renewed  and  extended  hia  aeqoaintanoa 
with  the  Latin  poets,  and  the  « grave,  lofty  trag^ 
dians"  of  Greece ;  acquiring  an  intimacj  such  aa 
professors  might  have  envied,  with  the  ancient 
languages  and  learning.  He  had  caily  leamad 
French,  and  waa  &mikiar  with  ita  copioua  and  d^ 
gant  literatnie;  bat  he  never  much  admired  it,  and 
in  his  multifarious  literaiy  conversation  and  an- 
thoDship,  mzely  quoted  or  alluded  to  a  French 
author,  except  for  hdt.  He  now  aeqnired  tha 
Italian,  and  read  carefully  and  with  great  admii^ 
tion  all  its  great  writers,  ftom  Daiitb  to  Altiui. 
His  versions  and  imitationa  of  PoLiTiAir»  Mosrit 
and  MsTASTASf  o,  attest  how  fully  he  entered  into 
their  spirit  Some  time  after  he  acquired  the  Bp^ 
nish  lajiguage  very  critically,  and,  after  atudying  ill 
more  celebrated  writers,  read  veiy  largely  all  tha 
Spanish  historians  and  documenta  he  oouIdSad 
touching  American  history.  In  order  to  comphia 
his  acquaintance  with  the  cognate  modem  lan- 
guages of  Latin  origin,  he  aome  yeara  later  a» 
quired  the  Portaguese,  and  read  auch  of  ita  authoa 
as  he  could  procure. 

In  1822  and  1923  he  wrote  many  articles  for 
"The  Literary  Review,**  a  monthly  periodical  ihtn 
published  in  New  York,  which  received  great  ii^ 
crease  of  reputation  from  his  contribntionik  In 
the  winter  of  1823-4,  he  and  some  frienda  pnk 
lished  seven  numbers  of  a  aert  of  mock-magaiiM^ 
entitled  «The  8l  Tammany  Magazine.*'  Here  he 
gave  the  reins  to  his  most  extravagant  and  happn 
est  humour,  indulging  in  parody,  buriesqoe,  and 
grotesque  satire,  thrown  off  in  the  gayeit  mood 
and  with  the  greatest  rapidity,  but  aa  Bood-natorsd 
as  satire  and  parody  could  well  be.  In  May,  18Si, 
"The  Athintic  Magazine**  waa  establiahed  in  New 
York,  and  placed  under  hia  charge.  At  the  end 
of  six  months  he  gave  up  this  woik ;  but  when  il 
changed  its  name,  and  in  part  ita  chancier,  end 
became  the  New  York  Review,  he  waa  leCn^iged 
as  an  editor,  and  assisted  in  oondacUny  it  ontil 
1827.  During  this  same  period  he  rHifnl  in 
preparing  and  publishing  a  digeat  of  equity  i 
and  also  in  editing  some  other  legal 
enriching  them  with  notes  of  the  American  deci- 
sions. These  publicationa  were,  it  ia  true,  not  of 
a  high  class  of  legal  authonhip ;  but  they  abow 
professional  reading  and  knowledge,  aa  well  aa  the 
ready  versatility  of  his  mind.  He  had  now  become 
an  author  by  profession,  and  looked  to  hia  pen  far 
support,  'as  heretofore  for  fame  or  for  amuaemenL 
When,  therefore,  an  offer  of  a  liberal  aalaiy  waa 
made  him  as  an  assistant  editoir  of  the  <«  New  Toik 
Commercial  Advertiser,**  a  longHMtabliahcd  and 
well-known  daily  evening  paper,  he  accepted  it, 
and  continued  his  connection  with  that  joninal 
until  his  death. 
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HI*  di%  t»k  of  politknl  or  UUrar^  diteuKiiOiii 
VV*  $*i  hom  givtniBf  hiin  mHiciciiil  literary  employ* 
mtnLr  Kb  ttuiid  omrlltiwH  irt  itl  direetjonit  itiio 
•imfi  iMific  of  dtJfcfcnt  pisJititml 
i  whidi  ho  Kupport^tl  Ho  baU 
r  fbf  iiHi*>ci*nt  and  |il»jfui  liU'rary  mb^ 
It  iraa  hii  B|>on  td  rifritia  public  euriu^tty 
ly  gMif  tttiacte,  tii^tily  ApN»d  with  fciAhionabJe 

,  fa  Ittitlif  m9.%  aiMl  iv  >«^t  t(>  U  vf  ril^ 
I  ift  iiatkie  mme  on  happy  wii^Kt  into  a 
■  or  Aktufkal  nommpia^T  di«cum[on,  thvn  to 
him  ii»nnyjni>tivLly«  or^  unrSt;r  tlm  tunsk  <»f 
'  AJitor,  to  oTcrvht>l[n  liuu  with  hiiitOTy, 
,  qmoiB&aiM,  ind  iuihori^ipw,  nlL  if  nrct'imaiy, 
fjor  th«  oCfrasion;  in  ahort,  Like 
ttu««^K4JiR*«  "inem  wanderer  of  the  night,''  to 
hai  b»iui«ti«|^ectiji^  vicriim  around  '*  through  bov^, 
^u  Ihrou^  brier/*  One  in  Glance  of 
proppn^ity  oceuriYd  In  n^lntioii  to  a^ 
Vf  aticiit  the  mali^rial  of  the  QnTian  crown 
if  viooryt  whticli  ara«e  during  the  px  cite  men  t  in 
lof  Orcekn  Uiwrty  jome  ypura  ago*  Scvciid 
ifvoiig  mn»i»  fr^Hh  frcmi  tin-ir  fs>ri<»ge 
^  Wl  «ihiu»U-<l  a.11  thn  learning  they  coold 
m  Ml  ihjB  p«^  quection^  tither  fwom  their 
■afninittiov  with  antiquity,  or  til  »et:ond 
fj^it  th#  wriuw  ii|>oti  Grecian  antiquitii^^ 
Li*<rviiiii,  Porrmn,  ti^iifiivi.EVT,  m  the  mor« 
PsmAaiif  4m  Cnrujm:  till  Sii«T»s  iftiew 
of  IMillf  M  mach  ichi^larship  wasti^t  and 
I  eoiiCroT«r#y  by  an  eauy  Iijle4  with  eit- 
,  chiedj  &t)ikttted  \^  himeelf  for 
,  Mud  tMtifi^  munlj  on  a  psuwagA  of 
P^rmiif  ir«p  ^yttA  in  tK^  anginal  Gpcek,  for  vrhieh 
It  i*  tit  fiin  t4i  hiok  in  any  edtiion  of  that  *uthof, 
lor  inmlcm.  He  hid  abo  ocher  and  graver 
Tn  tSS%  ffomn  entcrpri«mg  print- 
«fs  pmpitwd  to  supply  South  Aintrifa  with  Sp*- 
^m^  bulu  Koit«d  to  that  market^  and  printed  in 
Hew  York.  Amoni^  the  vrorka  celpcti'^l  for  thia 
pnrpivtfi  ntfffrt  Uw  onginml  k-tten*  of  Cohtkr,  the 
tAfi'tuiimr  of  Meiico.  No  gofMl  lifo  of  Co  aria 
tKen  e^iating  in  the  Eni^l^ih  or  Spuninh  langunge^ 
81Y&4  wan  I'tnpioyed  by  the  pahli^hfta  t«  prcp%r« 
wm*  whtrh  wii«  to  be  tran$Iati*d  intti  ^pnnisih,  and 
pftii^od  to  the  f^lititin.  H#  wiu  fortunaitdy  re^ 
liny  difEcuily  artMing  from  the  want  of 
hf  finding  in  the  library  of  the  ^^evv^ 
f#Ht  HiiimiMl  So«»ty  a  choice  coile^-tion  of  ori* 
KVWil  I9pwit«h  ■uthoritie«>  which  afford l^J  him  ilII 
that  ^  di^ri-d.  Kt«  mantiHiript  wa«  tr^infllnt^d 
intASpwiiih.  An  J  pTpfiiceil  to  tl^  letter)^  of  the  Coii- 
<|iii*i^ nr,  of  which  a  hrgis  e«liti«m  wa*  printed, 
whiW  lV  orifinal  trmnined  tn  manust^ript  until 
Si^ii«'4  writingw  were  c^jiUcctnl,  after  hi*  deaths 
hy  Mr*  'VaarL4irei£<  Thus  his  work  had  the  f*in- 
wy^At  fdftun*  of  bcin^  rend  throui^hoijt  Bpuntnh 
Ameririt,  in  another  lAntrua^,  while  it  was  toUMy 
vnli.a(iwn  la  ii»  own  countrit-  and  native  toni^ne* 
8oaa  »fLcr  CfMnplelirif  this  piiice  of  Uti^mfy  bbour, 
b*  heeaina  tt<3e]4ent4tly  eni^s^ed  in  another  under^ 
til  in  f  whicfa  aftbrdcvj  him  inoch  nmuvempnt  and 
gfaliwaliaa.  The  fajdiion  of  dpcoraied  litearary 
ioQUAK  ivbkli  Hm  Eagiiali  tnd  French  Iia4  bof- 


row^d  Bfliiiio  y^ra  before  from  the  literary  alma^ 
nacj,  ffo  Jong  the  fivourite!)  of  fif-rntutsyi  had 
rea^hetl  the  United  State*,  and  the  hooks*llL*rs  tn 
the  principal  etlirai  were  ambit ion»1y  vising  witli 
each  other  in  the  "Souvenira,**  "Tob'iis.**  nnd 
other  annual  volumes  Mr.  BLifli,  n  lioukt^Ucr 
of  New  Vork»  diii-irous  to  tiy  hi*  foThn*ii  in  tht 
■anie  way,  prestrt^i  Mr,  Sa^ji*!  to  oudfrrtake  tl** 
eiiitersihip  of  a  work  of  thi*  §ort»  T\\\a  he  at  Arit 
declined  \  bat  il  happened  th^t,  in  con vrriiu lion 
with  hi*  two  friendis,  Mr.  V^nFtAscn  \%\\a\  Vit, 
Bhtaut^  a  ^^ret  was  e^tpreaifcd  that  the  old 
faflhton  of  Queen  ATfu^'a  time^  of  ptttdi^^lnn^  ns^ 
lurnt'a  of  misccJlamea  by  two  or  tbrep  author* 
toi^hcrt  had  gone  out  of  date.  I'hey  hnd  tlia 
dcltauLige,  it  waa  said,  over  our  ordinnry  nugi^ 
Bine*,  of  l)eing  more  select  and  dielirtciive  in  the 
chturoctcFB  and  auhject«t  vid  yet  did  not  inipoao 
upon  the  aathors  the  toil  or  resjion^ibtlity  of  e 
regninr  and  neparale  work.  In  thia  way  Poea  and 
Swjrr  ha^^l  publijihed  their  minor  pieee*,  as  had 
otlict  wrilera  of  that  Jay,  of  no  small  luurit  and 
f^me*  One  of  the  party  proposed  to  pul*likh  » 
little  volume  of  tlirir  own  miaeelbniepi,  in  butnbte 
imitation  of  the  English  wita  of  the  biKi  ccfitnry» 
It  occurred  to  BA^ens  to  combine  ibtn  idea  with 
the  form  and  decorations  of  the  anTiunL  The  ma-, 
tends  of  a  volume  were  h^iatily  pi-einm^L  uniid 
other  ocenpationa  of  the  ioveral  nut  In  oris  ivithoul 
any  view  to  profit,  and  mofe  for  amu-^im^nt  th^m 
reputation;  the  Idndnesa  ^t  (teveral  artifiU,  with 
whom  SA!vitft  was  in  habits  of  Intinmey,  ftiriiinUcd 
some  respectable  embellishmenui ;  and  tbufl  a  mi^ 
cellaoy  which*  witli  theen?eptioi>  of  two  *hort  |iaeti* 
eal  e^mtributionA,  waa  wholly  wriUten  by  Mr.  SiTf  nc 
and  his  two  friencU  above  nained,  was  puli1i»hed 
with  the  title  of  '<  The  Talisman,"  and  under  the 
nnmie  and  cluracter  of  an  ima^inafy  author,  FniX' 
cii  HsaaEBTtEAq.  [twos  favourably  received  1 
and,  on  the  lolicitation  of  tlie  puhlisiher,  a  second 
Tolume  waa  as  hastily  prepared  in  the  followinf 
year,  by  the  same  persons.  Of  thi^  publicatioa 
about  one-fonrth  wa*  entirely  from  S^sos'i*  pen, 
and  about  aa  much  more  was  his  Joint  work  with 
one  or  another  of  his  friends.  Thi«t,  aj»  the  reader 
muKt  have  remarked,  wna  a  favourite  foode  of  oa- 
thomhip  with  him.  He  composed  with  ease  ahd 
rapidity,  and^  delighting  in  the  work  of  composi^ 
tion,  it  gave  him  additional  pleasure  to  make  it  a 
■oeial  enjoyment.  He  hod  thia  peculianty,  thai 
the  pre«enee  of  others,  in  which  mftst  authors  SikJ 
a  restmnt  upon  the  free  course  of  th*ir  thoughli  , 
and  fancies^  was  to  him  a  source  of  irkJ^ptrutioii 
and  excitement  This  waa  peculiarly  visible  in 
g*y  or  humorooa  writing.  In  social  eoinpo^-itionA 
of  this  nature,  hia  talent  for  ludicroun  description 
anil  character  and  incident  rioted  and  rcvrlhii,  »o 
iJiat  it  gent^rally  became  more  the  bu^ineiw  of  his 
C^iftiljulor  to  ehuiiten  and  »stwr  hi«  thiek*commg 
fkncioa,  than  to  hirniith  any  thing  like  an  equal 
CiMktiagKtl  of  thought  or  invention.  For  the  pur- 
pOM  ef  iueh  joint-stock  authorship  it  is  neeensary 
that  one  of  the  aii»ti>eiatea  ihould  poasesi  ^^irirs'i 
unheidtating  and  rapid  fluency  of  written  atylo* 
and  hla  singular  power  oT  aeising  the  ideaa  atkJ 
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images  of  his  friends,  and  assimilwting  them  per- 
fectly to  his  own. 

His  "  Dream  of  PApAirrzisr,"*  a  poem,  one  of 
the  fruits  of  his  researches  into  Mexican  history, 

*  **  Papantziit,  a  Mexican  princcu,  ■itter  of  Bf otbuo- 
soMA,  and  widow  of  the  governor  of  Tlatelolco,  died,  at 
wat  supposed,  in  tlie  palace  of  tlie  latter,  in  1509.  Her 
funeral  ritps  were  celebrated  witli  (lie  usual  pomp ;  her 
brothor  and  all  the  nobility  attending.  8be  was  buried 
in  a  cuve,  or  subterranean  grotto,  in  the  gardens  of  the 
same  palace,  near  a  reservoir  in  which  she  usually  bathed. 
The  entrance  of  the  cave  was  closed  with  a  stone  of  no 
great  size.  On  the  day  after  the  funeral,  a  little  girl,  five 
or  six  years  n|d,  who  lived  in  the  palace,  was  going  ft-om 
her  mother's  house  to  the  residence  of  the  princess's 
ninjnr-ilumo,  in  a  farther  part  of  the  garden ;  and  passing 
by,  she  heard  the  princess  calling  to  her  eoeot^m,  a  phrase 
used  to  call  and  coax  children,  ice.  ice.  The  princess  sent 
the  little  girl  to  call  her  mother,  and  much  alarm  was  of 
course  excited.  At  length  the  King  of  Tezcuco  was  noti- 
fied of  her  resurrection ;  and,  on  his  representation,  Mo- 
TEixzoMA  himself,  full  of  terror,  visited  her  with  his  chief 
nobility.  He  asked  her  if  she  was  his  nister.  '  1  am,*  said 
she,  *the  same  whom  you  buried  yesterday.  I  am  alive, 
and  desire  to  tell  you  what  I  have  seen,  as  it  imports  to 
know  it.*  Then  the  kings  sat  down,  and  the  others  re- 
mained standing,  marvelling  at  what  they  beard. 

"Then  the  princess,  resuming  her  discourse,  said:— 
*  After  my  life,  or,  if  that  is  possible,  after  sense  and  the 
power  of  motion  departed,  incontinently  I  found  myself 
in  a  va«t  plain,  to  which  there  was  no  bound  In  any  direc- 
tion. In  the  midst  I  discerned  a  road,  which  divided  Into 
various  paths,  and  on  one  side  was  a  great  river,  whose 
waters  made  a  frightful  rushing  noise.  Being  minded  to 
leap  Into  it  to  cross  to  the  opposite  side,  a  fair  youth  stood 
before  my  eyes,  of  noble  presence,  clad  In  long  robes, 
white  as  snow,  and  resplendent  as  the  sun.  He  had  two 
wings  of  beaut ifhl  plumage,  and  bore  this  sign  on  his  fore- 
head, (so  saying,  the  princess  made  with  her  firigers  the 
sign  of  the  cross;)  and  taking  me  by  the  hand,  said,  'Stay, 
it  is  not  yet  time  to  pass  this  river.  God  loves  thee,  al- 
though thou  dost  not  know  it.'  Thence  he  led  ma  along 
the  shores  of  the  river|  where  I  saw  many  skulls  and 
human  bones,  and  heard  such  dolefkil  groans,  that  they 
moved  me  to  compassion.  Then,  turning  my  eyes  to  the 
river,  I  saw  in  it  divers  great  barks,  and  in  them  many 
men,  different  from  those  of  these  regions  in  dress  and 
complexion.  They  were  white  and  bearded,  having 
standards  In  their  hands,  and  helmets  on  their  heads. 
Then  the  young  mkn  said  to  me,  *God  wills  that  you 
should  live,  that  you  may  bear  testimony  of  the  revolu- 
tions which  are  to  occur  in  these  countries.  The  cla- 
mours thou  hast  heard  on  these  banks  are  those  of  the 
souls  of  thine  ancestors,  which  are  and  ever  will  be  tor- 
mented in  punishment  of  their  sins.  The  men  whom 
thou  seest  passing  in  the  barks,  are  those  who  with  arms 
will  make  themselves  masters  of  this  country;  and  with 
them  will  come  also  an  annunciation  of  the  true  Ood, 
Creator  of  heaven  and  earth.  When  the  war  is  finished, 
and  the  ablution  promulgated  which  washes  away  sin, 
thou  Hlinit  be  first  to  receive  It,  and  guide  by  thine  exam- 
ple all  the  inhabitanu  of  this  land.'  Thus  having  aaid, 
the  younK  man  disappeared ;  and  I  found  myself  restored 
to  life— rose  from  the  place  on  which  I  lay— lilted  the 
stone  from  the  sepulchre,  and  issued  forth  ^m  the  gar- 
den, where  the  servants  found  me.' 

'^  MoTKrczuMA  went  to  his  house  of  mourning,  fUll  of 
iicavy  thoughts,  Haying  nothing  to  his  sister,  (whom  he 
would  never  see  again,)  nor  to  the  King  of  Tezcuco,  nor 
to  his  coiirti<'rs,  who  tried  to  persuade  him  that  it  was  a 
ffverinh  fdutasy  of  the  princess.  She  lived  many  years 
infirwiinU  and  in  ISii  was  baptized.'* 

Thi!4  iriiiJent,  says  Clavioero,  was  universally  known, 
and  in;ifl<'  a  eruat  noise  at  the  time.  It  is  described  In 
riover:tl  Mr^xii-an  pictures,  and  affidavits  of  its  truth  weie 
MiMit  to  t!i<'  court  of  S|»in.-^7%«  Talisman. 


is  wmaikahte  lor  thft  nIigioi»  tolMiiiiity  of  die 
thoughts,  the  magnUleeiiee  of  thft  imageiy ,  end 
the  flow  of  the  venificatum.  It  was  fint 
in  *<The  Talisman,"  for  the  yeer  18S9. 

His  next  Uterary  emplajmeni  was  Hia  paUi- 
cation  of  a  new  ^Lile  of  Pav&  Jons,"  fitom  oiv 
ginai  letters  and  printed  and  manuscript  matariab 
furnished  him  by  a  niece  of  the  eommodore.  He 
at  first  meditated  an  entirely  original  wofk,  as 
attractive  imd  discurrive  as  he  could  make  it;  but 
Tarious  circumstances  limited  him  in  great  part  to 
compilation  imd  correction  of  the  materials  foi^ 
nished  him,  or,  as  he  termed  it  in  one  of  his  lettsn^ 
in  his  accustomed  quaintneas  of  phraae^  "npsrtriag 
some  English  duodedmoe,  together  with  alUdia 
manuscripts,  into  an  American  octavo,  withoot 
worrying  his  brains  much  about  the  matter."  This 
biography  was  printed  in  1831,  in  a  doaely-priBled 
octavo,  and  is  doubtless  the  best  and  most  authen- 
tic narrative  of  the  life  of  this  gallant,  duvalroo^ 
and  erratic  father  of  the  American  navy. 

In  the  close  of  the  year  183S,  a  work,  entitled 
«  Tales  of  the  Glauber  Spa,"  was  publiahcd  in  Kew 
York.  This  was  a  series  of  original  tales  by  dif' 
ferent  authors — BarAHT,  Pauldixo,  Leooitt, 
and  Miss  Ssdowick.  To  this  ooUection  Savm 
contributed  the  introduction,  which  im  tinged  with 
his  peculiar  humour,  and  two  of  the  tales,  both  of 
which  are  written  in  his  happiest  vein. 

The  last  finished  composition  of  Saicds  was  a 
little  poem  entitled  «The  Dead  of  188S,"  wluch 
appeared  anonymously  in  «The  Commeraal  Ad- 
vertiser," about  a  week  before  his  own  death.  He 
was  destined  to  join  those  whom  he  noomed 
within  the  few  remaining  daya  of  the  aama  year. 
Charlks  F.  HorrxATf  had  then  joat  •^•u^JH 
"The  Knickerbocker  Magaiine,"  and  8AVD%on 
tho  seventeenth  of  December,  about  fear  o*dodi 
in  the  af^moon,  sat  down  to  finish  an  article  en 
«  Esquimaux  Literature,"  which  he  had  engaged 
to  furnish  for  that  periodicaL  After  writing  with 
a  pencil  the  following  line,  suggested,  probably,  by 
some  topic  in  the  Greenland  mythology, 

**  O,  think  not  my  spirit  among  yoa  abUsa,** 
he  was  suddenly  struck  with  the  disease  whidi 
removed  his  own  spirit  from  its  material  dwelling: 
Below  this  line,  on  the  original  mannaeript,  were 
observed,  after  his  death,  aeveral  irrsgolar  pencil- 
marks,  extending  nearly  across  the  page,  as  if 
traced  by  a  hand  that  moved  in  daiknaaa,  or  no 
longer  obeyed  the  impulse  of  the  wilL  He  rmb^ 
opened  the  door,  and  attempted  to  pass  oat 'of  the 
room,  but  fell  on  the  threshold.  On  being  aasialed 
to  his  chamber,  and  placed  on  the  bed,  he  was 
observed  to  raise  his  powerless  right  aim  with  the 
other,  and  looking  at  it,  to  ahed  teara.  He  ahoitlr 
after  relapsed  into  a  lethargy,  from  which  he  never 
awoke,  and  in  less  than  four  hours  from  the  attack, 
expired  without  a  struggle.  He  died  in  his  thiitf^ 
fourth  year,  when  his  talents,  enriched  by  atody 
and  the  experience  of  life,  and  invigorated  by  ooi^ 
stant  exercise,  were  fully  matured  for  giealer  and 
bolder  literary  enterprise  than  any  he  had  yet 
essayed.  His  death  was  deeply  mourned  by  many 
friends,  and  most  deeply  by  those  who  knew  Urn  beaU 


I 


ROBERT  O.  SANDS. 


PROEM  TO  YAMOY0EN. 

Oo  fofih*  md  fngments  <jf  a  hrokpn  rtrain, 
Till?  List  that  cither  bard  ahall  e^er  c*siiv ! 
Tb#  h«ml  €sm  ne'er  mltempt  the  chanda  again  ^ 
IPbit  tfci^  «PHkkA  tlicfii,  m  «  hnppicr  day : 
'Wb^v  gwtiy  tlu  oce&n  breeze  it«  iJ^M*ri  waj* 
Hi*  nxjuiem  murmurs  o'er  the  izioiiiing  w&vo ; 
And  hfi  who  JfiM?bly  now  prolong  the  lay, 
Stuil  neW  the  mifi*tfel'b  hallt>w'd  honours  cniTe; 
Hu  bArp  Iiie<  buii^  deep,  iii  Ihot  untimely  grave  ! 

Frimul  of  mj  TOoth,  with  thee  bc^n  the  Ioyo 
^f  wmctt^  song;  liic  wont,  in  gi^ldten  drejimiT 
Hid  tlmaiti  t^ms  of  fpletidonn  p«U5t  to  ro^e, 
O'fT  tinuntitd  Bteep*,  tuid  hj  immortnl  str^iuiia ; 
Wh#tr«  lh#  blue  wav^,  with  sporliUner  boAom,  gleamf) 
Round  sharf*,  the  inind*s  «i«rna!  boritu^i 
F«virvrr  Ut  hr  memnTj'B  twilighl  beani:9  \ 
Wluftt  the  proud  doa^lj,  that  tivc  in  «luni?d  pag^. 
Beckon.  wHli  niftful  pcyrt,  to  gkrj'^  e«irlicT  ogic. 

Tb«V»  woutd  we  Unpnr  ofl»  entranced,  lo  hcar^ 
OW  feitilit  firldfl,  the  <^pic  Ihiindt^r^  imII  ; 
Of  ^  where  triLgic  wtiil  upon  the  ear, 
Thrmigli  Argivc  pala^Tcs  »hriU  eehoing,  stole  ; 
Tb*t*  would  we  marlt,  nncorhM  hy  [dl  control. 
In  trnitml  hcaTeti,  the  I'hrbon  eag1«'«  flight; 
Or  bold  fwirttmunion  with  the  ut  using'  voul 
Of  i*?v  or  t#M,  who  Mught,  mid  pa^n  night. 
In  loved  Athenian  grovev,  for  IruthV  eiemoi  lighL 

Ilofzurtrofd  we  tum*d,  to  that  fair  knd^  but  la  to 
IlniWm*d  frotn  the  «trong  ApeH  that  bound  it  fut, 
Wbmm  mfgttrej,  brtradingr  oVr  th«  walero,  tato 
And  kept  the  kef,  till  lhre«  millcnniufmi  pass'd ; 
Wbviii  m  dwatioa'f  noblest  work  t^  as  hist ; 
f  liitil,  to  nuui  it  was  votichvafed,  to  sa^ 
NitlMtV  ^rvat  wonder,  long  by  douds  oVrraet, 
And  mled  in  tarred  awe,  that  it  tniuhl  he 

I  and  a  homo,  moat  worthy  for  the  fnav 


And  lumt  foremnncf*  gtrange  and  meet  were 

foimd. 
Of  diat  blrsa^d  friMsdotn^  tw^ly  drmm'd  before ; — 
Dark  wi^re  the  mondnf  mijit^that  lingered  round 
Their  birtli  and  Btoiy,  as  the  hue  Ihej  hore^ 
»Earth  w»*  ihcJr  mother;'* — or  they  knew  no 


Of  would  ncH  lliat  their  vpcret  nhouTd  be  told ; 
For  lb«y  Vere  gravf  and  silent ;  and  siuch  lore, 
To  itfanj^  enns  they  lot^etl  ncil  to  unfold, 
The  long^ran  emitted  tales  their  mirim  were  taoght 

of  old* 

Kind  nature**  comroonfitu,  from  her  th«y  drow 

Thdf  nndfti]  wintt,  and  leamM  rtot  how  to  hoard ; 
And  him  whom  rtrengtb  and  wijdom  crown*d 

they  knew. 
But  with  no  tenrik  reTerence,  as  their  lord* 
And  on  their  mountain  KummiU  they  «dored 
One  ^rpMt,  g»od  Spifit.  in  hi*  hij^H  alioJ*, 
And  thrncie  their  inof^nso  and  ori^on^i  ponr'd 
To  hit  prfTiding  prcseneei  that  abroad 
*th0j  felt  thxYiagti  all  hu  works, — their  Father, 
King,  and  God. 


And  in  the  mountain  mbt,  thd  torr«nt*i  rpray. 
The  quiverlug  forviii,  or  the  i;tiusy  floodi 

Soft-falling  »howen*i  or  hues  of  orirnl  diiy, 
Tliey  imaged  epirilu  bcauiifiil  and  gi^>d  j 
But  wbt>n  the  teonpfftt  ronrM,  with  vair^'fl  rud4| 
Or  fierce  re*)  lii*htnJug  fired  the  forest  pliii% 
Or  witliering  hinta  tmtimcly  sear*d  the  wood, 
The  sngry  forms  they  saw  of  powers  ninli|j(ii ; 
These  th*^y  besought  to  apare,  Ih^c  hh^M  fur  lud 
di^-ine. 

As  the  fre4i  sedflO  of  llffl,  through  eT<?fy  v(?m, 
With  the  pure  air  lh«-y  drank,  iiinpirin)^  earn*, 
Comtily  they  grew,  palkeni  uf  toil  and  pain, 
And  aa  tlio  fleet  deer^s,  agile  was  their  frame ; 
Of  meaner  vices  iwarce  they  knew  the  name ; 
These  titmpljj!  tnitha  went  down  from  sirr  to  son, — 
To  reverence  age, — the  filuggieh  hunter**  ahanie 
And  craven  warrior's  infamy  to  ffmn, —    [done. 
And  atill  atrenge  each  wrong,  to  friends  or  kindred 

From  forest  shadea  ihey  peer'd,  with  awful  dread. 
When,  uttering  Itame  and  thntider  &om  itii  aide. 
The  ocean-mo  aster,  with  broad  winga  ontaprp^d, 
Came  ploughing  gallnnily  the  lirgin  tide. 
Few  years  hflTfe  pa^»*d,and  all  their  fore«t**  pride 
Fromahorea  and  hills  haa  vanij^h'd,  with  tlir^  raris 
Their  tenanta  erat,  from  memory  who  bavu  died, 
LikiQ  airy  ahapi^  whieh  eld  was  won  I  to  trture, 
In  each  green  thicket's  depths,  and  lon^t,  aetiuea* 
ter'd  place. 

And  many  a  gloomy  tote,  tradition  yet 
Saves  &om  obliTion,  of  their  struggles  vain, 
Their  prowess  and  their  wronga,  for  rhymer  meet. 
To  people  acenes  where  still  their  nam^  remain ; 
And  BO  began  our  young,  delighted  strain, 
That  would  evoke  the  plumed  chieftains  brave, 
And  bid  their  martial  ho^t^  ariBe  a^tin, 
Where  Narraganset^s  lide^  roll  by  tlieir  grave. 
And  Haup'a  romantic  steopa  are  piled  atiove  the 
wave. 

Friend  of  my  youth !  with  lliee  began  my  aonf. 
And  oVr  thy  bier  its  latent  oceenta  die ; 
Misled  in  phantom-peoplcd  realms  loo  long, — 
Though  not  to  me  the  mufl^  advense  deny, 
Sometimes,  pcrhap*,  her  vUions  to  descry, 
Burh  thnfile^*!  pastime  should  with  youth  be  o*er j 
And  he  who  loved  with  Ihec  hii  nnu^  to  try% 
But  for  thy  soke,  such  idh^s!  would  deplore, 
And  swearo  to  meditate  the  thankle^  muse  no  more. 

But,  no  !  the  freahne«a  of  ttie  past  shall  BtiU 
Sacred  to  memory's  holiest  musings  be ; 
When  through  the  ideal  fieldn  of  aong,  at  will, 
He  roved  and  gntherM  chapleta  wild  with  tliec; 
When,  reckless  of  Iho  world,  alcme  and  free. 
Like  two  proud  barks,  we  kept  our  car^'leas  way. 
That  tail  by  moonlight  o'er  the  tranquil  ec;i  i 
Their  white  apparel  and  Uicir  streamers  gav 
Bright  gleaming  o'er  the  main,  tveneatti  the  gboatly 
ruy;— 

And  downward,  far,  reflected  tn  the  clear 
Blue  depths,  the  eye  their  fairy  toeklinj;  scea: 
So  buoyant,  tliey  do  aepro  to  float  in  air, 
And  ailentJy  obey  the  noiaelett  breesr ; 
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Till,  all  too  soon,  ai  the  rude  winds  may  please, 
They  part  for  distant  ports :  the  gales  benign 
Bwiil  wailing,  bore,  by  Heaven's  all-wise  decrees, 
To  its  own  harlwur  sure,  where  each  divine 
And  joyous  vision,  seen  before  in  dreams,  is  thine. 

Muses  of  Helicon !  melodious  race 
Of  JovK  and  goldcn-hair'd  Mhexostits; 
Whose  art  from  memory  blots  each  sadder  trace, 
And  drives  each  scowling  form  of  grief  away ! 
Who,  round  the  violet  fount,  your  measures  gay 
Once  trod,  and  round  the  altar  of  g^rcat  Jovx ; 

,  Whence,  wrupt  in  silvery  clouds, yom*  nightly  way 
Ye  held,  and  ravishing  strains  of  music  wove. 

That  soothed  the  Thunderer's  soul,  and  fill'd  his 
courts  above. 

Bri{;ht  choir !  with  lips  untemptcd,  and  with  zone 
Sparklins:,  and  unapproach'd  by  touch  profane ; 
Ye,  to  whose  gladsome  bosoms  ne'er  was  known 
Tlie  blight  of  sorrow,  or  the  throb  of  pifin ; 
Rightly  invoked, — if  right  the  elected  swain, 
On  your  own  mountain*8  side  ye  taught  of  yore, 
Who^je  honourM  hand  took  not  your  gift  in  vain. 
Worthy  the  budding  laurel-bough  it  bore, — 
Farewell!  a  long  farewell !  I  worship  you  no  more. 


DREAM  OF  THE  PRINCESS  PAPANTZIN. 

Mexitlis'  power  was  at  its  topmost  pride; 
The  name  was  terrible  from  sea  to  sea ; 
From  mountains,  where  the  tameless  Ottomite 
MnintainM  his  savage  freedom,  to  the  shores 
Of  wild  Higueras.    Through  the  nations  passM, 
As  Rtilks  the  angel  of  the  pestilence,         [young. 
The  G^rrat  king's  messengers.     They  marked  the 
The  l)r:ive  and  beautiful,  and  bore  them  on 
For  their  foul  sacrifices.     Terror  went 
Before  the  tyrant's  heralds.     Grief  and  wrath 
Romiiin'd  behind  their  steps :  but  they  were  dumb. 

He  was  as  Gud.     Yet  in  his  capital 
Sat  Moteuczoma,  second  of  that  name. 
Trembling  with  fear  of  dangers  long  foretold 
In  ancient  prophecies,  and  now  announced 
By  si?ns  in  heaven  and  portents  upon  earth ; 
By  tlie  reluctant  voices  of  pale  priests ; 
By  the  grave  looks  of  solemn  counsellors ; 
But  chief,  by  sickening  heaviness  of  heart 
That  told  of  evil,  dimly  understood, 
But  evil  which  must  come.    With  face  obscured. 
And  rol)cd  in  night,  the  giant  phantom  rose. 
Of  his  p:reat  empire's  ruin,  and  his  own. 
Happier,  though  guiltier,  he,  liefore  whose  glance 
Of  reckless  triumph,  moved  the  spectral  hand 
Tint  tracetl  the  unearthly  characters  of  fate. 

'T  WHS  then,  one  eve,  when  o'er  the  imperial  lake 
And  nil  its  cities,  glittering  in  their  pomp, 
The  lord  of  glory  threw  his  parting  smiles. 
In  Tlatklolco's  palace,  in  her  bower, 
Papant/iv  lay  reclined;  sister  of  him 
At  whr)se  name  monarchs  trembled.   Yielding  there 
To  mu«in'rs  various,  o'er  her  senses  crept 
Or  sleep,  or  kindred  death.     It  secm'd  she  stood 
In  :i:i  i!limital)lc  plain,  that  stratch'd 


Its  desert  contfaiuity  vAnadf 
Upon  the  o*erweariBd  liffat;  in 
With  that/ich  vale,  where  only  die  had  divdl^ 
Whose  everlasting  moontaiiii^  ginning  i^ 
As  in  a  chaliee  held  a  kingdom'*  nvalth ; 
Their  summits  freeiing,  where  tim  Mgia  tind. 
But  found  no  resting-plaee.    PAPAmiv  look'd 
On  endless  barrennesB,  and  walk'd  poplei'd 
Through  the  dull  haie,  along  the  boundlm  hm^ 
Like  some  lone  ghost  in  Mictlan'a  eheerlBH  gfaon 
Debarred  from  liglit  and  glorj.    Wandering  tlHi^ 
She  came  where  a  great  sullen  river  ponied 
Its  turbid  waten  with  a  roshing  sound 
Of  painful  moans ;  as  if  the  ii^y.  waves 
Were  hastening  still  on  their  complaining  oonii. 
To  escape  the  horrid  folitudea.     Beyond 
What  seem'd  a  highway  nm,  with  fanncting.ptflia 
Innumerous.    This  to  gain,  she  aooght  to  phingi 
Straight  in  the  troubled  stream.   Porwcnnekiwir 
To  shun  with  agile  limba  the  cnn«nt*s  fiwee^ 
Nor  fcar'd  the  noise  of  waters.     8iie  had  plqr*d 
From  infancy  in  her  &ir  native  lak^ 
Amid  the  gay  plumed  creatnies  floating  raon^ 
Wheeling  or  diving,  with  their  changefhl  lusi 
As  fearless  and  as  innocent  as  they. 

A  vision  stayed  her  purpose.    By  her  sidt 
Stood  a  bright  youth;  and  startling,  as 
On  his  effulgence,  every  sensi 
In  pleasing  awe  and  in  fond  reverence. 
For  not  Tbzcatlipoca,  as  he  shone 
Upon  her  priest-led  fanej^  when  from 
By  fihny  thread  sustain'd  he  came  to  earth* 
In  his  resplendent  mail  reflecting  all 
Its  images,  with  dealing  portnitnra. 
Was,  in  his  radiance  and  tmmortti  yooth, 
A  peer  to  this  new  god^ — ^His  statnrs  was 
Like  that  of  men ;  hut  match'd  with  his,  die  ^ 
Of  kings  all  dreaded  was  the  croodiing  mien 
Of  suppliants  at  their  feet    Serene  the  light 
That  floated  round  him,  as  the  I'"— ntfflti 
It  cased  with  its  mild  glory.    Gravdy  aWnei 
The  impression  of  his  features,  which  to  scan 
Their  lofty  loveliness  forbade:  His  eyes 
She  felt,  but  saw  not :  only,  on  hia  brow— 
From  over  which,  encireled  hy  what  seem'd 
A  ring  of  liquid  diamond,  in  pure  light 
Revolving  ever,  backward  flow'd  his  lodu 
In  buoyant,  waving  clusters— on  his  brow 
She  mark'd  a  cross  described ;  and  lowly 
She  knew  not  wherefore,  to  the  sacrNJaign. 
From  either  shoulder  mantled  o'er  his  fiont 
Wings  dropping  feathery  silver;  and  his  roba^ 
Snow-white,  in  the  still  sir  vras  motionfess^ 
As  that  of  chisell'd  god,  or  the  pale  ahrood 
Of  some  fear-conjured  ghost    Her  hand  Iw  lotk 
And  led  her  passive  o'er  the  naked  banks 
Of  that  black  stream,  still  mnnmuing  augrily. 
But,  as  he  spoke,  she  heard  its  moana  no  mora; 
His  voice  seem'd  sweeter  than  the  hymnings  laind 
By  brave  and  gentle  souls  in  Vmnim, 
To  celebnte  the  outgoing  of  the  sun, 
On  his  majestic  progress  over  hsavcn.  [yrt 

« Stay,  princess,"  thus  he  spoke,  «thoa  raayat Ml 
O'erpass  these  waters.  ThooghthouknowVtiftBOlp 
Nor  him,  God  loves  thee.**    80  he  led  her  on. 


F«c  II0W,  «*«ir  sTAnerM  sIcuIIa  and  grinly  bonei 

TfeflJ  WflfltM;  whil«  andemcnthr  berore,  behind^ 

t&m  dWowiM  Wftik  a  ad  E;Ti>an»  protriacte'd  lo;ig^ 

«f  dMp  angtj[«h,  scft^mn  of  agony,. 

Cwlwiiehotif  slghs^  mnd  (he  ti^^rce  jell 
Of  liopc'law  tad  intolf-rELble  \ytan. 

WkmUmin^,  a*,  hi  Uic  giootiiy  whirl wind'fl  pnu^, 

Tbo  ««4ltld  ctrcLe*!  purple  hliickn^isfi,  pae^'d 
^1l>  pA^rinff  Plofttitme,  who  naw  the  ahftdes 
W  poor  Ptt4^citCA  and  her  pntiunourj^ 
<kV  the  E^iitsliy  teltra  fltepp'd, 
lfai«r  ifjglitlul  cUmour  ;  till  a  f letutt, 
^eUjr  «ftd  phoiphonc  luntn^  neeniM 
'  frwn  thoe  deeajing  boticm,  lit  up 
^__  - — J*  fifw*     Then  A  ptgeant  came 
0««r  iteotm^rt  ^m,  ot  ilitdf  barks, 
OipMltK,  vidi  tlietr  prowi  df  quaint  devif«, 
^m  m^Mm^  and  ^Ko*tlv  eanvM*,  huijc  and  bigK 
H«qf  Id  thrr  unnuturHl  Hglit  And  Uftifle^a  air. 
OMww  becri^  oiptt,  trith  »terti  mnd  ati^  IckiIca, 
d^4Bg»  tahMa,  and  uuir^oiith  axmour^  stood  behind 
Th^  ^Balm-  vid  hul warts.    One  «hip  bore 
A  %mmA  ihwil  ptiidAnt^  wbpn^  in  wrought  with  g:ald, 
Slltt  f^u4M  tlie  symbol  tliat  adorned  the  brow 
Of  bief  fn5«(rnoii34  gaide.     Down  the  dark  Etfe&in 
SiiMM.  an  ilie  Kpeetrat  ieet,  in  the  Mm  light 
FMcfariwf  ftfid  Ikdio^.     l^nuder  then  uprose 
Ite  fwr  or  toioM  from  the  sccurged  ntmnd, 
l/nAH  in  lensi.  Mlemn  and  Kvveet^  again 
Ret  anftlk^tiff  spoke.     "* Priof «aA,  Gon  wtll« 
Tta  IbsQ  AiMitdsi  live,  to  teatify  on  c«nh 
HFhtt  ebutfw  are  to  amm  t  and  in  the  world 
Wh*«»  cb»fife  romea  nevcr^  live,  when  earth  and  aJl 
fta  chioije^  *h*l\  ha^e  pasw'd  like  earth  awny* 
The  riin  thnt  piprred  thy  bouI  and  eluird  thy  irema 
Afft  thi*^  tif  thy  tormented  aneenrorfl. 
HtfT  •hill  their  Iflrraent  ceiue ;  for  Gon  i«  just* 
Kor^l<Kim*ti — sine*  fimt  from  Artlnri  letl  to  rore^ 
Fotlurttm^,  mquentofehani^.theirki  ndnpd  tribes^ 
WTicn*Vr  they  Tested,  with  foul  sflcrificc 
Thrr  wtainM  the  shuddetinar  earth.     Their  tnonu- 
Bv  hhntti  rrinrnteilt  after  aire*  po^'dT  [tnenta, 

With  idle  womler  of  fimtastie  guess 
TV  trarfllep  iihtLl  behold.     For,  bfoken»  then, 
Like  their  *j#n  Ugly  idoln,  burifd,  bum'd, 
Thnr  fnurnsents  spumM  for  every  servile  ute, 
Tnm^>!H  ^nd  sifatter'd  to  th<?  reefcless  winds, 
i\|«  of  their  origin  whidl  be, 
i'lrtf  enielty  und  untamed  pride, 
TTuv    li*i*d  and  died  condemn 'd ;   whether  they 
Ofit/*j«U.  upon  a  soil  that  was  not  theirs     [dwelt 
Alf  st^le  at  it  wav,  and  won  by  stealth 
Faadl  frmn  the  sliniy  marjE^nt  of  the  lake, 
Ahd  dr^*d  lh*i  ci*Tih  for  ro*>tn  and  uii<'lean  worms; 
iit  wnwl  in  bends !^e  to  nnother  rafe, 
Wh  »  hfed  them  not.    Driven  forth,  they  waadcrM 
\t*  mi#erjh|e  want,  until  they  caime  [then 

Wh^^if  fWim  the  lhriftle«s  rock  the  nopal  grew, 
Oq  irhifeh  tJ'te  hunf^ry  ea^e  pereh'd  and  wrream^d, 
Ailrf  tntOiM  TenorhUtbn ;  resrin?  first, 
Wi<h  impii^ow  eare,  a  eabin  For  their  god 
tf  i"tTati.«^<lriiTLU  and  with  mnrderous  rilea 
Derotiof  to  bis  gtiardianabip  themaciffia 


Atvd  «dl  their  issue.     Quick  the  nopal  elimh'd, 
Its  harsh  and  bristly  gtowth  towering  oVr  dl 
The  vale  of  Anahuac     Far  for  his  prey. 
And  fcLrihcr  Kill  the  ravenous  eagle  flew; 
And  Btill  with  il ripping:  l^ak,  bul  tMrst  unnlakecV 
With  SBVflgf!  fries  wheerd  home*    Nine  Ungs  have 

rtign*d. 
Their  reeords  blotted  and  hesmearM  fvjth  l>U«id 
So  thick  that  none  may  read  them.    Dcwti  the  flarra 
A(^d  o'er  the  courts  and  winding  corrido™ 
or  their  abominable  piles,  upfenr'd 
In  the  fare  of  heaven «  and  naked  to  tbci  min. 
More  blood  has  flow'd  than  nouUl  have  Itird  i\iv  Inke;! 
0*cr  whieh,  enliiTOtsed  midst  cftnmgi\  tbey  huve  »at, 
Heaping  tUeir  ifragures  for  the  strangi^r'i;  sjioil* 
Prodi i^oUF*  eruelty  and  wikste  of  life. 
Unnatural  riot  and  blaspheming  pride, — 
Alt  thai  Gop  faattf3< — ^and  all  that  tumbles  ilown 
Crreat  kingdoms  and  luxurious  commoimeftltfia, 
After  lon^  eenturirv  wning  all  corrupt,-^ 
In  their  brkf  aEinaki  aggregaU^,  foreed, 
And  monstrous,  are  compressed.    And  now  the  eiip 
Of  wrath  hi  full ;  und  now  the  hour  hoc  eoino. 
Nor  jft  unwam'd  shall  judgment  oTPrtnk« 
The  tribea  of  A^tfan,  and  in  chief  llipir  lords, 
Meiitlis*  blind  adorcr*.     As  to  one 
Who  ^Is  his  inward  malady  remain. 
However  health *j  seeming  mocks  bis  dedtibj» 
In  gay  or  serious  inood  the  thought  of  deatli 
Still  comes  olitrusive;  so  old  prophecy, 
From  age  to  age  pre^rted,  hm  told  thy  raeo 
How  strangers,  from  lieyond  the  rialn;^  tmn^ 
Should  come  with  thunder  arraM,  to  oTerturn 
Their  idtvlit,  to  poss^H*  ihtnr  lands,  and  hold 
Them  and  their  childcen  in  long  servituda. 

''Thou  fthnlt  bear  recor^l  that  the  hour  is  nigh^ 
The  whitu  and  K^inltHj  men  whose  grim  array 
Bwept  oVr  thy  aii^lit,  are  those  who  are  lo  come^ 
And  with  strong  anus,  and  wit«dnm  stronger  &r, 
!?trancB  lieant^  obedient  t<j  their  moKterw'  touchy 
And  engines  hurling  death,  wifb  Fate  to  aid^ 
Shall  wrest  the  sceptre  from  the  Azteques^  line, 
Arsd  lay  their  temples  flat,     HorTtMo  war, 
Rapme,  and  mnrder,  aiad  deilruetion  wild 
Bhall  hurry  like  tha  whirlwind  o*er  the  land. 
Yet  with  the  avettg^rs  come  tiie  wor^l  of  peace ; 
With  the  destroyers  come*  the  bread  nf  life ; 
And,  as  the  tvind-god,  in  thine  idle  rreed. 
Opens  a  paa«age  with  his  boisterous  breath 
Through  which  the  genial  waters  over  earth 
Shed  their  reTiving  showers ;  so,  vahvn  the  ^orm 
Of  war  has  pMs'd,  rich  dt^rws  of  heavenly  grace 
Shall  fall  on  flinty  hearta.   And  thou,  the  flower,— 
Which,  when  huge  cedan  and  mo«t  ancient  pinei^ 
Coeval  with  the  mountaini^,  are  uplorn. 
The  hurricane  sb»!l  l**n^e  unhsirmM,^ — thou,  then, 
Shalt  l>e  the  first  to  lift  thy  drooping  head 
Renew' J,  ctnd  clean setj  from  every  former  slain. 
"The  fablen  of  thy  people  teach,  that  whrn 
The  del  age  drown'd  mankind,  and  one  sole  pair 
Tn  fmgtie  bark  prenerveJ,  ea^aped  anrl  rltmb*d 
The  steeps  of  Colhoaean,  daughters  and  sons 
Were  hom  to  them,  who  knew  not  l^ow  to  frama 
Their  mopleHt  thoughts  in  speech ;  till  from  the 
A  dove  poar*d  forth,  m  teg^olatod  aoiinds,      [gtiov« 
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Each  varied  form  of  language.    Then  they  apake, 
Though  neither  by  another  understood. 
But  thou  shalt  then  hear  of  that  holiest  Dove, 
Which  is  the  Spirit  of  the  eternal  God. 
When  all  was  void  and  dark,  he  moved  above 
Infinity ;  and  from  beneath  his  wings 
Earth  and  the  waters  and  the  islands  rose ; 
The  air  was  quicken*d,  and  the  world  had  life. 
Then  all  the  lamps  of  heaven  began  to  shine, 
And  man  was  made  to  gaze  upon  their  fires. 

M  Among  thy  fathers'  visionary  talcs, 
Thou  *8t  heard,  how  once  near  ancient  Tula  dwelt 
A  woman,  holy  and  devout,  who  kept 
The  temple  pure,  and  to  its  platform  saw 
A  globe  of  emerald  plumes  descend  from  heaven. 
Placinc^  it  in  her  bosom  to  adorn 
Her  idoPs  sanctuary,  (so  the  tale 
Runs,)  she  conceived,  and  bore  Msxitit.     He, 
When  other  children  had  assaifd  her  life, 
Sprang  into  being,  all  equippM  for  war ; 
His  green  plumes  dancing  in  their  circlet  bright. 
Like  sheaf  of  sun>lit  spray  cresting  the  bed 
Of  angry  torrents.    Round,  as  Tonatiuh 
Flames  in  mid-heaven,  his  golden  buckler  shone ; 
Like  nimble  lightning  flashed  his  dreadful  lance ; 
And  unrelenting  vengeance  in  his  eyes 
Blazed  with  its  swarthy  lustre.    He,  they  tell. 
Led  on  their  ancestors ;  and  him  the  god 
Of  wrath  and  terror,  with  the  quivering  hearts 
And  mangled  limbs  of  myriads,  and  the  stench 
Of  blood-wash*d  shrines  and  altars  they  appease. 
But  then  shall  be  reveal'd  to  thee  the  name 
And  vision  of  a  virgin  undcfiled. 
Embalmed  in  holy  beauty,  in  whose  eyes. 
Downcast  and  chaste,  such  sacred  influence  lived, 
That  none  might  gaze  in  their  pure  spheres  and  feel 
One  earth-born  longing.     Over  her  the  Dove 
Hung,  and  the  Almighty  power  came  down.    She 
In  lowliness,  and  as  a  helpless  babe,  [bore 

Heir  to  man*8  sorrows  and  calamities, 
His  great  Deliverer,  Conqueror  of  Death ; 
And  thou  shalt  learn,  how  when  in  years  he  grew 
Perfect,  and  fairer  than  the  sons  of  men, 
And  in  that  purifying  rite  partook 
Which  thou  shalt  share,  as  from  his  sacred  locke 
The  glittering  waters  droppM,  high  over  head 
'i'he  azure  vault  was  open'd,  and  that  Dove 
Swiftly,  serenely  floating  downwards,  stretch'd 
His  silvery  pinions  o'er  the  anointed  Lord, 
Sprinkling  celestial  dews.     And  thou  shalt  hear 
How,  when  the  sacrifice  for  man  had  gone 
In  glory  home,  as  his  chief  messengers 
Were  met  in  council,  on  a  mighty  wind 
The  Dove  was  borne  among  them ;  on  each  brow 
A  forked  tongue  of  fire  unquenchable  lit ; 
And,  as  the  lambent  points  shot  up  and  waved. 
Strange  speech 'came  to  them ;  thence  to  eveiy  land. 
In  every  tongue,  they,  with  untiring  steps. 
Bore  the  glad  tidings  of  a  world  redeem'd.'* 

Much  more,  which  now  it  suits  not  to  reheane. 
The  princess  heard.    The  historic  prophet  told 
Past,  present,  future, — things  that  since  have  been, 
And  things  that  are  to  come.    And,  as  he  ceased, 
O'er  the  black  river,  and  the  desert  plain, 
At  o'er  the  doee  of  coonterfiuted  eoenes. 


Shown  by  the  boskui'd  miiee,  a  veil  eane  do1n^ 

Impervious;  and  hie  fignra  fiaded  ewift 

In  the  dense  gloom.    But  then,  in  etulike  Ggkf, 

That  awful  symbol  which  ftdom'd  his  braw 

In  size  dilating  show'd :  end  up^  "^  upb 

In  its  dear  splendour  aCin  the  same,  thoagfa  still 

Lessening,  it  mounted;  and  Pataxtbiiv  wokai 

She  woke  in  darkness  and  in  aolitiide. 
Slow  pass'd  her  lethargy  awi^,  end  long 
To  her  half-dreaming  eye  that  brilliant  sign 
Distinct  appeai'd.    Thra  damp  and  ckiae  she  fell 
The  air  around,  and  knew  the  poignant  nocU 
Of  spicy  herbs  collected  and  cooftned. 
As  those  awakening  from  a  tnmbled  trance 
Are  wont,  she  would  have  kam'd  by  tondi  if  yet 
The  spirit  to  the  body  was  allied. 
Strange  hindrances  prevented.    O'er  her  feea 
A  mask  thick-plated  lay:  and  round  bar 
Was  many  a  costly  and  encumbering  robe. 
Such  as  she  wore  on  some  high  festiTal, 
O'erspread  with  precious  gems,  rayleea  end  eaU, 
That  now  press*d  hard  and  sharp  against  her  toudi 
The  cumbrous  collar  round  her  ataider  ncch; 
Of  gold,  thick  studded  with  earh  Talned 
Earth  and  the.  sea-depths  yield  for  human 
The  bracelets  and  the  many  twisted  ringe 
That  girt  her  taper  limbs,  edl  upon  coil-~ 
What  were  they  in  this  dungeon's  solilude  1 
The  plumy  coronal  that  would  have  sprung 
Light  from  her  fillet  in  the  purer  air. 
Waving  in  mockery  of  the  rainbow  tints, 
Now  drooping  low,  and  ateepM  in  clogging  dtm% 
Oppressive  hung.    Groping  in  dubious  search. 
She  found  the  household  goods,  the  epindle,  bnmi^ 
GiCALLi  quaintly  sculptured,  and  the  Jar 
That  held  the  useless  beverage  for  the  dead. 
By  these,  and  by  the  jewel  to  her  lip 
Attach'd,'the  emerald  symbol  of  the  eoul* 
In  its  green  life  immortal,  soon  ihe  knew 
Her  dwelling  was  a  sepulchre.    She  looard 
The  raalsk,  and  from  her  feathery  bier  uproae^ 
Casting  away  the  robe,  which  liike  kmg  alb 
Wrapp'd  her ;  and  with  it  many  an  aloe  leaf, 
Inscribed  with  Azteck  characters  and  aigna, 
To  guide  the  spirit  where  the  serpent  hies'd, 
Hills  towcr'd,  and  deserU  tpnad,  and  keen  wlndi 

blew. 
And  many  a  «Flower  of  Death;**  thoogli 

frail  leaves 
Were  yet  unwither'd.    For  the  living 
Which  in  her  dwelt,  their  fteshneae  had 
Else,  if  corruption  had  begun  its  Wock* 
The  emblems  of  qqick  change  wouhl  have  i 
Her  beauty's  semblance.    What  is  bentgr  werfhv 
If  the  cropp'd  flower  retains  its  tender 
When  foul  decay  haa  stolen  the  kteet  1 
Of  loveliness  in  death  I    Yet  even  noi 
pAPAirravir  knew  that  her  exuberant 
Which,  unconfined,  had  round  her  llow*d  to  eul 
Like  a  stream  rushing  (Mwn  eome  rocky  alecpb 
Threading  ten  thousand  channels— had  ~ 
Of  half  their  waving  length, — and  liked  it  noL 
But  through  a  crevice  aoon  she  maikM  a  glH 
Of  raya  uncertain ;  and,  ¥rilfa 
But  strong  in  redtieas  ~ 


r  the  ctum  of  her  thought 

Ihrrlt  with  it*  pQivrrTt  ^m  guifi^il  the  caT«ni*B  throttt, 

Ip  Ui«  £rve  air,  bimI  in  htr  own  tliiitrntii. 
But  DfiriT,  obKunh  oVr  ker  vtMou  flwam 

AaJ  rtiailflftti  view*;  lonit  "l^J*  of  brigUt  lieca 
Bnini  i—Mib  lihm  rmllsj  tspmlieni  niiy 

I  anil  lihrufiw  thai  till*il  the  hrttta^ 
I  inoeiiAP,  hoMUM  rani,  wbtfe  birtla 
;  pltiitiAgi^  tportid,  AtDooth  auuUs 
wav«,  Of  tnwfiring  grw^ 

fd,  liMr  1  vrril  hc^n  tiut 
,  tato  whi^h  urate »  gufh*d 

I  the  W3U  wOQt  Co  bathe, 
'  to  wiom.    Dim  on  her  night 
Thb  imp^^  dif  mad  (In  Attiflvwajft  roii^ 
Vllb  the  hrood  lute  and  nU  it*  floating  iaLpa 
AimI  g^ajt^rin^  pUAUof  >«»  and  ihc  j^lded  pomp 
Of  piki^atkj  tmfj^my  f^nopii'tl  with  plume* 
Apmi  &Mlil«v  or  ^tth  tufted  pogcvntiy 

n^fii^iMnt  huilxLlui,  wriUi  inurmtirijig  himi 
Of  ffvs^vaUcH  wia^,  ttid  shfill,  iwit^i  unt«, 
fllMl  Iwinkliogf  wilh  the  ruby  »tar  tluil  glaw'd 
OfM-  hk  tizkj  bOK^n,  and  ■!]  hij<^ 
^%«£l0iili0<l«nsiiii  heareiuwith  tPttH«]r«i  chiingCf 
yiMlwif  &(»a  hi*  liiii.'  fi\m^*     And  all  in  vuln 

9ms^^  Ibv  citrntifmiU  all  lLi«  hundred  stmina 

Of  Iflitillva  ifirUtdy'     N<it  nnw 

flhft  hMiiid  tbf  m*     Vrt  [df^flwint  inu  the  fihaile 

Of  Mima  vnd  c^dafv  i  and  through  twining  boqghA 

Alw  Ai«tti:fing  Wy«%  iht-  iiiibUt^  !^od  of  air, 

Th*  uprpcnt  arm^il with  phimt***  mortis clcome  crept. 

And  fktin'd  hc^  cheek  with  kind«t  niinbtiy. 

A  doll  ami  ilifmal  sound  cajnc  booming  mi  i 
A  aoWfli/i.  wild,  and  m^limchaly  nobe, 
Slialdnf  th<?  tmnquil  air ;  and  afterw  ard 
A  dftilk  arid  J^ngLinja^*  bBjbaroujKlj  prolonged, 
Tortnting  the  nnwtlhng  ear,  ninfr  dti^onanL 
AbbId  the  Qnnfttttf«l  lhund«r  roll'd  along. 
Again  the  ciuAi  tnd  datnour  fullowM  [L 
BkiMittmg  fhe  beaid,  who  knew  thai  every  peaj 
From  the  dread  gong  antiotmced  a  \ictira'ji  hejtrt 
T«tn  from  hia  hreafi,  and  each  triumphant  ekng, 
A  BHDf&ed  cotity  down  the  great  If tnplB^a  Btair^ 
Horl'd  btadioiig ;  and  uhe  knew,  a^  lately  taught, 
Hffw  f  engcancv  waa  onlaiu'd  for  cnjelty ; 
How  pride  would  end ;  and  uncouth  ^Idicn  tread 
Xbr^agh  bloody  furrows  o'er  bef  pleaAant  groves 
And  ^anhrru ;  ajid  would  make  thrnjaelvea  a  road 
Over  tl»(?  dr*l^  choking  the  silver  lake, 
Am)  cai^t  the  bfOli^rM  idob  down  the  atqw 
That  diitiKd  their  eiecriljle  towera,  and  rtw 
Sheer  from  the  ground  AnttiTio(.^i  mighty  pile. 

There  h^  been  wail  for  her  in  Mexico, 
And  with  due  nt«  and  royal  obai^uiea, 
Um  w^th^>^It  Hood  at  fkvilbh  altar*  ahed, 
dh«  hail  t^M^n  fi umbered  with  her  anc^atfj* 
Ha*  when  bch*Jd.  revidiliug  the  light, 
OmaC  miriftfl  roae,  and  grtiiler  terror  grew, 
Uiiil  tlk«  king*  eaow  trfrmhliiif,  to  roc«tv« 


The  forvahown  lidlng«*     Tu  haa  housfr  of  wo 
E^iJ^nt  and  mournful,  MoTsrrxoHA  w«nt. 

Few  ye^fg  hod  pan^d,  when  tjj  tho  fmbhie  1 
Of  hia  own  subjtsctft,  in  iirnohk  bond* 
He  fdl ;  and  oo  a  hasty  gibbet  lear'd 
By  (he  road-side,  with  ieom  and  obloquy 
Tho  brave  and  grau'iouii  GcATasttm^f^r  hung; 
While  to  Hondurafi,  thtT^ting  for  rev^^ngi?, 
And  gloomier  after  all  his  victoriea, 
Svtui  CoaTEH  atjdk<?d.    Such  waa  the  will  of  QoOi 

And  then,  with  holier  rite*  ^nd  sacn^ti  ]K>uip, 
Ag:alu  committed  lo  the  peaceful  grave, 
F^piNTziiv  alept  in  conwciHl«M)  earth* 


MONODY  ON  SAMUEI.  PATCH.* 

By  waivr  mhMli  tie  4iei  end  i»ke  hli  en^.— 0«a1»1aUL 

Toll  for  Bati  Patch  I     Siw  Pitch,  who  jumpi 
no  more, 

Thia  or  the  world  to  come.  Bam  1*4  tcu  i*  dinul  t 
Tho  vulgar  pathway  ti>  the  unJttiown  vhore 

Of  dark  futurity,  ho  would  not  tri*ml. 

No  frienda  stood  "Hinrowinjf  round  hii  dying  hfd ; 
Kor  with  decorou*  wo^  Nedately  rtf  pp'd 

Behind  hia  corpw,  and  team  hy  retail  idwsil  \ — 
The  mighty  river,  as  it  onward  swept. 
In  one  great,  wholcvnle  aoh,  hia  body  drowned  tnd 
kepL 

Toll  for  Sim  PATcn  J  he  acorn'd  tiie  commotj  way 
Thnt  leads  to  faEuo,  np  heigh ta  of  rough  naccjil, 

Aitd  having  heard  Pors  and  Lo:»raij(«a  **y, 
That  Bonje  grtmt  men  hud  rt?cn  to  fulU,  he  went 
And  jumped,  where  wild  Passaic**  wavea  hnd  rpnt 

The  antitjue  rockfi ;— the  air  free  pojna^  gnvej— 
And  graciously  the  hquid  element 

tJpbore  him,  tike  ^me  nca-god  on  ita  wave ; 

And  all  the  people  said  that  Sxn  was  veryhmvc* 

Fame,  the  clear  spirit  that  doth  to  beuveT}  uprdiite. 

Led  Bam  to  dire  into  wh&t  Bvmox  calk 
The  hoU  of  water?.     For  the  sake  of  praise. 

He  wo*/d  the  bnthoa  dovrn  ^ttal  waterfall s ; 

The  di2xy  pret^ipiee,  which  the  eye  ap|raU 
Of  travejlerm  for  ple^uie,  8jiirrKi.  found 

Pleasant,  aa  are  to  women  lighted  hatk,  • 

Cramm'd  full  of  fooisi  and  fiddles;  to  tlir  nound 
0  f  the  eternal  roar,  he  timed  bis  de«pcrate  bound. 

Sai*  wbj*  a  fooL     But  the  large  world  of  lucH 
Haj  thourands-^wtter  taught^  tt!ik»*  flbturd* 

And  le«a  aulilime.     Of  tAme  he  s^oon  got  uitich, 
Where  distant  cataracta  spout,  of  him  men  heanL 

*fiAMtrvL  Patch  w%»  m.  bivarmiiii  on  the  Erlo  C^asl,  iQ 
New  York,  lie  n^ndr  hlmfclf  nolorkmi  b^  lej||ilnt  flfMI 
ibo  tnsiti  of  ihtps,  from  llw  Fmlli  of  Nlsjrars,  »ii4  fhm 
tbfl  Fills  Jn  Die  Gcdrvtra  Rfwr^it  llo«lic»tir,  Bla  last 
fcaiwat  In  ttiB  iuiumcf  of  18.11,  wile n,  In  tb»  t»r«e«W^ 
of  nitnr  tbounndt,  he  Juanwil  TrMni  atM^ve  tbe  kkflic«| 
rack  oVfT  whkh  ttfce  wi^i^r  fHlli  In  tbn  Qmmr^tr^  smI  w^tm 
lost.  He  hid  bitcntn*  IbtntkatindH  tonEtjrf  r^  In  r  upon  i)ih 
•caflhld,  4nd  l^st  bis  tmlinr^  in  dt>ifei»4^nf  The  ab4V* 
vtries  Wert  wrHl^n  a  few  dajs  after  il^  event. 
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ROBERT  O.  8AND& 


Alas  for  Sam  !     Had  he  aright  preferred 
The  kindly  element,  to  which  he  gave  ' 

Himself  ao  fearlessly,  we  had  not  heard 
That  it  was  now  his  winding«heet  and  grave. 
Nor  suni;,  Hwixt  tears  and  smiles,  our  requiem  for 
the  brave. 

He  soon  got  drunk,  with  rum  and  with  renown. 
As  many  others  in  high  places  do ; — 

Whose  fell  is  like  Sax's  last — for  down  and  down, 
By  one  mad  impulse  driven, they  flounder  through 
The  gulf  that  keeps  the  future  from  our  view. 

Ami  then  are  found  noL  May  they  rest  in  peace ! 
We  heave  the  sigh  to  human  frailty  due — 

And  shall  not  Sam  have  his  1    The  muse  shall  cease 

To  keep  the  heroic  roll,  which  she  began  in  Greece^ 

With  demigods,  who  went  to  the  Black  Sea 
For  wool,  (and,  if  the  best  accounts  be  straight. 

Came  back,  in  negpro  phraseology. 

With  the  same  wool  each  upon  his  pate,) 
In  which  she  chronicled  the  deathless  fate 

Of  him  who  jump'd  into  the  perilous  ditch 
Left  by  Rome's  street  commissioners,  in  a  state 

Which  made  it  dangerous,  and  by  jumping  which 

He  made  himself  renown'd,  and  the  contractors 
rich — 

I  say,  the  muse  shall  quite  forget  to  foand 
I'he  chord  whose  music  is  undying,  if 

She  do  not  strike  it  when  Sax  Patch  is  drown'd. 
LEANDia  dived  for  love.    Leucadia's  cliff 
The  Lesbian  Sappho  IcapM  from  in  a  mifi^ 

To  punish  Phao!^  ;  Icarus  went  dead. 
Because  the  wax  did  not  continue  stiflT; 

And.  had  he  minded  what  his  father  said, 

He  had  not  given  a  name  unto  his  watery  bed. 

And  Hells's  case  was  all  an  accident. 

As  everybody  knows.     Why  sing  of  these  ? 

Nor  would  I  rank  with  Sax  that  man  who  went 
Down  into  Etna's  womb-^ExpKDOCLSs, 
I  think  he  caird  himself.    Themselves  to  pleaae. 

Or  else  unwillingly,  they  made  their  springs ; 
For  glory  in  the  abstract,  Sam  made  bis> 

To  prove  to  all  men,  commons,  lords,  and  kings, 

That  «  seme  things  may  be  done,  as  well  as  other 
things** 

I  will  not  be  fatigued,  by  citing  more 
Who  jump*d  of  old,  by  hazard  or  design. 

Nor  plague  the  weary  ghosts  of  boyish  lore, 
VuLCAX.  Apollo,  PaAiToy — ^infine. 
All  Tooke's  Pantheon.    Yet  they  grew  divine 

By  their  long  tumbles ;  and  if  we  can  match 
Their  hierarchy,  shall  we  mot  entwine 

One  wreath  1    Who  ever  came  <<  up  to  the  scratch," 

And,  for  so  little,  jump'd  so  brardy  as  Sam  Patch  1 

To  long  conclusions  many  men  have  jump'd 

In  logic,  and  the  safer  coarse  they  took ; 
By  any  other,  they  would  have  heea  stumpM, 

TJn3d)le  to  argue,  or  to  quote  a  book,       [brook ; 

And  quite  dumb-founded,  which  they  cannot 
They  break  no  bones,  and  suffer  no  contusion. 

Hiding  their  woful  fall,  bj  hook  and  crook. 
In  slang  and  gibberish,  sputtering  and  confunon ; 
But  tliat  was  not  the  way  Sax  came  to  his  conclusion. 


He  jomp'd  in  penon.    DMth  or  Yidoiy 

Was  his  device  oud  tlMi* 
Ezcqythislait;  and  then  hs  did  bvt  ^ 

A  blunder  which  the  wiaatt  mm  will 

Aloft,  where  mighty  llooda  thi 
To  stand,  the  target  of  ten  IhooMiid  eyo^ 

And  down  into  the  eoil  and  wafteiHiinl 
To  leap,  like  Maia's  oSbpnog,  finm  ^  i 
For  this,  all  vulgar  flights  he  vcntund  to 


And  while  Niagara  prolongs  iti  thunder, 

Though  still  the  rock  primeval  dieappean, 
And  nations  change  their  boundi    fhn  theme  of 
wonder 

Shall  Sax  go  down  the  catamct  of  long  jmibi 

And  if  there  be  sublimity  in  tean, 
Those  shall  be  precious  which  the  adventonr  ihed 

When  his  frail  star  gave  way,  and  waked  hie  ten 
Lest  by  the  ungeneroua  crowd  H  might  be  mid, 
That  he  was  all  a  hoax,  or  that  his  pludt  hadfled. 

Who  would  compare  the  mandlin  ALsxanaB, 
Blubbering,  because  he  had  no  job  in  hand. 

Acting  the  hypocrite,  or  else  the  gander. 

With  Sax,  whose  grief  we  all  can  undentandf 
His  crymg  was  not  womanish,  nor  pknn'd 

For  exhibition ;  but  his  heart  o'ersweird 

With  its  own  agony,  when  he  the  gmnd  I 

Natural  arrangements  for  a  jump  beheld,  | 

And,  measuring  the  cascade, found  not  Useomiii 
quell'd. 

His  last  great  failure  set  the  final  seal 
Unto  &e  record  Time  shall  never  tear. 

While  bravery  has  its  honour^ — ^whik  meaM 
The  holy,  natural  sympathies  which  are 
First,  hist,  and  mightiest  in  the  bosonu 

The  tortured  tides  of  Genessee  descend. 
He  came — ^his  only  intimate  a  bevr— 

(We  know  not  that  he  had  another  liiend,) 

The  martyr  of  renown,  his  waywaid  oouw  to  mL 

The  fiend  that  from  the  infernal  riven  stole 

Hell-draoghU  for  man,  too  much  tormented  Um; 
With  nerves  unstrung,  but  stead&st  in  his  soiil| 

He  stood  upon  the  salient  current's  biim ; 

His  head  was  giddy,  and  his  sight  was  dim; 
And  then  he  knew  this  leap  would  be  his  last^— 

Saw  air,  and  earth,  and  water  wildly  swim, 
With  eyes  of  many  multitudes,  dense  and  vH^ 
That  stared  in  mockery ;  none  a  look  of  "   '  * 
cast 

Beat  down,  in  the  huge  amphitheatra 

« I  see  before  me  the  gladiator  lie," 
And  tier  on  tier,  the  myriads  waiting  fbero 

The  bow  of  grace,  without  one  pitying  < 

Ho  was  a  slave— a  captive  hixed  to  die  ; 
Sax  was  bom  free  asCxsAa;  and  he  i 

The  hopeless  issue  have  refused  to  try; 
No !  with  true  leap,  but  soon  with  faltering  tatjbf^— 
«]>eep  in  the  roaring  gulf,  ho  plunged  to  < 
nighL*" 


But,  ere  he  leap'd,  he  beggM  of  those 
Money  by  his  dread  venture,  that  H*  be 

Should  perish,  such  collection  shonhl  be  peid 
As  might  be  pick'd  up  from  the  **  oom|Mnj" 


£»  math^^  Tlib,  hii  I«*i  requMt,  nhaH  b*» — 
k  iIm  who  bore  hiin  n«*er  hij  fate  should 
ru,  glittering  <f*et  his  tnemor  j^  [know — 
feU  tll«  iftnmjiis  hflTe  noTit  th^ir  barricra.  low, 
f  lh«  an  d!nmk  up>  Ti^revfr  €ie3£e  to  flow* 

I  who  trhcKMca  Id  jmnp  down  enuractM^ 
r  11111111 J  the  Ht^rn^t  mor&liflt  he  aavere  t 
W>t  thf  d«ad  by  prc<jiidice*-biit  bets, 
I  u  Lo  Btrif  teifil  evidrnce  appt^&r ; 
were  the  Uuret*  of  atl  ag^»  ^)^* 
r  the  trnve^  who  hiiv<^  pEiss'd  the  IiiiilI  gi>U,^ 
gvles  that  ope  not  back,^*th€  gvoerom  le«j; 
I  lije  muJi***  cltrtt  npon  her  scrtjU,        [roll* 
K,  but  honest  vente,  mbkv  up  ilie  judgment* 

ire  if  h  mrufidtr^d,  that  8ji«  Patch 
\  nrvet  be  forgyt  in  prosie  of  rhjroe ; 
me  dull  be  a  portion  in  the  bttteh 
b«  h<?rQic  doogb,  which  haldng  Tima 
■lift  far  ciDnAUiiiing  »ge« — wid  the  chime 
ii«*«  old  heLU»  bug  &A  they  inity  Kng, 
I  Ifll  of  htm  ;  hi?  iUved  fof  the  aubliniei 
and  it     Thou,  wtio  wUh  the  eagle's  wing» 
■  CDMe,  wonldat  fly, — dfeam  not  of  9Qch  a 


EVEMNG.* 

!  BobcT  ^enini^  I  thee  the  hontae'd  bmm 
ichU*g  heirl  with  fond  orisons  grwt ; 
Mpito  Ihon  of  toil ;  the  biilm  of  pain ; 
itNifl^tfnJ  nuftd  the  hour  for  Enuaing  meetf 
\  like  nge>  from  forth  hit  loae  nstmt» 
lirefBC  around  e«pLe» ; 
iheti  the<  hard  may  hold  communion  tw«et 
lonely  ibapn^  QnkcnnM  by  grosser  ej^m^ 
ikk  percrption  eomea  of  finer  myateTiea^ 

ilent  hour  of  bliw  \  when  in  the  we*t 

aiernt  rnTstet  It^hta  the  star  of  love  i — » 

ipihtUial  hour!  whon  rrealun**  bless'd 

m.  retMm  o'er  former  hjiunt^  to  rove  ; 

1  ilerp  hb  ahadowy  m:intlc  jtpreada  abo^ 

,  bmther  of  forg?tfiilne»  and  deaitht 

d  weU-known  eonch,  with  noiwleaa  tread 

they  rove, 

vm  %^  heavenly  muMC  comfurt  breathe, 
U  what  weal  or  bale  shall  chance  the  moon 

beneath* 

of  devotbn  *  like  ■  distant  iea, 
Torid'i  lend  voires  faintly  murmuring  die  | 
iEi«iTe  ti  the  spheral  harmony, 
e  irrntHal  hy  tiin«  artbomefrom  earth  on  high, 
ho  can  f^ize  on  yon  unity Uird  sky, 
not  grow  pon?r  from  the  heaven  ward  view  ? 
Mc,  the  Virgin  Mother's  m*^?k,  full  eye, 
met  if  unlf]9(piri?d  low  he  Irue, 
oew  bjrth  within,  and  atn  no  long«r  knew. 

then  hail  the  oriflamme  of  mom, 
Itindhng  hiUf  unfuri'd  with  ^rofgcooa  dye* ! 
ild,  bliie  Evening !  slill  Uv  tW  I  turn, 
halirr  thonght,  and  with  uiida^tkxl  eyea;-^ 

■  Froia  **  YamwiieB.** 


Where  wealth  and  power  with  glare  and  iplen* 

dour  ri«e. 
Let  fooli^  and  Hla^es  disgUAtful  Incense  burn  \ 
Still  Memoiy''s  moonlight  lustn?  let  me  prjie; 
The  great,  the  good,  whoAe  course  let  o'ei^  discern, 
And,  bom  thmr  glories  p:t^  txmirV  nugbty  Uwscuu 

leanit 


WEEH.WVKEN. 

Eve  o'er  our  path  is  ftfesling  fast; 
Von  quivering  ftph-ritlours  are  tJnj  lurt 
The  iion  will  flinst  to  tremble  oW 
The  wavcfl  thnt  ki^  the  opposing  sh^« ; 
Hta  latrat  glorioi  fringe  tlje  height 
Behind  ua,  withlheir  golden  light. 

The  mountain's  mirrorM  outline  fades 
Amid  Uie  h'sXre%h!!U^vn^  shadf^^    , 
It*  shaggy  hulk,  in  stcmet  pritle. 
Towers,  ajs  the  gloom  itteuU  o'er  the  tide  j 
For  the  great  stream  a  Imlwark  niwt 
That  leaVi'S  i^  roek-encumber'd  feet, 

HiTer  and  mountain  \  though  to  aong 
Not  yet,  perchance,  your  namea  belong ; 
Thofte  who  have  loved  your  evening  hiwsa 
Will  R»k  not  the  recording  muaa 
What  antique  tales  she  can  rebte, 
Yoor  hanka  and  steep*  to  coniccratt?, 

Yel,  should  the  stTsnger  axk,  what  loro 
Of  by -zone  day*,  thi*  winding  shore. 
Yon  eliflk  and  ^^-ekd  «tee|iii  could  tell^ 
If  vocal  made  by  Fancy's  spell, — 
The  varying  legend  might  rehearoe 
Fit  themea  for  high,  romantic  '^ttm^ 

O'er  yon  rough  heigh ta  ajvd  mosa-elsd  sod 
Oft  hath  the  stal worth  wafrior  trod  \ 
Or  pcerM,  with  hunter V  fruze,  to  mark 
The  progress  of  the  glancing  hark, 
SpoiK  atmngcly  won  on  iii«ijtm  waTcs, 
Have  lufk'd  in  yon  ohtttructed  caves. 

When  the  great  strife  for  Freedom  rose, 
Hew  scouted  oft  her  friends  and  foes, 
Alternate,  through  the  ehanqeful  war. 
And  bcacon^fires  f1as.hM  bright  and  ^; 
And  here,  when  Freetlom**  fi^-lfe  was  won» 
Fell,  in  sad  feurl,  her  fatoiir*d  son; — 

Her  son, — 'the  second  of  the  baiid, 
The  Roman*  of  the  resruRd  land. 
Where  roumi  yon  cM|:»es  the  banks  aaeend. 
Long  shall  the  pilgrim V  footiitep  bend  ; 
There,  mirthftjl  Ivearta  i^Kalt  pnase  to  aigh, 
"lltefw^  tears  shall  dim  the  patriot's  eye. 

There  last  he  sbxnl,     Bef<^re  bin  sight 
Flow'd  the  fair  river,  free  and  bright ; 
The  riainc  mart,  and  mlcf,  and  bayi 
Before  him  in  their  glory  luy,^ 
Scenes  of  bis  lov#*  and  of  his  fsaae^^ 
I'he  instant  ere  the  dealh^hot  ean*eH 
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THE  GREEN  ISLE  OF  LOVERS. 

Thst  say  that,  afar  in  the  land  of  the  weit, 
Where  the  bright  golden  Ban  sinks  in  gloiy  to  rert, 
Mid  fens  where  the  hunter  ne'er  ventured  to  tread, 
A  fair  lake  unruffled  and  sparkling  is  spread ; 
Where,  lost  in  his  course,  the  rapt  Indian  discovers, 
In  distance  seen  dimly,  the  green  Isle  of  Lovers. 

There  verdure  fades  never ;  immortal  in  bloom, 
Soft  waves  the  magnolia  its  groves  of  perfume ; 
And  low  bends  the  branch  with  rich  fruitage  de- 

press'd, 
All  glowing  like  gems  in  the  crowns  of  the  east ; 
There  Uie  bright  eye  of  nature,  in  mild  glory  hovers : 
'T  is  the  land  of  the  sunbeam, — the  green  Isle  of 

Lovers ! 

Sweet  strains  wildly  float  on  the  breezes  that  kiss 
The  calm-flowing  lake  round  that  region  of  bliss 
Where,  wrcathmg  their  garlands  of  amaranth,  fair 

choirs 
Glad  measures  still  weave  to  the  sound  that  inspires 
The  dance  and  the  revel,  mid  forests  that  cover 
On  high  with  their  shade  the  green  Isle  of  the  Lover. 

But  fierce  as  the  snake,  with  his  eyeballs  of  fire, 
When  his  scales  are  all  brilliant  and  glowingwith  ire, 
Are  the  warriors  to  all,  save  the  maids  of  their  isle, 
Whose  law  is  their  will,  and  whose  life  is  their  smile ; 
From  l>cauty  there  valour  and  strength  are  not 

rovers. 
And  peace  reigns  supreme  in  the  green  Isle  of 

Lovers. 

A  ml  he  who  has  sought  to  set  foot  on  its  shore, 
111  mazes  pcrplcx'd,  has  lieheld  it  no  more ; 
It  fleets  on  the  vision,  deluding  the  view, 
Its  banks  still  retire  as  the  hunters  pursue ; 
() !  who  in  this  vain  world  of  wo  shall  discover 
The  home  undisturbed,  the  green  Isle  of  the  Lover! 


THE  DEAD  OF  1832. 

O,  Time  and  Death !  with  certain  pace. 
Though  still  unequal,  hurrying  on, 

O'erturning,  in  your  awful  race, 
The  cot,  the  palace,  and  the  tlirone! 

Not  always  in  the  storm  of  war. 
Nor  by  the  pestilence  that  sweeps 

From  the  plague-smitten  realms  afar, 
Beyond  the  old  and  solemn  decfw : 

In  crowds  the  good  and  mighty  go. 
And  to  those  vast,  dim  diambers  hie : 

Where,  mingled  with  the  high  and  low. 
Dead  Cjisars  and  dead  Suikspsares  lie ! 

Dread  ministers  of  God  !  sometimes 

Ye  smite  at  once  to  do  his  will, 
In  all  earth's  ocean-cever'd  climes, 

Tbo«  —whose  renown  ye  cannot  kill ! 


When  all  the  MgbtMt  11111  that  bom 
At  once  are  baniahM  from  tlieir 

Men  aadly  aak,  when  ahall  TBtom 
Such  lustre  to  the  eoaung  yean! 

For  where  is  he* — ^who  lived  ao  kn^— 
Who  raised  the  modem  Titan'a  gfaoaty 

And  show'd  his  fieitc  in  powerful  aodg* 
Whose  soul  for  learning's  eake  was  loitl 

Where  he — ^who  backward  to  the  btith 
Of  Time  itself,  adventaroua  trod, 

And  in  the  mingled  man  of  earth 
Found  out  the  handiwork  of  God  ^ 

Where  he— who  in  the  mortal  Jiead,^ 
Ordain'd  to  gaxe  on  heaven,  could  trace 

The  soul's  vast  features,  that  shall  traad 
The  stars,  when  earth  is  nothingneM ! 


Where  he— who  strack  old  Albjn's  lyif^§ 
Till  round  the  world  its  echoes  roll,  ' 

And  swept,  with  all  a  prophet's  firs, 
The  dupason  of  the  soul  1 

Where  he— who  read  the  mystic  lon| 
Buried  where  buried  FaAEAOUs  sleep; 

And  dared  presumptuous  to  explore 
Secrets  four  thousand  years  could  keep  ? 

Where  he — who,  with  a  poef  s  ejel 
Of  truth,  on  lowly  nature  gaaed. 

And  made  even  sordid  Poverty 
Classic,  when  in  his  numbera  gland ! 

Where— that  old  sage  so  hale  and  stud,** 
The  <*  greatest  good"  who  sought  to  find; 

Who  in  his  garden  mused,  and  made 
All  forms  of  rule  for  all  mankind  I 

And  thou — ^whom  millions  far  removed  H 
Revered — the  hierarch  meek  and  wiae. 

Thy  ashes  sleep,  adored,  beloved, 

Near  where  thy  W&slet's  coffin  liOi 

He,  too— the  heir  of  gloiy — ^where^^ 
Hath  great  Napoleoh's  scion  fled  ! 

Ah !  glory  goes  not  to  an  heir ! 
Take  him,  yo  noble,  vulgar  dead ! 

But  hark !  a  nation  sighs !  for  he,^^ 
Last  of  the  brave  who  periU'd  all 

To  make  an  infant  empire  free. 
Obeys  thoinevitable  call ! 

They  go— and  with  them  is  a  crowd. 
For  human  rights  who  thou^  and  did : 

We  rear  to  them  no  temples  proud. 
Each  hath  his  mental  pyrunid. 

All  earth  is  now  their  sepulchre. 

The  mind,  their  monument  sublime- 
Young  in  eternal  hme  they  are— 
8uch  are  your  triumphs,  Death  and  T^bml 


*  Goethe  and  his  FSust.  f  Cuvtsr. 

t  Sparahelm.  |  BeoCL 

II  ChampQllion.  ^  Ciabbs. 

*•  Jeremy  Bentham.  tf  Adaai  CtailM. 
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PAftTING- 

84T,  wbtsn  w&f  from  mine  tliy  home  shall  ba, 
StiU  will  thf  «oul  iinch«nging  turn  U>  me  1 
Wbcn  other  icene^  in  beauty  round  thea  liej 
Will  ih«v  Ij*  present  la  thy  menUt  eye  t 
Tfcy  (brm,  thy  mindj  when  c^thew  fomlly  praiie^ 
Wyt  lb«il  fbrgtet  thy  pOeC*ft  humbtrr  lays ! 
AtlttB  S  ithsl  U  thercr  in  euth'it  Tanoud  range, 
!%■!  tfm*  and  ab^nce  may  not  aadly  change ! 
And  am  the  bcaj%  tlist  atiLt  dcinanils  new  ties, 
New  thfitightu,  for  all  its  thottswid  nympaUiiea — 
The  waim  heart,  where  CTery  »eat  laay  set, 
fn  U(m»  lla  atamfH— remain  unoJtiirM  yet, 
Wiiiii  oalurii  dian;v9  with  each  fleeting  day, 
Afld  »aaa(M  dance  their  ^*tying  course  away  T 
Ah!  fitmuMst  thou  swerve  fttvm  trutht  all  ebe  muat 

That  y*M  «*ii  feed  with  hfe  thin  withe rM  heart  I 
Whatever  tttf  Joubl*,  its  hoifea^  it?  feam  may  be^ 
*Tner<*,  flvrn  in  madnesflf  faith ful  8t,ill  to  thee; 
Apd  ■hooldil  tbcTU  «nap  that  Mlver  chord  in  twain, 
Him  pdidcil  tiowl  no  other  iinks  suiilaiii ; 
Clf«^*d  in  lh«  dust,  its  fngmenta  then  must  sink, 
Aftd  lb*  tM  earth  ita  tateat  life-Jropa  dririk. 
BImbw  QOC  if  &ftf  in  melancholy  moodt 
TUa  i^i»iiat  loo  far,  ai^ k  fancy  hath  pursued  ; 
And  If  !&•  oout,  which  high  with  hop  thoqld  beai, 
Tonia  t»  the  tloomy  glare's  uulile^^d  retreat* 

Mijmk  naiui^  1  since  thy  c oorin  bcganf 
Tllf  ■tnm  wear  no  tympathy  for  man ; 
Tifet  «m  ■mitfla  iDvelieat  oti  our  darkeat  haura; 
G^ml^tM  fta^  fnall  aprinf  the  sweetest  fiowcn, 
Ajld  OMQ  ktOMlC  in  aelfish  sorrowt  Wnnd, 
H'^jt  nol  the  meiaticholy  ruin  round. 
TW  enfWtlV  rmin  roar  still  fil!s  the  pavtrng  breeie 
Thai  bend*  above  the  tomb  the  cyprcsfl-treca. 
One  oaly  heart,  still  true  in  joy  or  wo^ 
fa  aU  the  kindest  fates  can  cVr  bestow. 
If  frawninjGr  Heaven  that  heart  rt^fnse  lo  give, 
O,  who  would  OJik  the  unfracious  boon — to  livel 
Then  better  *tweie,  if  longer  doomM  to  prove 
TTw  lij^th'M  load  of  life,  iinblej»M  with  lore. 
To  iseet  mid»t  ocean '«  wa*le  some  ii^laDd  fair, — ■ 
Af*d  dwell,  the  anchorite  of  nature,  thcie  ;—~ 
Sftmr  Iflfiely  bJe,  npon  whose  rocky  shore 
No  •mind,  sate  curlew's  scream,  or  billow's  roar, 
Ifi^th  echoed  ever;  in  whose  central  wood% 
Wttli  tlie  <]nick  «pint  of  ita  aoUtndea, 
Xn  eonwrve  deep,  strange  jiymT»albies  tin  tried, 
The  aout  might  find,  which  tbi-i  Tain  world  denied^ 

But  1  will  truat  that  heart,  where  truth  aloae, 
In  loveliest  sruiast  sitji  radiant  on  her  throne ; 
And  thu»  believing,  fear  not  all  the  power 
Of  aiiAence  drcar^  or  time's  mo*t  tedious  hour. 
K  e'er  T  eij^h  lo  win  the  wreaths  of  fame^ 
And  write  on  mcmory*s  wroll  a  deaihle»*  name, 
Til  hut  thy  lovi^l,  approving  smile  (o  meet. 
And  |«y  the  budding  laurels  at  thy  feet. 
If  e'er  f<*r  worldly  wealth  1  heave  a  sigh, 
And  fflitterinit  Tifions  float  on  fancy*!  eye. 
T  is  but  with  ro*y  wreathi*  thy  path  to  sptead, 
And  pl*ee  the  diadem  on  heawty't  head* 
Qumn  pf  my  though  ts^  «ach  suliject  to  thy  tway, 
Ttif  rsling  pfwenee  liv«s  but  Co  obey  ; 


Andshonldkt  thou  e'er  their  bteafi*d  allegiance  alight, 
The  mind  must  wonder,  lost  in  endive  night. 
Farewell  I  forget  me  not»  when  others  gaio 
Enomonr'd  on  thee,  with  the  look^  of  praise ; 
When  weary  leagiifcs  before  my  ifiew  are  ca^t. 
And  each  dull  hour  seems  heavier  than  the  laatt 
Forget  me  noL     May  joy  tliy  steps  attend, 
And  may  St  thou  find  in  every  form  a  friend ; 
With  c^Tt  uufluUtcd  be  thy  every  thought; 
And  in  thy  dreams  of  homcp  forget  me  not  I 


CONCLUSrON  TO  YAMOrDEN, 

Sao  was  the  themei,  which  yet  to  try  we  chosfv 

In  pleasant  momenta  of  comintinion  iwe#t : 
When  least  we  thought  of  carth*^  unttniish'd 

WOCSt 

And  least  we  drcamM,  in  fftnry'a  fond  deecit. 
That  either  the  cold  grft?p  of  death  should  meet, 
Till  aHer  many  years,  in  ripe  old  a;:^ ; 
Three  little  Biimmtfra  flew  on  pinion*  Bert, 
Atid  thou  art  living  but  iti  memory 's  page^ 
And  earth  s^^ma  all  to  me  a  worthleasi  pilgrimage. 

Sad  was  our  theme;  but  well  the  wise  man  fiwng, 
«  BelU^f  than  feytal  halls,  the  house  t*f  wo ;" 
*Ti»  gootl  to  (tand  dcatrurtion's  spoils  among, 
And  muse  on  that  sad  Iwume  to  which  we  go. 
The  heart  grows  better  when  tear«  fteety  flow  ; 
And,  in  the  many -colon  r'd  dream  ol  earth. 
One  stolen  hour,  wtierein  ouraelve*  we  know, 
Our  weakness  and  our  vanity,— ^ is  worth 

Years  of  unmeaning  smiiea,  and  lewd,  obstrep©- 
rouB  mirth,. 
T  is  good  to  muse  on  nations  pasaM  away, 
Fofevcr,  from  the  land  we  call  otir  own  ; 
Nationn,  an  proud  and  mighty  in  their  day. 
Who  doem'd  that  everloating  was  their  throng,     « 
An  age  went  by,  and  they  no  more  wer^s  known 
Bublimer  sadness  will  the  mind  control, 
Liatcning  time's  deep  and  melancholy  moan ; 
And  meaner  grief*  will  leas  dlitturb  the  sou) ; 

And  human  pride  falU  low,  at  hum^tn  graruleur'a 
goal, 

PartiF  !  fare  Weill  Ihec  King,  in  iflle  jest. 
Thy  persecutors  named ;  and  if  indee*l. 
The  jeweD'd  diadem  thy  ^nt  hnd  pretw^d, 
ft  had  become  thee  better,  than  the  breed 
Of  palaces,  to  sceptred  lliat  succeed. 
To  be  of  courtier  or  of  priest  the  tend, 
Satiate  dull  sense,  or  count  the  frequent  bead. 
Or  pamper  jjormand  hunger;  thou  wouldst  rule 
Better  than  tlie  worn  rake,  the  glutton,  or  the  fool  I 

I  would  not  wronfif  thy  warrior  shade,  could  I 
Aught  in  my  verae  or  make  or  mar  thy  fame; 
As  the  light  carol  of  a  bird  flown'by         [name: 
Will  pans  the  youthful  strain  that  breathed  thy 
But  in  that  land  whence  thy  de^royers  came, 
A  sacred  bard  thy  champion  sha^  l«  fouml ; 
He  of  the  laureate  wreath  for  thee  shall  claim 
The  hero's  honoura,  to  earth V  farthest  botind, 
Where  Albion's  tongue  is  heard,  of  Albion  a  aonp 
teaound. 


Ill 
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INVOCATION. 

Or  quick  for  me  the  goblet  fill, 
From  bright  Castalia's  sparkling  rill ; 
Pluck  the  young  laurcrn  flexile  boug^ 
And  let  its  foliage  wreathe  my  brow ; 
And  bring  the  lyre  with  sounding  shell, 
The  four-«tring'd  lyre  I  loved  so  well ! 
Lo !  as  I  gaze,  the  picture  flics 
Of  weary  life's  realities ; 
Behold  the  shade,  the  wild  wood  shade. 
The  mountain  steeps,  the  checkered  glade; 
And  hoary  rocks  and  bubbling  rills, 
And  painted  waves  and  distant  hills. 
Oh !  for  an  hour,  let  mc  forget 
How  much  of  life  is  left  me  yet ; 
Recall  the  visions  of  the  post. 
Fair  as  these  tints  that  cannot  last. 
That  all  the  heavens  and  waters  o*er 
Their  gorgeous,  transient  glories  pour. 

Ye  pastoral  scenes,  by  fancy  wrought ! 
Ye  pageants  of  the  loflier  thought ! 
Creations  proud !  majestic  tilings ! 
Heroes,  and  demigods,  and  kings ! 
Retuni,  with  all  of  shepherds'  lore, 
Or  old  romance  that  pleased  before ! 
Ye  forms  that  are  not  of  the  earth, 
Of  grace,  of  valour,  and  of  worth  ! 
Ye  bright  abstractions,  by  the  thoui^ht 
Like  the  great  master's  pictures,  wroug^it 
To  the  ideal's  shadowy  mien. 
From  beauties  fancied,  dreamt  or  seen ! 

Ye  speaking  sounds,  that  poet's  ear 
Alone  in  nature's  voice  can  hear ! 
Thou  full  conception,  vast  and  wide. 
Hour  of  the  lonely  minstrel's  pride, 
As  when  projection  gave  of  old 
Alchymy's  visionary  gold ! 

Return  !  return !  oblivion  bring 

Of  cares  that  vex,  and  thoughts  that  sting! 

The  hour  of  gloom  is  o'er  my  soul ; 

Disperse  the  shades,  the  fiends  control, 

As  David's  harp  had  power  to  do, 

If  sacred  chronicles  l»e  true. 

Oh  come !  by  every  classic  spell, 

By  old  Pieria's  haunted  well ; 

By  revels  on  the  Olmeian  height 

Held  in  the  moon's  religious  light; 

By  virgin  forms  that  wont  to  lave, 

Permessus !  in  tliy  lucid  wave ! 

In  vain  !  in  vain  !  the  strain  has  passM ; 
The  laurel  leaves  upon  the  blast 
Float,  wither 'd,  ne'er  again  to  bloom. 
The  cup  is  drain'd — the  son:?  is  duml>— 
And  spell  and  rhyme  alike  in  vain 
Would  woo  the  genial  muse  again. 


GOOD-NIGHT. 

Good  night  to  all  the  world !  there's  none, 
Beneath  the  «  over-going"  sun. 
To  whom  I  fed  or  hate  or  spite. 
And  so  to  all  a  fair  good-ni^t 


Would  I  could  auj  good  voffd  to  ] 
Good  night  to  cwwdqice  and  her 
To  cfae^lMi  potertj,  and  dianw 
That  I  am  yet  wknoini  to  frma ! 

Would  I  could  aay  good  niglit  to 
That  haunt  me  with  dehnife  gkam^ 
That  through  the  saUe  futun's  veil 
Like  meteon  giimmer,  but  to  fidL 

Would  I  could  aay  a  long  good-ni^ 
To  halting  between  wrong  and  rig^ 
And,  like  a  giant  with  new  Ibice, 
Awake  prepared  to  run  my  couneS 

But  time  o*er  good  and  ill  aweepa  oi^ 
And  when  few  yean  have  coow  and  fOM^' 
The  past  will  be  to  me  at  naught 
Whether  ienierober*d  or  forgot 

Yet  let  me  hope  one  faithful  irinid. 
O'er  my  last  couch  shall  tearful  bend; 
And,  though  no  day  for  me  was  bright, 
Shall  bid  me  then  a  I(Mig  good-ni^iL 


FROM  A  MONODY  ON  J.  W.  EASTBUiUf. 

BrT  now,  that  cheriah'd  Toioe  waa  neear; 

And  all  around  yet  breathee  of  him  ^ 
We  look,  and  we  can  only  hear 

The  parting  winga  of  cherubim  ! 
Mourn  ye.  whom  haply  nature  taught 

To  share  the  bard's  communion  liigfa; 
To  scan  the  ideal  world  of  thought, 

That  floats  before  the  poet'a  eye^* 
Ye,  who  with  ears  o'eraated  long. 

From  native  bards  dieguated  fly. 
Expecting  only,  in  their  aong. 

The  ribald  strains  of  calumny  ^^p*- 
Mourn  ye  a  minstrel  chaste  aa  aweet. 

Who  caught  from  heaven  no  doabtful  fin^ 
But  dioee  inunortal  themes  aa  meet 

Alone  for  an  immortal  lyre. 
O  silent  shell !  thy  chorda.are  riven ! 

That  heart  lies  cold  before  its  prime  f 
Mute  arc  those  lips,  that  might  hiave  given 

One  deathless  descant  to  our  dime ! 
No  laurel  chaplet  twinea  he  now ; 

He  sweeps  a  harp  of  heavenly  tone^ 
And  plucks  the  amaranth  for  hb  brow 

That  springs  beside  the  eternal  tfaraiMi 
Mourn  ye,  whom  firiendship'a  alver  chain 

Link'd  with  his  aoul  in  bon~ 
That  earth  had  striven  to  bunt  in  ' 

The  sacred  sympathy  of  mind. 
Still  long  that  sympathy  ahali  laat: 

Still  shall  each  object,  like  a  speHy 
Recall  from  fate  the  buried  past, 

Present  the  mind  beloved  ao  weO. 
That  pure  intelligence— Oh  where 

Now  is  iu  onward  progreaa  won  t 
Through  what  new  regions  doea  it  dam 

Push  the  bdd  queat  eta  earth  begun  1 
In  realms  with  boundless  glory  fraught. 

Where  fiuicy  can  no  trophiea  riiae 
In  blissful  vision,  where  the  thon^t 

Is  wbelm'd  in  wonder  and  In  pnbil 
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Tm  iy«V  lut  ptike«  O  triply  de^ 
A  inlfcjer  ■Cnin  »  due  to  thc6 ; 

But  csoiitliiit  mtmatjh  f  o£iv€  tear 
Thj  mead  f|iil«pti  mint  be. 


TO  THE  MANITTO  OF  DREAMS. 

SfretT!  ^TBotJ  Sptiiit  of  eubtJwt  airj 

Wfaov  fvower  U  upon  the  brain  i 
WIhb  wondrouif  Bbnpea,  and  drvad  mid  fiiurf 

As  tfa«  film  from  the  eyi» 

At  f^  biJdJAg  jitefl, 
1*0  ftfbc  and  m^titff  are  pbiii ! 

fliy  wtusper  ci^fM  where  le&tt«  are  rtirrM ; 

Than  cigrhetft  ia  WDodiuid  c^k^; 
Whfire  wmt«f«  im  i^u&bin^  Uiy  voice  u  heard  ( 

Atid  when  ^tans  lure  bright, 

At  tlili  midnight, 
Thj  lytDphoiiicia  ptcfrall  ^ 

Whrre  the  ftireflt  Mran,  in  quick  comrootionj 

It  ir«Tifi^  U>  and  fro. 
Illy  Ibfm  1*  aeen,  in  the  nu»es  ^reciv 

Duoly  to  ^toe  am}  $rn> 
Pmot  thy  covert  peeping,  ivhere  tkjti  laytst  aJeeping: 

Bcnde  tbe  brmwUnf  brodlL, 
Hmq  wt  wen  (o  wake^  and  thy  flight  la  lake 

IHest  frnm  thy  Jonejj  nook. 

Wbeiv  the  monntwam  ham  kt»*d 

Tbe  ^Mrklin^  tjd#^ 

In  Ihy  mantle  of  mkt 

TTkiu  art  seen  tti  glide* 

Far  o*eT  the  blue  waten 

Melting  a«riy. 

On  the  distant  billow, 

A I  on  a  pilbw. 

Thy  form  to  lay. 

Where  the  small  ckmd*  of  eTtn 

Ai^  wmithing  in  hcaTen 

Their  garland  of  toaes^ 

O'er  the  purple  and  gold, 

Who«e  hangings  enfold 

Th#  hat]  thai  endwea 

The  coQch  of  the  sun^ 

WboK  empire  U  dcrne,^ 

Tlu<re  thou  art  Huiiting, 

For  thy  away  U  begun  i 

Thy  AhaJowy  iway, 

Tlir  wcnaem  begiiiUjig, 

When  the  liBht  fndei  awaj. 
And  thr  Tapour  of  mystery  o'er  natttrt  lacendingf 

The  hrateo  and  the  ejirth. 

The  Ihini^  thai  have  birth^ 
And  the  embryo*  that  float  in  the  fnturaaT^  Dlendin^. 

From  the  land,  on  whose  shoms  tlie  billowa  bn*ak 
The  funding  wareti  of  the  mighty  lake  ; 
From  the  land  wh«Te  bounding  meadows  be, 
Whfre  th«  buJialo  ranqea  wild  and  free ; 
With  ttlfety  eioai  in  bia  little  Ule» 
TftTiere  lh«  bearer  pliea  hi*  eea*plc«i  toil  j 
Ttie  knd  wtiefB  pigmy  formn  abide, 
Thou  l<«de«t  thy  mm  at  the  avenlkta ; 


And  the  wings  of  the  wind  ar^  left  behiiid, 
So  a  will  through  the  palJdeafl  mi  they  glide. 

Then  to  the  chi^^f  who  has  fnated  lorjg, 
When  the  chains  of  hi^  slumber  are  heavy  and  strong 
driHET  ■  thou  comest;  he  ties  as  dead, 
His  weaty  litis  are  wiih  heaviness  wcigli'd ; 
But  his  soui  i?*  abroad  on  the  hunricam*'8  pinion, 
Where  foes  are  mc<t  in  the  ruidi  of  %ht. 
In  the  shadowy  world  of  thy  dominion 
Conquering  aivd  slaying,  tilj  momiug  tight! 

Then  shall  tile  hunter  who  waits  for  thee. 
The  land  of  the  game  rejoicing  sc«  \ 
llirougb  the  leaflca*s  woiid. 
O'er  the  frozen  flood* 
And  ibe  trocklena  snows  his  spirit  gt>e«, 
Along  the  sheetftid  plmn, 
Where  tlte  hem>it  bear,  in  his  millen  lair, 
Keeps  his  lung  haty  till  tlie  winter  hath  paae'd 
And  the  boughs  hare  hu<k!rd  again* 
SetntT  or  jibkaxs!  all  thy  vjsiqna  ai^  true* 
Who  the  shudow  hatii  saen,  he  the  subaluice  tbdl 
Tiew! 

Thine  the  riddle,  strange  and  dark. 
Woven  in  the  dreamy  brain  : — 
Thine  to  yield  the  power  lo  mafk 
Wandering  by,  Uie  duaky  train ; 
Warrior  ghoals  for  vengeance  crj-ing^ 
Scalped  on  (Jie  l(wt  battle's  plain, 
Or  who  died  their  foes  defying. 
Blow  by  lingering  torture*  alain. 

Thou,  the  wai-chief  hovering  n<»r. 

Breath c*t  language  on  bin  rar; 

When  hi*  winged  words  depart, 

Swii^  ad  arrow  I*  to  the  liejirl ; 

When  hifl  eye  the  lightning  leaves j 

When  eac^h  vuHant  boaom  heave*; 

Tb rough  the  veins  when  hot  and  glowinf 

Rage  hke  liquid  fire  is  flowing; 

Round  and  rotind  the  war  pyle  whirling, 

Furioun  when  tlie  dancers  jjrow; 

When  the  man's  swifi  ate  hurling 

Fromiaed  veogcanee  on  the  foe  * 

Thine  assurance,  Sp^mtT  true* 

Giorious  victory  give^  lo  view ! 

When  of  thought  and  strenj^h  dcapoil'd, 

Lips  the  brave  mim  like  a  child ; 

When  discoloured  viaiona  fly, 

Painful  o*ef  his  glnsdng  eye, 

And  wishea  wild  ihrouash  bis  darkneiw  rove. 

Like  flitting  wings  through  the  tangkd  grove, — 

Thine  ia  the  wish ;  the  virion  thino. 

And  thy  riaita,  Sri  air!  are  all  divine! 

When  the  dtny  fienw?*  «t|nn, 

And  the  brain  is  madly  roeling. 

Like  the  P6w'Wah,  when  5  rat  within 

The  fffescnt  spirit  feeling ; 

When  rnvs  ore  flawing  athwart  the  glonm, 

Like  the  dancing  lightj  of  the  nortliem  heaven, 

When  vniccfl  strange  of  tumuli  corae 

On  the  ear,  like  the  roar  of  battle  driven, — 

The  Initiate  then  shall  thy  wondera  see, 

And  thy  priest,  0  Bnutt  *  ia  full  of  thee  I 
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on  the  twenty-eighth  of  Mty,  1847.  Hewwa 
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HYMN  OF  NATURE. 

Gon  of  the  earth^s  extended  plains ! 

The  dark,  green  fields  contented  lie ; 
The  mountains  rise  like  holy  towers, 

Where  man  might  commune  with  the  sky ; 
The  tall  cliir  challenges  the  storm 

That  lowers  upon  the  vale  below. 
Where  shaded  fountains  send  their  streams, 

With  joyous  music  in  their  flow. 

God  of  the  dark  and  heavy  deep ! 

The  waves  lie  sleeping  on  the  satids. 
Till  the  fierce  trumpet  of  the  storm 

Hath  summoned  up  their  thundering  bands ; 
Then  the  white  sails  are  dash'd  like  foam, 

Or  hurry,  trembling,  o'er  the  seas, 
Till,  calmM  by  thee,  the  sinking  gale 

Serenely  breathes,  Depart  in  peace. 

Gon  of  the  forest's  solemn  shade! 

The  grandeur  of  the  lonely  tree, 
That  wrestles  singly  with  the  gale, 

Lifts  up  admiring  eyes  to  thee ; 
But  more  majestic  far  they  stand. 

When,  side  by  side,  their  ranks  they  form, 
To  wave  on  high  their  plumes  of  green, 

And  fight  their  battles  with  the  storm. 

Gon  of  the  light  and  viewless  air ! 

Where  summer  breezes  sweetly  flow. 
Or,  gathering  in  their  angry  might, 

The  fierce  and  wintry  tempests' blow ; 
All — from  the  evening's  plaintive  sigh. 

That  hardly  lifts  the  drooping  flower, 
To  the  wild  whirlwind's  midnight  cry, 

Breathe  forth  the  language  of  thy  power. 

Gob  of  the  fair  and  open  sky ! 

How  gloriously  above  us  springs 
The  tented  dome,  of  heavenly  blue, 

Suspended  on  the  rainbow's  rings ! 
Each  brilliant  sUr,  that  sparkles  through. 

Each  gilde<l  cloud,  that  wanders  free 
In  evening's  purple  radiance,  gives 

The  beauty  of  its  praise  to  thee. 

GbD  of  the  rolling  oibs  above ! 

'Hiy  name  is  written  clearly  bright 
In  the  warm  day's  unvarying  blaze. 

Or  evening's  golden  shower  of  light 
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For  every  fire  that  fronts  the  ran. 
And  every  spark  that  walks  alone 

Around  the  utmost  verge  of  heaven. 
Were  kindled  at  thy  burning  throne. 

God  of  the  world !  the  hoar  moM  i 

And  nature's  self  to  dust  reCani; 
Her  crumbling  altars  must  decay; 

Her  incense  fires  shall  oeaae  to  bum; 
But  still  her  grand  and  lovely  eeenea 

Have  made  man's  warmest  praises  flow; 
For  hearts  grow  holier  as  they  trace 

The  beauty  of  the  world  below. 


TO  WILLIAM. 
wErrTBM  sr  a  naBATKo  r Air 


It  seems  but  yesterday,  my  lof«^ 

Thy  little  heart  beat  high; 
And  I  had  almost  sGom'd  the  Toioa 

That  told  me  thou  must  die. 
I  saw  thee  move  with  tctive  boand. 

With  spirits  wild  and  free; 
And  infant  grace  and  beauty  gai« 

Their  glorious  charm  to  thee. 

Far  on  the  sunny  plains,  I  saw 

Thy  sparkling  footsteps  fly, 
Firm,  light,  and  graceful,  as  tlie  blid 

That  cleaves  the  morning  akj; 
And  often,  ss  the  playful  breew 

Waved  back  thy  shining  hair. 
Thy  cheek  display'd  the  red  roae-tiBi 

That  health  hsd  painted  then. 

And  then,  in  all  my  thoogfatfiilDeH^ 

I  coukl  not  but  rejoiee 
To  hear,  upon  the  morning  wind^ 

The  music  of  thy  Toicer— 
Now,  echoing  in  the  rsptoroos  bM|h 

Now  sad,  almost  to  tesis, 
Twss  like  the  sounds  I  used  to  hear. 

In  old  and  happier  yearfc 

Thanks  for  that  memory  to  tbee^ 

My  little,  lovely  boy,— 
That  memory  of  my  yoathlbl  bBs^ 

Which  time  would  fidn  destioy. 


W.  B.  O.   PEABOBY, 


Sflfi 


I  liTitcn'di  u  die  i 

SiupenJi  the  oui-boujid  oar, 
To  taste  the  fdr?^'pil  ^b  that  brefitlbei 

From  oS  hii  niilive  Rbi;»r«* 

So  gvnile  in  thy  lovetrnMs !— » 

Atai  f  bow  cooIJ  it  be. 
Thai  dralh  woakl  not  forbeif  tO  kf 

Hu  icy  hftiid  on  thfie  ; 
Nlvt  iporo  thee  yfl  a  littk  white, 

In  childhood's  opening  Moom, 
While  m&njr  a  sad  uid  weary  mouI 

W^  longing  for  iha  Wmh  I 

Wm  mine  ft  hAppLDe«&  too  pare 

For  entng  man  lo  knovrl 
Or  wliy  dy  He*wt»  bo  booq  d«straj 

My  paradise  below! 
EnchAntini^  as  the  vi^on  was, 

It  sunk  awaj  as  «oon 
At  wheji.  m  quick  and  cold  ecUpae^ 

The  uun  growa  dark  at  noon* 

t  loreJ  thee,  and  my  heart  waa  hkia*d  J 

But,  ««  the  day  wm  spent. 
1  saw  thj  Ught  and  graceful  form 

In  drooping  illnon  bent, 
And  ahudiJef  d  m  I  cast  a  took 

Upon  thy  fainting  head  ; 
The  moumrul  ebud  was  gathering  there, 

And  li£c  waa  alinoal  S«J, 

Daja  paffl'd ;  and  §oon  the  acal  of  death 

Made  known  th*t  hope  waa  Tain  ; 
I  kn«w  the  »wifily«waating  lamp 

WouM  nerer  bum  again ; 
The  theek  was  pale ;  the  anowy  lipa 

Were  gently  thrown  apart ; 
And  life,  in  every  paaaiui^  breath, 

Seem'd  guahing  from  ihe  heart. 

I  knew  those  roarble  lipa  to  in  me  - 

Should  neve?  more  be  preaa*d, 
Arul  fl*.H]«  of  fectiogt  undefined, 

RoU*d  wtldLy  oV  my  bteaat; 
I.OW,  atifled  aounda,  and  duiky  forms 

Seem'd  moving  in  the  gloomy 
Aa  if  death**  dark  army  were  come. 

To  beat  th{»  to  the  tomb. 

And  when  I  could  not  keep  the  te4t; 

F'ruoj  gathering  in  my  eye, 
TTiy  liule  hand  preaaM  gently  mine, 

In  bjkm  of  reply ; 
To  aiik  one  more  exchange  of  love, 

Thy  look  waa  upward  cast, 
Anf!  in  that  long  and  bnming  kiag 

Thy  happy  apirit  paasM. 

I  nrver  tniRtc*!  to  have  lived 

To  Hd  fareweU  to  the*, 
Ami  almoat  aaid,  in  agony. 

It  mj^Ht  ni>t  90  to  tie ; 
I  hopMl  that  thou  within  the  i^ve 

My  weary  bead  ahould#t  lay. 
And  Ute,  bclovmj,  when  I  wa*  gone. 

For  many  a  happy  d^y. 


With  trembling  hand,  I  vunlf  tried 

Thy  dying  eyes  to  eloae ; 
And  almost  euvtpd,  in  that  hour. 

Thy  calm  and  deep  reposu  j 
For  I  waj  left  in  lonellne^a, 

Wirh  yiaiti  and  grief  opprew'd, 
And  thou  waiSt  with  the  aainted, 

Where  the  weary  are  at  reat. 

Yea,  I  un  aad  and  weojy  now; 

Bui  let  me  not  repinet 
Because  a  spirit*  tovtd  to  wdl. 

Is  earlier  hlcsd^d  than  mine; 
My  feith  may  darken  aa  it  will, 

I  ihatl  not  much  deplore^ 
Since  thou  art  when!  the  illd  of  life 

Can  never  reach  thee  mure. 


MONAD  NOCK. 

Vrow  the  far-oflT  mountain's  brow 

The  angry  storm  ha«  eeaaed  to  beet ; 
And  broken  elouds  are  gathering  now 

In  fluUeih  reverence  round  hie  feet ; 
I  anw  their  dark  aitd  crowded  banda 

In  tbundtT  on  bis  breast  de*cending; 
But  there  once  more  redeemed  he  Btanda, 

And  heaven*s  clear  arch  la  o'er  Mm  bending, 

I  Ve  aecn  him  when  the  morning  «un 

Bora'd  like  a  bale-£re  on  the  ht-ight^ 
IVl  mm  him  when  the  day  waa  done. 

Bathed  in  the  e¥enjng*a  crimaon  Ught* 
iVe  seen  him  at  the  midnight  hour. 

When  all  the  world  were  calmly  sleepinfi 
Like  same  stem  sentry  in  hia  tower, 

His  weary  wateh  in  «i3ence  keeping. 

And  there,  forei'er  firm  and  clear. 

His  loAy  turret  upward  spring*; 
He  owns  no  rival  summit  near„ 

No  Bovereicrn  but  the  King^  of  ktnga. 
Thousands  of  nations  have  pass'd  by, 

Thousands  of  years  unknown  to  story. 
And  etUl  hb  aged  wall  a  0n.  high 

He  rearsj  in  melancholy  glory. 

The  proudest  works  of  humim  handa 

Live  but  an  age  before  ihey  fall ; 
While  that  severe  and  hoary  tower 

Outlasts  the  mightier  of  them  alU 
And  man  himself,  more  ftvU  by  tar. 

Than  even  the  worki  Win  hanJ  is  raiaing, 
Sinks  downwrudt  like  the  falling  »tar 

That  llaKhcq,  and  eiptres  in  hlai^ing. 

And  all  tlic  treasures  of  the  heart, 

Ita  |ovi!«  and  sorrows,  joys  and  fears, 
It»  hefn.'s  anil  memories,  must  depart 

To  sleep  with  unremetnberM  yeam. 
But  still  that  ancient  ram  pari  atands 

Unchanyied.  thousjh  years  are  paa«in^  o'erhim ; 
And  time  wididraws  bin  powerle»s  hamJa, 

While  ages  melt  away,  befora  him. 
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So  should  it  bv^-for  na  beiut  betti 

Within  bi4  cold  and  iiJrtit  breast; 
To  hjm  no  gentle  voice  repeats 

The  eoothiiif!  words  that  make 
And  more  than  this'^hiM  de^  repose 

Is  troubled  by  no  though U  of 
He  hath  no  w(*ary  ey™  to  cloae^ 

No  cause  to  hope  or  fear  to-morrowi 


Farewell !  I  go  my  distant  way ; 

Perchance,  in  feotpe  Byccecding  ycara^ 
The  ryes  tliat  know  no  cloud  to^dayv 

May  gaze  upon  thee  dim  with  tean»      f 
Then  may  thy  cA.\m,  uoftltering  form 

Inspire  in  tiic  th**  firm  enJca^ur — 
Like  thee,  to  tB^%  each  Sowering  stonily 

Till  life  and  sorrow  end  forever. 


THE  WINTER  NIGHT. 

'Tis  the  high  festivd  of  night 
The  earth  is  radiant  with  dolight ; 
And,  fast  as  weary  day  retires, 
The  heaven  unfolds  its  secret  fires, 
Bright,  .IS  when  first  tiie  lirtnatDenl 
Around  the  new-mnde  world  whs  bent, 
And  infant  seraphs  jiierced  the  blue, 
TiU  rays  of  lieuveii  came  shining  through 

And  mark  the  heaven^s  reflected  gfow 

On  many  an  icy  plain  below 

And  whene  the  ttreanm,  w;ih  tinkling  dash* 

Agiiinst  their  froxfn  barrient  da«h, 

Like  fairy  loncn  fleetly  cbaU 

The  gUttermg  ripples  hurry  past; 

And  floating  «paridei  glance  afiur, 

Like  rivals  of  some  upper  star. 

And  see,  beyond,  how  sweetly  still 
The  snowy  iiioutiUi-ht  wraps  the  hill, 
And  many  an  asred  pine  rr  nivi  s 
The  steady  briirhtneiB  on  \i^  leaves, 
(Contrasting  with  those  giant  forms, 
Wliich,  rifled  by  the  winter  storms. 
With  naked  branches,  broad  and  high, 
Are  darkly  painted  on  the  sky. 

From  t-vrrv  iiir)ui}tjiii/a  towering  head 
A  white  and  glistening  robe  is  spread, 
Afl  if  a  melted  «i!v*'r  hM*^ 
Were  gushing  down  its  lofly  side ; 
The  dear  col  I  lustre  of  the  moon 
Is  purer  than  the  burning  noon 
And  day  hath  ne^tr  known  the  chsrm 
That  dwells  amid  thi«  evening  calm. 

The  idler,  on  his  silken  bed, 

May  talk  of  nature,  cold  and  dead ; 

But  we  will  gajee  upr»n  this  Acene» 

Where  some  tranAecndent  power  hath  been, 

Arv!  iT>"ii1i^  {hftf^  hi;trt^!iiTw  nf  lM-^)tiTv  flow 

In  gladness  on  the  world  below, 

Till  nature  breathes  from  every  pait       , 

The  rapcure  of  her  mighty  heart 


DBATB. 

Lnr  high  ^e  eurtain^s  droopjne:  fiiU^ 

And  let  the  evening  tunli^ht  tn; 
I  wouki  not  that  my  heart  grew  cold 

Before  its  better  jem  bejpn. 
Tis  well;  at  sueli  an  early  hour, 

80  calm  Olid  pur^^  ■  linking  tmy 
Should  shtne  into  the  heart,  with  |ioinr 

To  drive  its  dufcer  thnn^ti  ftiriy. 

The  bright,  young  thoughts  of  etriy  days 

Bhill  gnlhur  in  my  memoiiy  mMk^ 
And  not  the  later  carets  whose  trafl 

Is  fitaiTip^d  so  deeply  on  my  farapy 
What  though  those  days  return  no  iiioivt 

The  sweet  remembrance  is  not  Tain, 
Fur  Heaven  is  waiting  to  rcsliAro 

The  chiltlhood  df  my  soul  a^m. 

Let  no  ImpatienL  mouraeT  stand 

In  hollow  satlrteu  near  my  be^. 
But  let  me  r«at  upon  the  hand^ 

And  tel  me  hear  that  gentle  treed 
Of  her,  whose  kindness  long  agio^ 

And  still,  unworn  awiy  by  ycan^ 
Has  made  my  weary  eyelids  flow 

With  grateful  and  almiring  tears. 

I  go,  bat  let  no  plaintive  tone 

The  n^ment^s  grief  of  frlendiSiip  tdl; 
And  let  no  proud  and  graven  etane 

Say  where  the  weary  slumbem  wdL 
A  few  flhoft  hours,  and  then  for  ^MMd 

Let  sorrow  all  iU  t4»«r*  diaaiis 
For  who  would  moufn  Uui  warnings  given 

Which  cdla  ua  fn»n  a  worid  lik«  tUil 


AUTUMN  EVENma 

Behold  the  western  ev«ntng  light! 

It  meita  In  deepening  gloom 
80  eaEmly  ChnRtians  dnk  away. 

Descending  to  the  tomb. 

The  wind  breathes  low    the  withflrinf  laaf 
Scarce  whimpers  from  the  tree ; 

So  i^ntly  flows  the  parting  bieathv 
When  good  men  cease  to  be. 


How  lieautiful  on  all  the  hilla 
The  cnni«ort  light  ia  ahed  I 

T  is  like  the  pe*i»  ihe  Christian  givw 
To  monmers  roond  hia  bed. 

How  mildly  on  the  wandering  dood 

Tho  suniset  beam  b  caat! 
T  is  like  the  memory  left  behind 
When  loved  ones  breathe  their  haL 

And  now,  above  the  Nlrws  df  night, 

The  yellow  st^r  appean; 
So  faith  itpringv  m  the  heart  of  thoas 

Whose  eyes  a(e  bathed  in  tt&tm 

But  soon  the  momm?^^  Ki^pptf-r  li^il 

Its  glory  fthall  restore; 
And  eyelidri  that  are  aeal'd  in  deadi 

Shall  wake,  to  1 
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GftKiTTiui  Mttt.E#  WW9  iht  tbmi  aoit  of  the 
Chirf  Jiuticc  Pi.«jiriM  Mkli^e?!,  LL.D^of 
mad  w«  bom  iu  tlw  town  of  Biddeford,  in 
IMI  rtM%  oa  the  timfrtiwuth  d&y  of  June,  1799. 
B*  frw  «iiK«^eJ  at  UaiTiml  CoUc^cv  mid  ofler 
iMvinf  ^tai  mmum^  becam«^  ■  kwHitiuleDt  in  the 
«Aor  of  hk  &tlie,  who  tiatl  licfore  Ihat  time  re* 
ttovvd  to  P«ftkod*  Soon  iftrf  being  iidmitted  to 
hmif  he  ifv  roairied,  and  commenced  the  prac^ 
of  hh  proleflnon  «t  Noith  Yu-mouth^  a  plet- 
filbfe  i]c«r  tii«  lutiTie  town,  Witbiii  three 
OctoiHrfl83a — his  wifr.towhomhewsi 
I J  tmfbei,  dfedt  and  hin  only  ohtid  fol* 
utt  to  1h»  giwn  m  the  succeed ing  spring. 
F^QOItlUi'  time  his  chamcter  wiji  changed.  He 
hai  lirfbre  httsx  an  mmbitums  «nd  s  happj  man. 
Tlw  nfmainder  of  bit  life  wa«  cktukd  with  metan- 

I  bellere  Kr*  Mkllett  did  not  become  known 
fli  m.  wnt«r  until  he  wa«  mlwut  tw^nt^r-^ve  yea^ 
otil.  Ht  wu  tbcfl  on*  of  the  contributor!  to  the 
CuibrtdfQ  «« foiled  dfatet  Lttenuy  Gazette; '  In 
tbe  e^fly  p«rt  of  183T,  he  published  a  satit*  en- 
lUed  **  Our  Chronide  of  Twenty -«ix<''  and  two 
ymn  afierward*  «GJ»d  Tales  and  Sad  Tale*,"  a 
edUeetMii  of  proM  d^et^be^  ^hich  h»d  prev]ou«ty 
bnm  pEinted  in  the  periodicala,  "The  Maiijr'a 
fyoBflw  BoTied  Valley >  and  utber  Poenii,"  ap 
pearad  ia  1834.  The  prineip«1  poem  in  thi«  Tolume 
im  fawifli  il  on  the  history  of  9aint  AJbon,  the  finEt 
C^ailMiui  marlhrf  in  England.  It  ia  in  the  measure 
«r  fbe  «  Faery  Qa«enr/'  and  haa  iome  crrdiuble 
hut,  aa  •  whole,  tt  hardly  riaei  above 
.  In  the  ^  Buried  Valky'*  he  described 
Um  gfuartalile  iraltuiche  near  the  ^^otdi  in  the 
Wbite  Mountainii,  by  which  the  Willcy  family 
nrrre  d*»troyed,  many  yearn  ago»  In  a  poem  enti- 
tled **The  Restof  EtJipireiij"  in  the  fiamecolk-ction, 
be  laments  the  tniitom  of  the  elder  baida  to  immor* 
t*}be  the  d<^«  of  conquerors  alone,  and  eontimflts 
their  priMtitytion  of  the  influence  of  poetry  with 
the  nobler  u««  to  iHuch  it  t«  applied  in  later  days, 
in  the  futlowing  linei,  which  ans  chamcteriaEic  of 
hia  b«f|  manner : — 

"  We  h*¥s  l»?n  tauflii,  lti  ortrl^  oToId, 
Of  ifw  tnfrhtm)  dlrliiUjr  of  muj; 
TTtti  INwtti  and  Mu«k»Ui»fjd  In  hdtid, 
CkM#  ia  t^v  Wxiii  <>r  ihipirmiiurt  fntiti, 
Aa4  elilai'd  mrlttncfl  trmti  thu  r^ltlnSf  heafpi}*. 
Aii4  WW  tiMH  pv^9*ft  h«r^,  wNi»  •iralM  bare  eora* 
In  •«  HH^^Ihf  wbn  tn  rfrp  wortd, 
Whoiw  HMiolierv  fl^Mlrit  rnund!  (be  Onrf  tan  ltlaf| 
A«J  taaJff  niflAdlnui  kU  tlt«  ttlHi  of  Bnine,— 
Wer»  16^  tii«iitr«i(tT— Alia,  fnr  ppefrf ! 
Th*(  li^r  pi-'ai  mtn^ttttt  Ifi  *<»tly  ilait, 
Piinf  fftr  iliv  b<riT«  al'>n»— «ril  bs^e  ilic  ioul 
B«I(If  Tr^r  li#!«vf  Q  In  tlw  imnfci  nf  wtr  i 
U  WM  th«  tfeaviii  oftlM  tn^lh«  an 
Tbsi  ^InbNl  f1«i7  ta  tlie  twiw&  an<1  ipcarf 
Ab4  imn  Ikt  bvafl  to  iw»yldtr  la  lu  maUl 


tt  wai  tbt  menial  lirTke  aftkt  &ar<|— 
It  WHi  thfi  liMvet  tHitidnie  of  til*  tw>wen, 
In  tater  Udhui  Iq  coaMH^raie  ji  lVa»t. 
And  »lnf  of  «nlltiiipr  La  hntl  abd  bower. 
To  courtiy  kolf  bli  and  ladlna.    *    *    .    .    . 

■VDijt  Oliver  timea  b^Vfi  >tri*hff  ft«w  lyrea  inli^i 
And  other  mutkc  rr^el*  ub.    Pri«iry 
CQQief  rab«4  In  tmilet,  and,  in  low  brrKthltii;  >niitMlt, 
Ttkei  counwl,  Ukm  *  ttittnd^  In  urn  tttitt  tiinirB^ 
And  point*  us  to  lb*  aUrii— thh  triinMlnM  ttar*-- 
Hiat  vrhlfper  %n  b^tvunff  la  nor  iouln. 
Ti  br^atlie*  ufKin  eur  ij^ilrlfa  ■  rich  b«i«i. 
And,  Ttlih  111  trnder  ton  pa  atid  niNlodjr, 
Dnwi  niBKy  froBi  thw  waf  rtar— snd  prMlAlnA 
A  taorb  of  i%tkghi  ur^i  unlvrfstl  kir? 
To  thott  wbo  Irjurnr)!  with  in  tliriiufh  thf»  va|ot 
It  paint*  to  moral  f;reii(n#atf^i|ntrd«  of  m\ni^ 
And  ih«i  bifb  iitiifirl4?B4  wcinhjr  of  u  man. 
ItaTt  we  no  Dilnvtrdi  In  our  rchfilnt  halU, 
No  tttird  €iDWALUiif4  wINi  bid  frild^r  ttrala, 
Fourinc  h^j  war^on^v  apna.  b«ltii«t  mini 
We  hav«  Kiundi  iii^sllrttf  fram  th*  f^r  retreati 
Of  the  lirl(tbt  company  nf  jlf^^d  iiiTiif 
Who  ptnif  ilKlr  iiiHl<>iv  innile  rtiund  our  i|v^ 
And  point  ui  lev  aar  dutli:!  and  onr  b«i*rt«| 
The  po«  ft  eantiellatloo  tw*aif»*  ftrrhiinrt^ 
A  pea#lir«  Cowrca  llvra  in  all  bli  llnet, 
And  MiLTci*  liymrr«  ui  on  to  hofw  and  tMfar<*n  r* 
Ailer  apendmg  five  or  aix  yean  in  Boston,  Mr, 
Mellsit  reoiOTral  to  New  Voric,  where  he  resided 
nearly  all  the  remainder  of  bia  hie>.     Ho  wroto 
much  for  the  Uter^iy  Inagaunea,  and  edited  aeve- 
ral  wodta  for  hia  friend,  Mr*  Coljijik,  the  pub- 
lt£hor.     In  1839,  be  eclabli^bed  a  Monthly  Mia- 
ceUAny,  but  it  ww  abandoned  after  the  publication 
of  n  few  numbeja,    Uh  health  had  been  declining 
for  aevcrol  yeare ;  hit  diiieaac  finally  aasumed  the 
form  of  conjnutnption,  and   he  made  a  Toyai^c  to 
Cuba,  in  the  auiLLmerof  1840,  in  the  hope  that  he 
would  derive  advantage  from  a  change  of  cbmat<s 
imd  the  sea  air.    He  was  diaappointed ;  and  Iram- 
ing  of  the  death  of  hia  father,  in  the  f(»lIowing 
apring,  ho  returned  to  New  Yort,  whcie  he  died, 
on  the  lif\h  of  September,  184  L 

Mr.  Mi:li,e^  waa  a.  g«ntle4]eajted,  anuat^fe  man, 
aocial  in  hta  feelinga,  and  palJent  and  nMigncd  in 
the  long  period  of  phvKical  aufTering-  which  pre- 
ceded hi*  death,  A«  a  poet^  he  enjoyed  a  higher 
tepuUtion  in  htJt  hfiaimc  than  bia  worka  will  pie- 
•erie.  They  are  without  vigour  of  thought  or 
language,  and  are  often  dreamy,  mystic^  aitd  un- 
uitelligihle.  In  hii  writings  there  ia  no  evidence 
of  creative  geniua;  no  original,  clear,  and  manly 
th<mght ;  no  spirited  and  natural  deacripUona  of 
Ii£s  or  nature ;  no  hmnour,  no  jiathoa,  no  pa^ion; 
nothing  that  appeali  to  the  common  aympathie* 
of  mankind.  The  little  poem  entitlnl  "  The  Bu. 
gh"  although  « it  whispers  wbetvce  it  atote  ita 
ipoits,''  ia  probably  enpcrior  to  anjyhing  el«e  ha 
WTolB.  It  ia  free  from  the  afleelnona  and  nii< 
meaning  epitheti  which  diatinfukh  nflariy  ail  hia 
worka.  --^ 
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ENGLISH  SCENERY. 

The  woods  and  vales  of  England ! — is  there  not 
A  magic  and  a  tnarvel  in  their  names  ? 
Is  there  not  music  in  the  memory 
Of  their  old  glory  ? — is  there  not  a  sound, 
As  of  some  watchword,  that  recalls  at  night 
All  that  gave  light  and  wonder  to  the  day  ? 
In  these  soil 'words,  that  breathe  of  loveliness. 
And  summon  to  the  spirit  scenes  that  rose 
Rich  on  its  rai>tured  ^'i8ion,  as  the  eye 
Hung  like  a  tranced  thing  above  the  page 
That  genius  had  made  golden  with  its  glow— > 
The  page  of  noble  story — of  high  towers. 
And  castled  halls,  cnvistaM  like  the  line 
Of  heroes  and  great  hearts,  that  centuries 
Had  led  before  their  hearths  in  dim  array-— 
Of  lake  and  lawn,  and  gray  and  cloudy  tree, 
That  rock'd  with  banncrM  foliage  to  the  storm 
Above  the  walls  it  shadowM,  and  whose  leaves. 
Rustling  in  gatherM  music  to  the  winds, 
SecinM  voiced  as  with  the  sound  of  many  seas ! 

The  woods  and  vales  of  England !  O,  the  founts, 
The  living  founts  of  memory !  how  they  break 
And  gush  upon  my  stirr'd  heart  as  I  gaze ! 
I  hear  the  shout  of  reapers,  the  far  low 
Of  herds  upon  (he  banks,  the  distant  bark 
Of  the  tired  dog,  stretchM  at  some  cottage  door, 
The  echo  of  the  axe,  mid  forest  swung, 
And  the  loud  laugh,  drowning  the  fiiint  halloo. 

Land  of  our  fathers !  though  'tis  ours  to  roam 
A  land  upon  whose  bosom  thou  mightst  lie. 
Like  infant  on  its  mother's — ^though  'tis  oun 
To  gaze  upon  a  nobler  heritage 
Than  thou  couldst  e'er  unshadow  to  thy  sons, — 
Though  ours  to  linger  upon  fount  and  sky. 
Wilder,  and  peopled  with  great  spirits,  who 
Walk  with  a  deeper  majesty  than  thine, — 
Yet,  as  our  £ither-land,  O,  who  shall  tell 
The  lone,  mysterious  energy  which  calls 
Upon  our  sinking  spirits  to  walk  forth 
Amid  thy  wood  and  mount,  where  every  hill 
Is  eloquent  with  beauty,  and  the  tale 
And  song  of  centuries,  the  cloudless  yean 
When  fairies  walk'd  thy  valleys,  and  the  turf 
Rung  to  their  tiny  footsteps,  and  quick  flowers 
Sprang  with  the  lifUng  grass  on  which  they  trod^ 
When  all  the  landscape  murmur*d  to  its  rills. 
And  joy  with  hope  slept  in  its  leafy  bowers ! 


MOUNT  WASHINGTON. 

MouxT  of  the  clouds,  on  whose  Olympian  height 
The  tall  rocks  brighten  in  the  ether  air. 
And  spirits  from  the  skies  come  down  at  night. 
To  chant  immortal  songs  to  Freedom  there ! 
Thine  is  the  rock  of  other  regions,  where 
The  world  of  life,  which  blooms  so  far  below, 
Sweeps  a  wide  waste:  no  gladdening  scenes  appear. 
Save  where,  with  silvery  flash,  the  waters  flow 
Beneath  the  iaS-oflfmountain,  distant,  calm,  and  slow. 

Thine  is  the  summit  where  the  clouds  repose, 
Or,  eddying  wildly,  round  thy  clifliii  are  borne; 


WlienTempertiiio«mtihitniiUiigar,aiidfliM 
Hia  billowy  mist  amid  the  thomlei^s  home  I 
Far  down  the  deep  rmTine  the  wbiriwinds  comfl^ 
And  bowthe  forests  ae  they  sweep  along; 
While,  roaring  deeply  from  their  lockj  womb. 
The  storms  come  fortii,  and,  hnrrying  daiUy  o 
Amid  the  echoing  peaks  the  xerdiy  proIoDg! 

And  when  the  tumult  of  the  air  is  fled. 
And  quench'd  in  silence  all  the  tempest  flame. 
There  come  the  dim  forms  of  the  mig^  dead. 
Around  the  steep  which  bears  the  hero's  name; 
The  stars  look  down  upon  them;  and  the  sam 
Pale  oih  that  glistens  o'er  his  distant  grave 
Gleams  on  the  summit  that  fmshrinea  his  foms 
And  lights  the  cold  tear  of  the  glorioqs  fanve^ 
The  richest,  purest  tear  that  laeuiotj  ever  gave ! 


Mount  of  the  clouds!  when  winter  loond  the 
The  hoary  mantle  of  the  dying  year,       [thnm 
Sublime  amid  thy  canof^  of  snow% 
Thy  towers  in  bright  magnificence  appear! 
'Tis  then  we  view  thee  with  a  '^'"'"g  fear,   . 
Till  summer  robes  thee  in  her  tints  of  bfaie; 
When,  lo!  in  softenM  grandeur,  for,  yet  desr. 
Thy  battlements  stand  clothed  in  heaven'sown  hm, 
To  swell  08  Freedom's  home  on  man's  unboondd 


THE  BUGLE. 

O!  WILD,  enchanting  horn ! 
Whose  music  up  Ihe  deep  and  dewj  air 
Swelb  to  the  douds,  and  calls  on  Echo  ibtn, 

Till  a  new  melody  b  bom^ 

Wake,  wake  again,  the  night 
Is  bending  from  her  throne  of  beaatf  down. 
With  still  stars  burning  on  her  ■»» 

Intense  and  eloquently  hrifl^ 

Night,  at  its  pulseless  noon  I 
When  the  for  voice  of  waters  morni 
And  some  tired  watch-dog,  laiily  and  long 

Baiks  at  the  melancholy  moon. 

Hark !  how  it  sweeps  away, 
Soaring  and  dying  on  the  siknt  skj. 
As  if  some  sprite  of  sound  went  waaderiof  by 

With  lone  halloo  and  roundelay  I 

Swell,  swell  in  gkny  out! 
Thy  tones  come  pouring  oo  my  te^nng  heniy 
And  my  stirr'd  spirit  hMis  thee  witfi  a  alait 

As  boyhood's  old  remembered  shoot 

O !  have  ye  heard  that*peal. 
From  sleeping  city's  moon-bathed  battbrnsnti^ 
Or  from  the  guarded  field  and  wanior  leati^ 

Like  some  near  breath  arooad  yon  alNlt 

Or  have  ye  in  the  roar 
Of  sea,  or  storm,  or  battle,  heaid  it  rise, 
Shriller  than  eagle's  clamour,  to  the  akie% 

Where  wings  and  tempesia  never  aoarl 

Go,  go— no  other  sound. 
No  music  that  of  air  or  earth  is  bom* 
Can  match  the  mighty  music  of  that  hon. 

On  midnight's  fothomless  prafonnd ! 
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^OH  SEEING  AN  EAGLE  PASS  NEAR  ME 
IN  AUTUMN  TWILIGHT. 

ijkli.  au,  ihoa  lon«,  irDpfiriai  birdr 

Of  qiseDchleH  tjc  ijid  tiret^fla  wiiig:{ 
How  U  thy  distant  comtug^  htard, 

As  the  night's  brf^ies  round  thea  ring  I 
Thv  oCMifKe  W(u  ^gaiiift  tbc  burning  iiud 

lb  Uft  c^trrmeat  g^jiy.      Huw  f 
li  Ikf  HivqiMtrd  daring  dan^^ 

ThdtL  Ptoop*4t  to  c^rth  «o  ict^lj  now! 

Of  b«it  thoa  k(l  Uij  rockioir  dame, 

Tby  twing  c?«5,  Ihj  Uglitninf  pme, 
T»  And  #om*'  •ecrpt,  menner  borne. 

Lob  «tonny  Aud  uns^  than  thine? 
El«  whj  thy  duskv  ptiilotjs  bend 

So  el(i9e]y  to  Ihia  ahadovvT  world t 
And  rottnd  thy  ieayehiiig  ^laanrs  iend, 

A*  wishing  thj  bfoad  petw  were  furled  I 

T«*  loiwly  i*  thy  fihmtter'd  nest, 

Thy  <yTy  Bevoliitc,  though  hi^; 
And  lonely  thoUf  alike  at  revt. 

Or  srMTinp  in  the  upper  sky. 
Ttw  gn14«n  light  lli&C  bathes  thy  ptame* 

l>(i  chine  intfTrminable  Aight^ 
FbDs  ch«cf1ev  on  carth'n  des«rt  Xi>m\m, 

And  mt^m  the  tumh'fl  icc-^mountaiiu  hrigrht 

8»  aoOM  lilt  «^Se-heflrU'^]  down, 

Bo  ppow  llie  hig^  and  prouti  to  earth* 
Whan  Ufe'n  iiisbt-oi^tbf^rrng  rempcAta  frown 

OfV  thcif  glory  ani!  their  mLrth  r 
So  qmib  the  tiund*»  nndyin^  ayet, 

Tli*l  hof»,  unreird,  fajiie'a  noontide  fun; 
80  niJin  hmIij  aolUiidp,  tu  die, 

ITi*  high  plaee  lefl,  hk  tnumpha  donai 

8ov  round  the  tesidenee  of  power, 

A  coJJ  and  joyle«t  loftre  iihin«. 
And  on  life'4  pinnartpji  wUI  lower 

Cloiklm  dark  Ai  bathe  tho^eagle^g  pijieiL 
Bat  O,  the  mellow  light  tbcit  poun 

FromGoEi'i  pure  throne — the  Light  that  nresE 
It  wwrm^  the  apirit  aa  it  eoaf»» 

And  nheds  deep  raduincd  round  mir  gr%ve«. 


THE  TRUE  GLORY  OF  AMERICA. 

IriLTi'*  nlm  mnH  roiintattu^ 

Though  be&ntlful  ye  be, 
I  IrtT*  mj  BMring  monnUina 

And  fomli  mote  than  ye ; 
And  tliough  ■  dreamy  greatnesa  rtM 

Fmrn  oqt  your  cloudy  yeara. 
Like  hilbi  on  distant  plomiy  nkie*, 

Seem  dim  through  Nalure*H  lemn^ 
F^till,  tell  me  not  of  years  of  oldj 

O1  mn<rlent  bewt  and  clime; 
Outii  b  the  bnd  and  ag«  of  gold. 

And  ouiv  the  hallow'd  time  I 


The  jewelled  crown  and  *ceptre 

Of  Greece  have  p^sa'd  awuy ; 
And  none,  of  dl  who  wept  her. 

Could  btd  h'&r  splendour  stiiy. 
The  world  has  shaken  wtih  the  tre^d 

Of  iron^aoLJidjiJl'd  crime^^ 
And,  to  1  oVrshadowing^  all  the  d^ad* 

The  conqueror  ataLka  sublLtne  ! 
Then  ask  I  not  for  nrown  nud  plume 

To  nod  above  my  liand  ; 
The  Tictor*a  footsteps  [>oint  to  doom. 

Graven  open  round  hk  hand  t 

Rome  !  with  Ihy  pillAr*d  palacesj 

And  Bculpiured  heroes  all, 
Snatch'd,  in  their  warm,  triumphal  dnys, 

To  ATt'y>igh  frslivfll ; 
Rome !  with  thy  giant  wii*  of  power. 

Whose  ptitbway  wa^  on  thronca. 
Who  built  their  kingdoms  of  an  hour 

On  yet  iinburied  bone*,— 
I  would  not  have  my  land  like  ihee, 

So  lofty — yet  so  cold  ! 
Be  hen  a  lowlier  m(ije«ty, 

In  yet  a  nobkr  mould. 

Thy  marbles — works  of  wonder! 

In  thy  vic^toriou*  ilayfi, 
Whose  lips  did  »eem  to  *under 

Before  the  a^toni^ii'tl  giiT« ; 
When  atatue  glared  on  ptt^tue  OiPre^ 

Tho  living  on  Ihe  dead, — 
And  men  us  rilent  pilj^rims  were 

Before  lome  f^ainted  head  ! 
O,  nol  for  faiiltlesa  marbtea  yet 

Woold  I  the  light  forego 
That  beama  when  odher  lights  have  setf 

And  Art  herself  lie*  lowl  , 

0,  oura  a  holier  hope  ahalt  \m 

Than  consecrated  buit, 
Some  loftier  mean  of  memory 

To  Bnatrh  us  from  the  du!i(. 
And  ours  a  aterner  drt  thin  thi«, 

Shall  fijt  our  image  here, — 
The  spirit's  mould  of  loTelmess— 

A  nobler  Bcltipeiia  I 

Then  let  them  bind  with  blooraleua  flowcrt 

The  bust*  and  uma  of  old, — 
A  fairer  heritage  be  ours, 

A  aacrifice  less  cold  \ 
Give  honour  to  Ihe  great  and  good, 

And  wreathe  the  living  brow, 
Kindling  with  Virtue's  mantling  hlooil. 

And  pay  the  tribute  now  ! 

80,  when  tho  good  tmd  great  go  down. 

Their  aUtue«  «hal]  ajiMj, 
To  crowd  those  temples  of  our  owUi 

Our  foxlelesa  memorie*  I 
And  when  the  sculptured  marble  falk, 

And  Art  goea  in  to  die, 
Our  formi  ahall  tive  In  holier  balU, 

The  Pantheon  of  the  aky! 
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ON  A  VERY  OLD  WEDDING-RING. 

Thk  Deticb— Two  hearts  anfted. 
The  Motto—'*  Dear  love  of  mine,  my  heart  Is  thine." 

I  LiRK  that  ring — that  ancient  ring. 

Of  massive  form,  and  virgin  gold. 
As  firm,  as  free  from  base  alloy. 

As  were  the  sterling  hearts  of  old. 
I  like  it — for  it  wafts  me  back. 

Far,  far  along  the  stream  of  time, 
To  other  men,  and  other  days. 

The  men  and  days  of  deeds  sublime. 

But  most  I  like  it,  as  it  tells 

The  tale  of  well-requited  love ; 
How  youthful  fondness  persevered, 

And  youthful  faith  disdain'd  to  iov»— 
How  warmly  he  his  suit  preferred, 

Thou<^h  fihe^  unpitying,  long  denied. 
Till.  softenM  and  sulidued,  at  last, 

He  won  his  "fair  and  blooming  bride.'*— 

How,  till  the  appointed  day  arrived, 

They  blamed  the  lazy-footed  hours-— 
How,  then,  the  white-robed  maiden  train 

Strew  *d  their  glad  way  with  freshest  flowers-* 
And  how,  before  the  holy  man, 

They  stood,  in  all  their  youthful  pride, 
And  s];>nke  those  words,  and  vow'd  those  vows, 

Which  bind  the  husband  to  his  bride : 

All  this  it. tells;  the  plighted  troths 

The  gift  of  every  earthly  thing — 
The  hand  in  hand — the  heart  in  heart— 

For  this  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 
I  like  \\A  old  and  quaint  device ; 

«  Two  blended  hearts** — though  time  may  wear 
them. 
No  mortal  change,  no  mortal  chance, 

"  Till  death,"  shall  e*er  in  sunder  tear  them. 
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Year  afler  year,  'neath  snn  and  stonn, 

Their  hopes  in  heaven,  their  traat  in  God, 
In  changelcHW,  heartfelt,  holy  love. 

These  two  the  world's  rough  pathway  trod. 
Age  might  impair  their  yonthfol  fiicsi 

Thev  strength  might  fiul,  mid  life'abtoak  weatt 
Still,  hand  in  hand,  they  travelled  am-^ 

Kind  souls !  they  slomber  now  1 


I  like  its  simple  poesy  too  s 

«  Mine  own  dear  love,  this  heart  ia  thiae  !* 
Thine,  when  the  darit  storm  howla  alongt 

As  when  the  cloudless  sunheama  shine. 
«  This  heart  is  thine,  mine  own  dear  loval* 

Thine,  and  thine  pnly,  and  fbiwer; 
Thine,  till  the  springs  of  lile  shall  fiul. 

Thine,  till  the  cords  of  life  shaU  i 


Remnant  of  days  departed  long, 
Emblem  of  plighted  troth  unbraken. 

Pledge  of  devoted  fidthfubiess. 
Of  heartfelt,  holy  love  the  token : 

What  varied  feelings  round  it  ding !  • 

For  these  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 


MALLEUS  DOMINL 

JKBKMIAH  zzUL  a. 

Sledgk  of  the  Lord,  beneath  wboaa  atroke 

The  rocks  are  rent — the  heart  ia  brake— 

I  hear  thy  pond*nNis  echoco  ring. 

And  fall,  a  crushed  and  crombUd  thing. 

Meekly,  these  merdes  I  implofa^ 

Through  Him  whose  cross  our  aonovr  bova: 

On  earth,  thy  new-creating  gvaee; 

In  heaven,  the  very  lowest  plaee. 

Oh,  might  I  be  a  living  stone, 

Set  in  the  pavement  of  thy  throne ! 

For  sinner  saved,  what  place  so  i 

As  at  the  Savioub's  bleeding  leet! 


GEOHGB  W,  DOANE. 


S7I 


■STAND  AS  AN  ANVIL,  WHEN  IT  IS 
BEA7  EN  irpON;' 

■8749D,  111 9  an  anriJ/*  when  the  stroke 

Of  flUlnftn  men  fails  fic^u  mnd  fast: 
fltofnu  but  iiiof«  d««ply  raoi  the  onk, 

WhflM  hrmwDjr  antis  embrmc©  the  biut..   * 
«8uiid  like  an  witiI,"  when  the  iparkt 

Flj,  fiir  and  wide  a  fiery  showc?r; 
Vimw  and  truth  must  «tttl  be  marka, 

Where  malice  |tTove«  tt«  wtnt  of  power* 
*&LBGd,  ltk«  an  anvil,"  when  the  bar 

Uea,  red  and  ^dwing,  on  iu  brevitt : 
JHiir  Amll  be  lile*!  leading  sUir, 

And  eoDsdoui  innocefice  iU  rest 
"Stand  fik<«  an  ani^il*''  when  the  jioiiiid 

Of  pondertjUi  ham  roe  fa  pains  the  car; 
Tbinr,  but  the  itili  and  stern  rebound 

Of  Lfie  gri9ttt  heart  that  cannot  fear, 
*dtaii«l,  like  tn  anirj);*'  noiije  and  heat 
I      Are  bom  of  eartbi  and  die  with  time  i 
The  a^^ul,  tike  €iOi>,  ita  aottree  and  le^, 

Is  p*jIetnD,  ctiU,  iCTene,  aublime. 


THAT  SILENT  MOON. 

TuiT  ailc^nt  in<Mm,  that  silent  moon^ 

Cajieedng  now  through  cloudlett  akjt 
O !  who  Khali  icll  what  varied  sec  ties 
Have  peMt»*d  bcnealh  her  placid  eye, 
H'mr*  firtt,  to  light  thii  wayw^d  earth, 
8lic  walk'd  in  tradiqall  beauty  forth  I 

fi^w  ell  hm  fuiK^i  unluliow'd  band, 
And  mp«filition's  senseleaa  jlte^ 

And  lood,  (jfentioua  revelry 

pM&fu^d  her  pure  and  holy  light? 

SomU  iympathy  ia  hers,  I  ween, 

With  aighta  like  iheaA^  thst  tii^  queett  f 

Bot  dear  to  her,  m  atitnmer  eve, 
By  rippling  waye,  or  tufWd  grore, 

Whi^n  h«nd  in  hand  k  purely  claflp^d^ 
A  nd  heart  m^U  heart  in  holy  Urrc^ 

To  tmiie  in  quiet  Loneline«», 

And  hear  each  whjj^r'd  vow,  and  bteu, 

Diaper»«d  along  the  world*s  wide  way. 

When  friemla  are  ^,  and  fond  one*  ror^ 
Haw  powerful  ahe  to  wake  the  thought. 

And  start  the  tear  f<>r  those  we  love. 
Who  watch  with  tia  at  night's  paJe  nooOt 
And  gaze  upon  that  silent  moon* 
Hliw  powerful,  twi,  to  haarta  that  nM>ttni, 

The  naj^c  of  that  moonlight  sky, 
To  hring  again  the  ¥ani*h*d  acen^— 

The  happy  eirea  of  days  gone  by; 
Ae»in  to  bring,  mid  hurating  teirs, 
Tile  loireil,  the  lost  of  other  year*. 

And  oh  the  looks,  that  aUent  mtxm, 
On  lf>nely  eyea  thai. wake  to  weep 

f  n  duogwn  dark,  or  sarred  cell, 

i>r  coofh,  whpnca  pain  bai  baniahM  «leept 

O !  aoftiy  bearoi  her  gentle  eye 

On  thoat  who  moam,  and  tho«*  wh&  dw  ! 


But,  beam  on  whomaoeV  she  Mr  ill, 
And  fttU  whereVr  htr  splendoure  may. 

There's  purencsa  in  her  cboetcn'd  light, 
There'*  comfort  in  her  tranquil  nay: 

Whst  power  m  here  Ui  soothe  the  heart— 

What  power,  the  tronihling  tear  to  start ! 

The  dewy  morn  let  othora  lote. 
Or  hft»k  them  in  the  noontide  ray; 

Tliere'a  not  an  hour  but  has  il*  charm, 
From  dawnhig  li^ht  to  dyiog  d*y>— 

Butf  0 !  be  mine  a  fairer  boon — 

That  sdlent  moon,  that  ailent  moon ! 


THERIVfOPYL^E. 

TTwai  an  hoar  of  fearful  irauea. 

When  tlie  bold  throe  hundred  atopd, 
Pot  their  lot-e  of  holy  freedom. 
By  that  old  Thesaatian  flood; 
When,  lifting  bij^h  each  sword  of  Hame, 
They  caird  on  every  sacred  name^ 
And  swore,  beside  Uione  dashing  waves, 
They  never,  never  would  be  slaves  I 

And,  O  I  that  oath  was  nobly  kept ; 

From  moni  to  tetUng  aun 
Did  desperation  urge  the  fight 

TMkich  valour  bad  begun  ; 
Till,  torrent-like,  Iho  ttrcam  of  blood 
Ran  down  and  mingled  with  the  fltK>d^ 
And  all,  from  mountain-cUlf  to  wa^e, 
Was  Freedom's,  Valoui^s,  Glory*i  grave* 

0,  yea,  that  oath  was  nobly  kept, 
Whjch  nobly  had  been  swwrn, 
And  proudly  did  each  galbnt  heart 

The  focman's  fetters  »pum  ; 
And  firmly  waa  the  tight  maintained. 
And  amply  was  the  triumph  guin'd ; 
They  fought,  fair  Liberty,  for  thee : 
They  fell^ — to  d»  ii  t«  be  fbee. 


ROBIN  REDBREAST,* 

SwRKT  Robin,  I  have  heard  them  say, 
That  thou  wert  there,  upon  the  day, 
The  CuBiBT  wa*  crown 'd  in  cruel  icorti; 
And  bore  away  one  bleeding  thorn, 
That,  so,  the  bln»h  upon  thy  breast, 
In  ehameful  »om>w,  waa  impreitaed  \ 
And  Ihenoe  thy  genial  sympathy. 
With  onr  redeemed  humanitv* 
Sweet  Robin,  would  that  t  might  be. 
Bathed  in  my  SATiouik'a  blood,  like  thee ; 
Bear  in  my  breaiit,  whatever  the  Iowil, 
The  hlee^ling  blazon  of  the  cro9»; 
Live,  evrr.  with  thy  loving  mind. 
In  fellowahip  with  human  kind; 
And  take  my  pattern  atill  from  Ihee, 
Id  gentleneu  and  constancy. 


> 


•  I  b*Y»iiQiDflwberemi:tirUi|ftPQldldKvo4,lbftt»mbiii 
boTf^rlQjf  4b.. m  the  Vwiw»,  hmv  ftd  A  tbornn  frtnu  wOf  d*Ai 
RafiijUTt  (rr>>wii.  aotl  dyp*l  lUstacpKiai  wllh  ihe  bioitd  ;  and 
t]»t  tPim  tbA(  tlau  ntUui  1ia?«  bfon  tb4  frbih^  of  Biaa 
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"WHAT  IS  THAT,  MOTHER!" 

What  is  that,  Mother!— The  lark,  my  child  !— 
The  morn  has  hut  just  look'd  out,  and  smiled. 
When  ho  starts  from  his  humble  grassy  ^est, 
And  is  up  and  away,  with  the  dew  on  his  hrcast, 
And  a  hymn  in  his  heart,  to  yon  pure,  bright  sphere. 
To  warbio  it  out  in  his  Maker's  car. 

Ever,  my  child,  be  thy  mom's  first  lays 
Tuned,  Uke  the  lark's,  to  thy  Maker's  praise. 

What  is  that,  Mother? — The  dove,  my  son! — 
And  that  low,  sweet  voice,  like  a  widow's  moan. 
Is  flowing  out  from  her  gentle  breast, 
Constant  and  pure,  by  that  lonely  nest, 
As  the  wave  is  pour'd  from  some  crystal  urn. 
For  her  distant  dear  one's  quick  return: 
Ever,  my  son,  be  thou  like  the  dove, 
In  friendship  as  faithful,  as  constant  in  love. 

What  is  that,  Mother? — ^I'he  eagle,  boy! — 
Proudly  careering  his  course  of  joy ; 
Firm,  on  his  own  mountain  vigour  relying. 
Breasting  the  dark  storm,  the  red  bolt  defying. 
His  wing  on  the  wind,  and  his  eye  on  the  sun, 
He  swerves  not  a  hair,  but  bears  onward,  right  on. 
Boy,  may  the  eagle's  flight  ever  be  thine. 
Onward,  and  upward,  and  true  to  the  line. 

What  is  that,  Mother! — ^The  swan,  my  love! — 
He  is  floating  down  from  his  native  grove, 
No  loved  one  now,  no  nestling  nigh, 
He  is  floating  down,  by  himself  to  die ; 
Death  darkens  his  eye,  and  unplumcs  his  wings, 
Yet  his  sweetest  song  is  the  last  he  sings. 

Live  so,  my  love,  that  when  death  shall  come, 
Swan-like  and  sweet,  it  may  wail  thee  home. 


Beautiful  thing!  thou  art  cone  in  joj. 
With  the  look  and  the  rcnce  of  our  darliog  boy- 
Him  that  was  torn  from  the  bleeding  hearu 
He  had  twined  about  with  his  in&nt  arts, 
To  dwell,  from  sin  and  sorrow  &r. 
In  the  golden  orb  of  his  little  ttar: 
There  he  rejoiceth  in  light,  while  we. 
Long  to  be  happy  and  safe  as  he. 

Beautiful  thing!  thou  art  come  in  peace. 
Bidding  our  doubts  and  our  fears  to  cease; 
Wiping  the  tears  which  unbidden  start 
From  that  lutter  fount  in  the  broken  heart, 
Cheering  us  still  on  our  lonely  way. 
Lest  our  spirits  should  fiunt,  or  our  feet  should  stra; 
Till,  risen  with  Chbtst,  wc  come  to  be. 
Beautiful  thing,  with  our  boy  and  thee. 


A  CHERUB. 

"  Dnir  Sir,  T  am  In  tome  little  disorder  by  reason  of  the 
death  of  a  little  child  of  mine,  s  boy  that  lately  made  us 
very  elad ;  but  now  he  rojoices  in  his  little  orbe,  while 
%vc  thinke,  and  sigh,  and  long  to  be  as  safe  as  be  is."— 
Jeremy  Taylor  to  Evelyn,  IftSO. 

Beacttful  thing,  with  thine  eye  of  light. 
And  thy  brow  of  cloudless  beauty  bright. 
Gazing  for  aye  on  the  sapphire  throne 
Of  Him  who  dwclleth  in  light  alone^ 
Art  thou  hasting  now,  on  that  golden  wing, 
With  the  burning  seraph  choir  to  sing? 
Or  stooping  to  earth,  in  thy  gentleness. 
Our  darkling  path  to  cheer  and  bless  1 

Beautiful  thing !  thou  art  come  in  love, 
With  gentle  gales  from  the  world  above, 
Breathing  of  pureness,  breathing  of  bliss. 
Bearing  our  spirits  away  from  this. 
To  the  better  thoughts,  to  the  brighter  skies, 
Where  heaven's  eternal  sunshine  lies ; 
Winning  our  hearts,  by  a  blessed  guile, 
With  tnat  infant  look  and  angel  smile. 


LINES  BY  THE  LAKE  SIDE. 

This  placid  lake,  my  gentle  giil, 

Be  emblem  of  thy  life. 
As  full'of  peace  and  purity, 

As  free  from  care  and  strife ; 
No  ripple  on  its  tranquil  breast 

That  dies  not  with  the  day. 
No  pebble  in  its  darkest  depUu, 

But  quivers  in  its  ray. 

And  see,  how  every  glorious  fbnn 

And  pageant  of  the  skies, 
Reflected  from  its  glassy  face, 

A  mirror'd  image  lies ; 
So  be  thy  spirit  ever  pure. 

To  God  and  virtue  given. 
And  thought,  and  word,  and  action  bear 

The  imagery  of  heaven. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  DEATH. 

LiTT  not  thou  the  wailing  vmee. 

Weep  not,  'tis  a  Christian  dieth^-^ 
Up,  Where  blessed  saints  rejoice, 

Ransom'd  now,  the  spirit  flieth; 
High,  in  heaven's  own  light,  she  dweOeth, 
Full  the  song  of  triumph  swelleth; 
Freed  from  earth,  and  earthly  ^ting^ 
Lift  for  her  no  voice  of  wailing! 

Pour  not  thou  the  Utter  tear; 

Heaven  its  book  of  comfort  opeth; 
Bids  thee  sonow  not,  nor  fear. 

But,  as  one  who  alway  hopeth, 
Humbly  here  in  feith  rplying, 
Peacefully  in  Jesus  dying, 
Heavenly  joy  her  eye  is  flushing^-— 
Why  should  thine  with  tears  be  gmluDgl 

They  who  die  in  Cmirr  are  Ueas^d^— 
Ours  be,  then,  no  thought  of  griering! 

Sweetly  with  their  Gos  they  nsft. 
All  Uieir  toils  and  troublea  leaving: 

So  be  outs  the  feith  that  taveth, 

Hope  that  every  trial  brareth. 

Love  that  to  the  end  endnreth, 

And,  through  Cibist,  the  crown 
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Ma.  Bjtscvorr  u  more  dkLingubbed  u  n  poll* 
l^o&n  and  a  hupiorian  ttmn  m  &  pofit ;  hui  htn  oar- 
ImH  aB(Yiniii(>iis  wj9r«  tot  ih*  wrcnth  of  tbt^  bnnl ; 
l&t  lif»l  fk>w«rinia:«  ^f  hi^  genius  w«re  in  it  voJumo 
ef  porm#',  iml  wbt  lever  lUc  anibiti^^nn  of  lal«kt«iT 
j««r<»^  h«  h**  fxmlinued  ta  find  in  th<^  dtvin«at  of 
lb*  MTb  ft  racreation  Car  hi/ntu^If  and  n  m^Aiifl  of 
wnferrins  hADpiDenii  on  otiiersp  lie  ir^u  bom  in 
WoTCllff,  MiMttchusitti!,  where  his  father  wa;ii 
maaf  ycftf»  IwnotHblj  djjstijinuiHhed  as  «  piou« 
tadle&nifd  derfymmni  and  al  tbo  early  age  of 
Vv^uterii  WHS  gf*du(iied  bachelor  of  MfU  at  Har- 
tsfd  Cti^Uge,  The  next  tear  he  went  ta  Europe, 
md,§or  four  yeMi*  eladied  at  Gnttiufrcn  and  Bt-r- 
faf  tikd  travHLed  In  German j,  tuly*  i^^witstertand, 
udEnfUnd.  Oti  hiv  return,  in  18S3,  b«  pub- 
G^mS  a  volume  of**  Poemi/^  most  ofwhieh  were 
writu»rj  while  he  was  ftbrb«4.  Ho  aoon  afbr  pa- 
tiblkbed  the  arademy  of  Round  HiJt,  at  North- 
,  but  in  a  few  jcani  beranie  too  deeply 
~  In  politico  for  a  leaeher^  and  about  the 
period  began  ike  (^ompoffilion  of  thft^t  great 


M©NIGBT,  AT  MEYRfNUfiX. 

fi  tK«rr  no  flurobeT  for  the  hearta  that  moam  ! 

VaiiiJy  I  long  my  weary  eyes  to  cloec ; 
Bleep  doeii  Init  Qu>ck  m*  with  ur^feeling  aoom^ 

And  only  t«  the  carel«a  tend*  repo«e. 

Xor  night,  nor  ulence  lend*  my  bo«om  reft ; 

My  >i«ianary  fspirit  wanden  far; 
Vtiih  heart  tind  hopes  f  folb>w  to  the  Weat 

In  iu  calm  /notion  Hesper*a  flaming  atar. 

Ah  !  there  tbe  fates  spin  sorrow's  blackest  thread. 
And  rrpttci^  we4ve  minfortane^si  broadovt  woof; 

There  Deatiny,  witti  threaten  if  ifc  wings  on  tap  read, 
Brooda  m  atill  d»f kne»  o'er  my  home'a  Jeai-  roo£ 

r  dread  tuji  power ;  and  it  ill  roy  heart  tnual  w\gh 
In  an£r^b)k ;  down  the  midnight  atan  are  gone ; 

The  moon  faaa  net ;  the  hour*  are  htirrying  by ; 
And  I  ua  wakeful,  aorrowingj  and  alono. 


THE  BIMPLOK, 

FAB^VWILL   to    aWITIERUUCH, 

Land  «^f  the  brave !  land  of  the  free?  fere  well! 

Ttree  nature  moaEded  in  her  wildedl  mood, 
Bcoop'd  the  deep  glen  and  bade  the  mountainii  a  well 

O'er  the  dark  belt  of  afrowy  lannen  wood. 

The  hnia  I  roamed  in  gladne««;  pure  and  wbit^ 
UtmmM  tbeir  broad  mantle  of  eternal  anowa 
18 


work  on  the  biatory  of  this  country ^  wbic^  is 
destined  to  be  the  be«t  mea*ure  of  hia  liteliwy 
abililiea.  In  1 838  he  waa  appoinwd  collector  of 
Boston ;  In  ld44  waa  the  randidale  of  the  demo- 
cratic party  for  %ha  ofBic^  of  Governor  of  Mji*tfl- 
ehuaetts;  in  1S45  was  made  aecretary  of  ihe 
Navy;  in  1846  w^  ftenl  oa  minbter-pEempoten-* 
tiary  to  EngUnd ;  and  on  hij  return,  tti  IS49,  be- 
catDt>  a  resident  of  New  York,  where  tie  haa  since 
dcTOted  himself  principally  to  the  cnrnpoaition  of 
hi*  "  Hi*tory  of  the  United  Statea/'  of  which  Ibe 
BfUi  volume  appetired  jn  1654*  He  liaa  recent- 
ly publtahed  a  volume  of ''Literary  and  Hutorical 
MiAeellanie*,"  embracing  eswayt ;  itudiea  in  Ger- 
man liicratn  re,  including  poetical  tranalationi  from 
Goethe r  ^cuiLLKUt  Hiri0RinT»  and  othrea ;  itt^- 
diee  in  hiatofy  ;  and  oicndonal  AdUreAHea,  Of  hia 
History  I  hrtve  printed  iome  observationi  in  **Thfl 
Prose  Writers  of  Anierif^a/'  To  what  rank  b« 
might  have  atuined  a«  a  poet,  the  judidott«r«flte 
may  toe  from  the  apecimena  of  hi^  v«in  vbii^ 
are  here  quoted. 


In  sparkling  ^lendou; ;  nnd  wiili  cnmmn  ti|;iit 
Tinned  are  ita  curling  fblda  vthrn  aunavt  glowa. 

With  my  own  hand*  *t  was  sweet  to  climb  the  crag. 
Upborne  and  nouriahed  by  the  mountain  atr ; 

'While  the  lean  mulea  would  far  behind  me  bg. 
The  fainting  sona  of  indoleneo  thtit  bear. 

T  waa  sweet  at  noonday,  at  retched  in  idle  eaae. 
To  watch  the  atream,  that  hurrieB  o'er  the  ateep : 

At  one  bold  bound  the  precipice  he  frees, 
Poura  from  the  rocka,  and  hixAlea  through  vatea 
to  iweep ; 

There  in  at  ill  nook  be  forma  the  amiling  lake 

Of  glaKiny  deamesM,  where  the  boatman  glidea; 
And  ihence  a  gentler  course  hia  torrenta  take, 
And  white-walled  to wnaKke  Ullica  deck  hiaudcs. 

And  a«  I  lay  in  Nature**  soothing  arma. 
On  Memory *a  leaf  ihe  drew  in  coloun  bright 

The  mountain  landpcape'e  ever  varying  eh  arms. 
And  bade  Remembrance  guard  each  haughty 

height, 

* 

I  dared  to  trejjd,  each  vale  I  wandered  through* 
And  pvery  tree  that  cooled  me  with  it*  shade^ 

Earh  glacier  whence  the  air  rcfr»«liing  blt?w. 
Each  limpid  {ban tain  that  my  thint  allayed* 

O  Earth  !  t  cried,  thou  kindest  nuraOf  atill  tuma 
To  tliee  the  heart,  that  withered  like  the  l^mf 

In  aurumn'a  bta^t,  and  brui^dby  anj^uifth, 
Departed  happina«*     There  ii  relief 
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Upon  thy  bosom ;  from  the  ibuntaini  gush 
To  cool  the  heated  brow  with  purest  wave ; 

And  when  distress  the  struggling  soul  would  crush, 
Thy  tranquil  mien  hath  power  to  heal,  and  save 

From  wasting  griefl     My  spirit  too  was  sear, 
As  is  the  last  gray  leaf^  that  lingers  yet 

On  oaken  branch,  although  my  twentieth  year 
Upon  my  youthful  head  no  mark  had  set. 

To  thee  in  hope  and  con6dence  I  came. 
And  thou  didst  lend  thine  air  a  soothing  balm; 

Didst  teach  me  sorrow's  fearful  power  to  tame. 
And  be,  though  pensive,  cheerful,  pleased,  and 
calm. 

My  heart  was  chilled ;  age  stole  upon  my  mind, 
In  hour  untimely,  Spring  from  life  to  wrest; 

I  wandered  far,  my  long-lost  youth  to  find, 
And  I  regain  it,  Nature,  on  thy  breast ! 


AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEITY. 

AT    KAKDEBSTEG. 

Fatuer  in  heaven !  while  friendless  and  alone 
I  gaze  on  nature's  face  in  Alpine  wild, 
I  would  approach  thee  nearer.     Wilt  thou  own 
The  solitary  pilgrim  for  thy  child ! 

When  on  the  hill's  majestic  height  I  trod, 
And  thy  creation  smiling  round  me  lay, 
The  soul  reclaimed  its  likeness  unto  God, 
And  spurned  its  union  with  the  baser  clay. 

The  stream  of  thought  flowed  purely,  like  the  air 
That  from  untrodden  snows  passed  coolly  by ; 
Ijase  passion  died  within  me;  low-bom  care 
Fled,  and  reflection  raised  my  soul  on  high. 

Then  wast  thou  with  me,  and  didst  sweetly  pour 
Serene  delight  into  my  wounded  breast; 
The  mantle  of  thy  love  hung  gently  o*er 
The  lonely  wanderer,  and  my  heart  had  rest 

I  gazed  on  thy  creation.     O !  *t  is  fair; 

The  vales  are  clothed  in  beauty,  and  the  hills 

In  their  deep  boRom  icy  oceans  bear. 

To  feed  the  mighty  floods  and  bubbling  rills. 

I  marvel  not  at  nature.     She  is  thine ; 
Thy  cherished  daughter,  whom  thou  lov'stto  blesc ; 
Through  thee  her  hills  in  glistening  whitenessshine; 
Through  thee  her  valleys  laugh  in  loveliness. 

'T  is  thou,  when  o*er  my  path  beams  cheerful  day. 
That  smiling  guid'st  roe  through  the  stranger's  i 
land;  j 

And  when  mild  winds  around  my  temples  play,    i 
On  my  hot  brow  I  feel  thy  lenient  hand. 

And  shall  I  fear  thee ! — wherefore  fear  thy  wrath, 
When  life  and  hope  and  youth  from  thee  descend  1 
O  !  Ite  my  guide  in  life's  uncertain  path, 
The  pilgrim's  guardian,  counsellor,  and  friend. 


MY  GODDESS. 

A  nu»  YIR8IOV  FBOM  OOKTHB. 

Who,  of  heaven's  immoitml  tnin. 
Shall  the  highest  priia  obtain  1 
Strife  I  would  with  all  give  o'er. 
But  there's  one  I'll  aye  adore. 
Ever  new  and  ever  changing. 
Through  the  paths  of  marvel  raging^ 
Dearest  in  her  lather's  eye, 
Jove's  own  darling,  Fanta^. 

For  to  her,  and  her  alone. 
All  his  secret  whims  are  known; 
And  in  all  her  faulta'  despite 
Is  the  maid  her  aire's  delight. 

Oft,  with  aspect  mild,  thm  goei^ 
Decked  with  liUes  and  the  rose. 
Walks  among  the  floweiy  bends, 
Summer's  insect  swarm  commandi^ 
And  for  food  with  honeyed  Upa 
Dew-dropa  from  the  bloasom  sipa;^ 

Or,  with  darker  mein,  end  hiur 
Streaming  looae  in  murky  air, 
With  thei  storm  she  ruahee  by. 
Whistling  where  the  craga  are  high, 
And,  with  hues  of  thousend  dyea, 
Like  the  late  and  early  akiea. 
Changes  and  is  changed  again. 
Fast  as  moons  that  wax  end  wane. 

Him,  the  ancient  sire,  well  praiae^ 
Who,  as  partner  of  our  day% 
Hath  to  mortal  man  allied 
Such  a  fair,  unfading  bride. 

For  to  us  alone  she's  given. 
And  is  bound  by  bonds  of  heaven 
Still  to  be  our  faithful  bride, 
And,  though  joy  or  wo  betide. 
Ne'er  to  wander  from  our  aide. 

Other  tribes,  that  have  their  Urth 
In  the  fruitful  teeming  earth. 
All,  through  narrow  life,  remam 
In  dark  pleasures,  gloomy  pain, 
Live  their  being's  narrow  roand. 
To  the  passing  moment  bound,  * 
And,  unconscious,  roam  and  feed, 
Bent  beneath  the  yoke  of  need. 

But  to  us,  with  kind  intent. 
He  his  frolio  datigbter  aent. 
Nursed  with  fondest  tendemeaa. 
Welcome  her  with  love's  careaa,   . 
And  take  heed,  that  none  bdt  she. 
Mistress  of  the  mansion  be. 
And  of  wisdom*s  power  beware. 
Lest  the  old  step-mother  dare 
Rudely  harm  the  tender  fair. 

Yet  I  know  Jove*s  ehler  child. 
Graver  and  serenely  mild. 
My  beloved,  my  tranquil  friend. 
From  me  never  may  she  wend, — 
She,  that  knows  with  ill  to  cope, 
And  to  action  urgea — ^Hope. 
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^oi  Hrii  Us  n«tiT«  of  Gmirotdt  <m  Lrfing 
Sotiiid^  Tiemr  New  Hnvcn.      He  wafl   aci- 

0  Yale  CoZlcgfl  in  hii  fifteen  (Ji  je*r,  txsd, 
e  pmiuftled,  took  the  BerkcHan  priic,  ns 

1  eksdc.  He  wai  «uh9cctuei]t1y  aUojcIwJ 
ittvy,  u  Profi.«sor  of  MiOfocutiiticft;  And 
a  thiA  capAdty  Ibe  Meiiit4irmneaat  ila  storied 
mnd  cksic  idorts;  Aitcr  hiM  munit  b« 
Hxintetl  Librarian  ta  the  State  th^pAitmei^tf 
bidt^D :  a  fiitufttion  which  he  at  length 
t  an  ■tvtmat  of  til  healthy  and  wtu  sfK 
CoiD«ai  of  the  Uiiii«d  SlaU^a  for  the  Roulh- 
poftion  of  A«ia  Mmon    The  clunAte  dkar 


grwing  with  him.  he  rttumpd  to  Wajilunglon; 
ant]  he  ts  now  attarhcd  ojE^nin  to  ont  of  the  buivau* 
in  the  Dcpartti^pnt  of  State, 

Tho  style  of  Mr.  HiU  *  poetry  b  srvef(?,jind  aom^ 
timc^  so  empticfti  an  to  embuniMi  \m  mt'Einnig ;  tht« 
i&  e*peciaJlj  tr^c  of  his  more  d«t»omt«  prijdycliitn, 
«  Th©  Ruini  of  Alhens,"  wHtteii  in  the  ^pcnH^riufi 
■UntA.  He  it  mmt  saecetw/iil  in  luN  fyTVCM^  whoTB 
he  has  mon?  frrfidoni,  without  «  Iom  of  ca«tu« 
Hi»  **Titania»"  a  dramatic  pi«?Cj  iii  perhaps  tho 
mwe  ori^nal  of  hU  pf^xluctinnii.  It  in  wild  and 
fnnrilul,  wid  gTM^d  with  Uxuge*  ot  much  beauty 
and  ff^shncan. 


M  **THE  RUINS  OF  ATHENS." 

ijlt^l  r&te*  oW  old  Cy1lfine*ii  hill^ 
mad  and  dun  the  Tnountain  ihadowa  fell; 
m  &re  up  and  ffparkZing-.  ms  if  etitl 
S  npoa  theii  allan ;  b\it  the  tall, 
Tpreai,  gi*ltlyt  M  «  mourner,  bendt— 
lib  the  drop*  of  eirening  ««  with  tear* — 
>Vt  ]tbnn«  and  worshipper*  and  btends, 
tt  and  lonely,  with  the  wrecks  of  year*, 
world  gone  by  no  oommg  tnofning  checre. 

ftlt«  the  quern  of  temple^'^d^y  and  tone, 
te  the  Lajt  of  nn  imperial  Hue, 
en  her  sbter  (tmet^ire*,  one  by  one» 
ne  their  ^odM  luid  worshippers  mi^; 
p  (tar*  twinkle  throuj^h  the  weedi  that  twine 
rooAeaa  capitals ;  and,  throui|h  the  night, 
tbei  boam  drum  and  the  eiplodin^  mine, 
*«h  of  annfl  wid  hymn  a  of  uncouth  rit*, 
eir  dinmanlled  liirtne*  the  guardian  powers 
tflfight- 

lou  from  whose  fonaken  heart  bt«  reft 
ai  of  home ;  and.  wheri?  a  dwelling-place 
ITS  btm«?lf  the  elemrntu  have  lcA» 
vi^^awn,  nndejined  an'rm  pace  1      [hear 
Ml  iU  nent,  though  toi*^er-Uke  «hafb.  and 
ud  winds  thunder  in  thoir  uv;^!  &ce ; 
ilowly  turn  thine  e^e^  where  mouldcn  near 
iA«'»  *n;b*  and  the  lihie  depth  of  apace 
ike  a  sepuLirhrc  the  wrerks  oC  a  p«iinc«. 

5t  better  with  the  Errmitej 

f  the  we«d»  rustle  o'er  hi*  airy  eaTe, 

d  cm  their  sumoiit,  through  the  long,  ftill 

tiight 

and  walcb  their  shsdows  slowly 


While  oft  some  fragment,  aoppM  by  dull  decay. 
In  thunder  br^ake  the  silonee.  and  the  fowl 
Of  Ruin  hooi**-and  turn  in  scom  tiwny 
Of  all  miLo  builds,  time  Levdii>,  itnd  the  cowl 
Awards  her  moping  sage  in  common  with  the  owl  1 

Or,  fshero  thi?  palm,  at  twilight^A  holy  hour. 
By  Thicsku,'  ffljie  her  lonely  vigil  keeps; 
Gone  are  her  sinter*  cjf  the  Ic^if  ojid  flower, 
With  them  the  liTing  crop  earth  sows  and  reaps, 
Bui  these  revive  not :  the  weed  with  tbem  sleeps^ 
But  clolhn  herself  in  beauty  from  their  clay, 
And  leave*  them  t0  their  ulumber;   oW  them 

wcepn 
Vainly  the  Sprinj^  her  qulekening  dews  away. 

And  Love  a«  vainly  moumi^  and  mouroa,  alas  * 
for  aye. 
Or,  more  femote^  on  Nature's  haunts  intrqde, 
Where,  atnce  creation,  nhe  has  slept  on  flowers. 
Wet  with  the  noonday  forent-dew,  and  woo^d 
By  untamed  choii*tera  in  nnpruned  bow  em : 
By  f^thless  thickpt,  rock  that  Ume^worn  towera 
O'er  dtilh  untrodden  by  the  hunler,  piled 
Ere  by  its  nhadow  measured  were  the  fa  ours 
To  human  eye>  the  rampart  of  the  wild, 

Whose  tanner  is  the  cloudy  by  carnage  undefiled. 

The  weary  spirit  that  forsaken  plods 
The  world'*  wide  wildenie«s»  a  home  may  find 
Here,  mid  tlic  dwellinirft  of  long*bBnish*d  goda. 
And  thoughts  tliey  bring,  the  moamers  of  ihe 

mind ; 
TTie  spectres  that  no  »pell  has  power  lo  bind, 
The  loved,  Imt  loci,  whose  soul's  life  ia  m  cmti, 
As  incen««  tn  Bepokhn^l  um«,  en«hrinfd. 
The  iiens«  of  blijfhted  or  of  waited  power*. 
The  hopes  who«ie  pramiiHxl  fruits  havf!  peridbM 

with  their  Ad  wen.  ^75 
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There  b  a  small,  low  capfr— there,  where  the  moon 
Breaks  o'er  the  8hatter*d  and  now  ahapeless  stone ; 
The  waters,  as  a  rude  but  fitting  boon, 
Weeds  and  small   shells  have,  like  a  garland, 

thrown 
Upon  it,  and  the  wind's  and  wave's  low  moan, 
And  sighing  grass,  and  cricket's  plaint,  are  heard 
To  steal  upon  the  stillness,  like  a  tone 
Itcmember'd.     Here,  by  human  foot  unstirr'd. 
Its  seed  the  thistle  sheds,  and  builds  the  ocean-bird. 

Lurks  the  foul  toad,  the  lizard  basks  secure 
Within  the  sepulchre  of  him  whose  name 
Had  Bcattcr'd  navies  like  the  whirlwind.    Sure, 
If  aught  ambition's  fiery  wing  may  tame, 
*Tis  here;  the  web  the  spider  weaves  where  Faroe 
Planted  her  proud  but  sunken  shaft,  should  be 
To  it  a  fetter,  still  it  springs  the  same. 
Glory's  fool-worshipper !  here  bend  thy  knee ! 
I'he  tomb  thine  altar-stone,  thine  idol  Mockery : 

A  small,  gray  elf,  all  sprinkled  o'er  with  dust 
Of  crumbling  catacomb,  and  mouldering  shred 
Of  banner  and  embroider'd  pall,  and  rust 
Of  arms,  time-worn  monuments,  that  shed 
A  canke^d  gleam  on  dim  escutcheons,  where 
The  groping  antiquary  pores  to  spy — 
A  what!  a  name— perchance  ne'er  graven  there; 
At  whom  the  urchin,  with  his  mimic  eye, 
Sits  peering  through  askull,  and  laughs  continually. 


THE  MOUNTAIN-GIRL. 

The  clouds,  that  upward  curling  from 

Nevada's  summit  fly. 
Melt  into  air :  gone  are  the  showers. 
And,  deck'd,  as  'twere  with  bridal  flowen, 

Earth  seems  to  wed  the  sky. 

All  hearts  are  by  the  spirit  that 

Breathes  in  the  sunshine  stirr'd ; 
And  there 's  a  girl  that,  up  and  down, 
A  merry  vagrant,  through  the  town. 
Goes  singing  like  a  bird. 

A  thing  all  lightness,  life,  and  glee ; 

One  of  the  shapes  we  seem 
To  meet  in  visions  of  the  night ; 
And,  should  they  greet  our  waking  sight, 

Imagine  that  we  dream. 

With  glossy  ringlet,  brow  that  is 

As  falling  snow-flake  white. 
Half-hidden  by  its  jetty  braid, 
And  eye  like  dewdrop  in  the  shade. 

At  once  both  dark  and  bright ; 

And  cheek  whereon  the  sunny  clime 

Its  Drown  tint  gently  throws. 
Gently,  as  it  reluctant  were 
1*0  leave  its  print  on  thing  so  fkir^ 

A  shadow  on  a  roar 

She  stops,  looks  up— what  does  sh6  see  1 

A  flower  of  crimson  dye. 
Whose  ▼ase,  the  work  of  Moorish  hands, 
A  lady  sprinkles,  as  it  stands 

Upon  a  balcony: 


High,  leaning  from  a  window  fiyrtli. 

From  curtains  that  half^hrodd 
Her  maiden  form  with  tnm  of  gold. 
And  brow  that  mocks  their  mow-vAite  ftld. 
Like  DiAv  from  a  cloud. 

Nor  flower,  nor  lady  &ir  she  sees 
That  mountain-girl — bat  dumb 
And  motionless  she  stands,  with  cje 
That  seems  communing  with  the  tikj : 
Her  visions  are  of  home. 

That  flower  to  her  is  as  a  tone 

Of  some  forgotten  song, 
One  of  a  slumbering  thonsud,  slnick 
From  an  old  harp-string ;  hot,  onee  woks^ 

It  brings  the  rest  along. 

She  sees  beside  the  moontain-htook. 

Beneath  the  did  ooik  tree 
And  toppling  ciag,  a  vine-thatch*d  died, 
Perch'd,  like  the  eagle,  high  o'eriwad. 

The  home  of  liberty; 

The  rivulet,  the  olive  diade, 

The  grassy  plot,  the  flock; 
Nor  does  her  simple  thought  fbigeC, 
Haply,  the  little  violet. 

That  springs  beneath  the  rock. 

Sister  and  mate,  they  may  not  from 

Her  dreaming  eye  depart; 
And  one,  the  source  of  gentler  fleen, 
More  dear  than  all,  fiv  whom  she  wean 

The  token  at  her  heart 

And  hence  her  eye  is  dim,  her  cheek 

Has  lost  its  livelier  glow ; 
Her  song  has  ceased,  and  motionlow 
She  stands,  an  image  of  distrees  :-^ 

Strange,  what  a  flowo  can  do !  * 


THE  MIGHT  OF  GREECE.* 

Thi  might  of  Grreece!  whose  stmy  has  gone  fiir^ 
Like  the  eternal  echo  of  a  lyre 
Struck  by  an  angel,  to  the  bounds  of  eaith» 
A  marvel  and  a  melody ;  a  fire 
Unquench'd,  unquenchable.    Castalia's  < 
Mourn  o'er  their  altars  worshipless  or  i 
But  the  free  mountain-air  they  did  nspire 
Has  borne  their  music  onward,  with  a  tone 
Shaking  earth's  tyrant  race  through  evciy  1 
zone! 

A  never-dying  music,  borne  along  [hmatjbk 

The  stream  of  years,  that  else  wete  mote^  aiid 
— A  boundless  echo,  thunder  peaTd  in  leng 
With  the  unconquerable  might  of  thoaght: 
The  Titan  that  shall  rive  the  fistlen  wrmiglit 
By  the  world's  god,  Opinioiii,  ■nd'teC  free 
The  powers  of  mind^iants  from  daikriess  bnoi^; 
The  trophies  of  whose  trinnqdi-QBrdi  shall  ba 
Thrones,  dungeons  swept  away,  as  nm^faaabj  tha 
sea. 

*Fh>Bi*<T1i8Biiias 


GEORGE   HILL. 
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THE  FALL  OF  THE  OAK, 

A  siouroCTi  trve  is  the  old  grnj  oA  z 
B«  ba«  ffto^  for  a  thoafond  jevB^ 
Hmj»  ctood  u}d  frowned 
On  the  Ireefi  around^ 
Lik*  a  king  *moftg  htJi  peers ; 
A«  Tsmnd  thrir  kltig-  ttiey  standi  ao  noWt 

When  the  flowere  their  jmlc  Ipa^cs  fold, 
Tb*  u(l  tTKM  round  hi  CD  »[Aiid,  amj'd 
In  Ihrir  robea  of  purpk  oiul  gold. 

He  hai  «tood  like  *  tower 

Througli  nun  and  shower^ 
Aitd  djired  the  wiztda  lo  tHittle ; 

He  has  beard  the  haO^ 

At  from  pliLt»  o(  mail, 
From  hi«  own  Ijmiw  shaltf^ii,  futile ; 
1[»  hu  laM*d  them  aboyt,  and  ehom  the  tops 

( Wbvti  thA  «iorni  bad  roused  bu  coigKt) 
Of  Cb«  tmeA  lieeSf  as  a  iitrong  man  doth 
The  htmds  of  hia  foe*  in  fif hL 

Tike  &[irumn  tun  looks  klndZv  down. 
But  the  fto'ct  U  on  the  lea. 

And  Bprinkle*  the  hom 

Of  the  owl  at  mom, 
A«  1^  Ism*  Io  the  old  oak  tree. 

Not  a  leaf^  ia  itirr'd  ; 

Not  a  sound  it  heard 
BlU  tbt  thump  of  the  thrcflher'fl  i^tlp 

The  tow  wiod^a  elghi 

Or  the  distant  eiy 
Ol  (he  boiMui  on  tho  fbx*i  traU* 

Th#  IbfWter  ho  ht*  whiJrtling  plitnj^ed 
With  hifl  aTc*  m  the  deep  wood*i  gleoast 
That  Bhrouda  the  hill. 
Where  few  and  chill 
The  sqntwam*  utruirf  Bng  eoroe  t 
MU  hrvmnj  arm  he  hH»  bared,  ami  laid 
Hi#  axe  at  the  root  of  the  tree, 
The  ifliiTay  ofd  oak. 
And,  with  luflt^  atrake. 
He  w^ields  it  merrily  i — 

With  lusty  Btroke,— 
And  the  old  gT*y  oak, 
Thmagh  tho  fold*  of  his  gorjfcoua  vcit 
You  may  sec  him  Rhake, 
And  the  nifht-owl  break 
From  her  perth  in  hi*  It^y  cf^tL 
She  wilt  ^ofiie  but  to  find  him  gone  from  whfine 

He  itood  at  the  break  oT  day ; 
Like  a  eloml  th^kt  pe^iU  lui  it  melta  to  airt 
He  hai  pMii'd,  with  a  crash,  away* 

TTioc^jEh  the  iprinit  in  the  bloom  aiMl  the  frost  In  goM 
^'o  more  ht*  limb«  attire. 
On  the  ffiormy  wave 
He  shaJt  ^tmU  and  brave 
The  blaat  and  Hie  batge-fire  ! 
Shvll  irpread  his  white  winga  to  (ha  wind. 
And  thunder  on  the  deep, 

A»  he  thundered  whan 
tf  in  bongh  waa  green. 
On  the  high  and  itormy  ateep. 


LIBERTT, 

Tubs  ia  a  apirit  working  in  the  worM, 

Liko  to  a  silent  subtermticfin  fire ; 
Yet,  ever  and  ajjon^  some  monsTCh  hurlM 

Aghast  and  pale,  atlestij  itj  fi^rfal  ire. 

The  dunKeon'd  naliotis  now  once  more  respire 
The  keen  and  stirring  air  of  Liberty. 
The  struggling  giant  wakes,  and  flsels  he*s  free. 

By  Delphi's  fountoin-c^re,  that  andcrit  eboir 
KiMume  their  song;  the  Greek  nsLonish'd  hears. 
And  the  iM  altar  of  hit:  worfihlp  rears. 

Sound  on,  fair  Mstem  I  soiind  your  boldest  ly  ro^^ 
Pea]  your  old  harmonies  as  from  the  spheres. 

Unto  atmngc  god*  too  long  we  *ve  bent  tbe  knee* 

The  trembling  mind,  too  Eong  and  pnUenlly* 


TO  A  YOUNG  MOTHER. 

WaAT  thinga  of  thee  may  yield  a  wmbbuMw  m^t. 

And  him,  thy  fairy  portrititure  1  a  fiower 
And  bud,  moon  and  atteniJiog  star,  a  sweet 

Voice  and  its  sweeter  eriio,  Timt^  hu*  Mmall  power 
OW  f^turts  the  mind  moulds;  and  such  an*  tbine, 

Imperiiihably  lovely.     Roses,  where 
They  oticc  have  bliiooi'di  a  fragrantx'  leave  behind ; 
And  htirniony  will  linger  on  the  wind  ; 

And  eons  contirme  to  ti^ht  up  the  air, 
When  set ;  and  music  from  the  broken  ahrino 

Breather,  it  h  edd,  around  whose  altar-Atone 
His  flower  the  votary  haa  ceased  to  twine : — 

Tyjjee  of  (he  beauty  that,  when  youth  is  gone, 
Beams  from    the  soul  whose  brightness  mocka 
decUnft* 


SPRING. 

Now  Heaven  seems  one  bright*  rejoicing  eye, 
And  Earth  her  sleeping  vcMure  flings  aside, 
And  with  a  blush  awakes  as  docs  a  bride ; 

And  Nature  *peaks,  (ike  thee,  in  melody. 

The  forest,  sunward,  glistemt,  greefi  and  high ; 
The   grounil   each  moment,  as  aome  blosaom 
springs, 

Pnta  forth,  as  does  thy  cheek,  a  lovelier  dye, 
And  each  new  morning aome  new  songster  bdnga, 

And^  hark  l  the  brooks  their  roeky  prisons  breidCf 

And  echo  eatls  on  echo  to  awake; 
Like  nymph  to  nymph.  The  air  is  rife  with  win^ 

RuiFtling  through  wood  or  dripping  over  lake. 
Herbs  bud,  and  bird  return— but  not  to  me 
With  song  or  beauty,  since  they  bring  not  thee;. 


NOBILITY, 

Go,  dien,  to  heroeitr  ng»  if  allied. 
Go !  trace  the  iieroLl,  but  not  with  «ye  of  pride. 
Where  Truth  depicts  their  glories  as  ihey  shonev 
And  leaves  a  blank  where  should  have  been  your 
own, 

Mark  the  pure  beam  on  yon  dark  wave  hnpren^d ; 
So  ihinea  the  tiar  on  that  d**gener»te  hroast-^ 
Eochtwinklingorb.thathurnswLth  borrowed  firea,^ — . 
So  ye  reflect  the  glory  of  your  i 
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Toe  late  Jamxs  Gobdoit  Brooks  was  bom  at 
Red  Hook,  near  the  city  of  New  York,  on  the 
third  day  of  September,  1801.  His  father  was 
an  officer  in  the  revolutionary  army,  and,  after  the 
achievement  of  our  independence,  a  member  of 
the  national  House  of  Representatives.  Our 
author  was  educated  at  Union  College,  in  Sche- 
nectady, and  was  graduated  in  1819.  In  the  fol- 
lowing year  he  commenced  studying  the  law  with 
Mr.  Justice  Em OTT,  of  Poughkcepsie ;  but,  though 
he  devoted  six  or  seven  years  to  the  acquisition 
of  legal  knowledge,  he  never  sought  admission  to 
the  bar.  In  1823,  he  removed  to  New  York, 
where  he  was  for  several  years  an  editor  of  the 
Morning  Courier,  one  of  the  most  able  and  influ- 
ential journals  in  this  country. 

Mr.  Brooks  began  to  write  for  the  press  in 
1817.  Two  years  aflerward  he  adopted  the  sig- 
nature of  "Florio,"  by  which  his  contributions 
to  the  periodicals  were  from  that  time  known.  In 
1828,  he  was  married.  His  wife,  under  the  signa^ 
ture  of  "Noma,''  had  been  for  several  years  a 


writer  for  the  Uteraiy  journals,  and,  in  182t 
collection  of  the  poetry  of  both  was  pubUsl 
entitled  <«The  Rivals  of  Este,  and  other  Poe 
by  James  G.  and  Mary  E.  Brooks.**  The  pc 
which  gave  its  title  to  the  Tolume  was  by  9 
Brooks.  The  longest  of  the  pieces  by  her  I 
band  was  one  entitled  ••  Genius,**  which  he 
delivered  before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society 
Yale  College,  in  1827.  He  wrote  bat  little 
etry  after  the  appearance  of  this  work. 

In  1830  or  183lr  he  removed  to  Wmcha 
in  Virginia,  where,  for  four  or  five  yean,  he  ed 
a  political  and  literary  gazette.  He  returned  to 
state  of  New  York,  in  1838,  and  esUUishrd  b 
self  in  Albany,  where  he  remained  until  the  2 
day  of  February,  1841,  when  he  died. 

The  poems  of  Mr.  Brooks  are  spirited 
smoothly  versified,  but  diffuse  and  carelessly  v 
ten.  He  was  imagihative,  and  composed  v 
remarkable  ease  and  rapidity ;  .but  was  too  in 
ferent  in  regard  to  his  reputation  ever  to  lew 
or  revise  his  productions. 


^i^^^^^^^^fry^^^^^^^^i 


GREECE— 1832. 

Laitd  of  the  brave !  where  lie  inum'd 

The  shrouded  forms  of  mortal  clay, 
In  whom  the  fire  of  valour  bum*d. 

And  blazed  upon  the  battle's  fray : 
Land,  where  the  gallant  Spartan  few 

Bled  at  Thermopyls  of  yore, 
When  death  his  purple  garment  threw 

On  Helle's  consecrated  shore  I 

Land  of  the  Muse !  within  thy  bowers 

Her  soul-entrancing  echoes  rung. 
While  on  their  course  the  rapid  hours 

Paused  at  the  melody  she  sung — 
Till  every  grove  and  every  hill, 

And  every  stream  that  flow'd  along, 
From  mom  to  night  repeated  still    . 

The  winning  harmony  of  song. 

Land  of  dead  heroes !  living  slaves ! 

Shall  glory  gild  thy  clime  no  more  1 
Her  banner  float  above  thy  waves 

Where  proudly  it  hath  swept  before  1 
Hath  not  remembrance  then  a  charm 

To  break  the  fetters  and  the  chain, 
To  bid  thy  children  nerve  the  arm, 

And  strike  for  freedom  once  again  1 

No !  coward  souls,  the  light  which  shone 
On  Leuctra's  war-empurpled  day, 

The  light  which  beam*d  on  Marathon 
Hath  lost  its  splendour,  ceased  to  play; 
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And  thou  art  but  a  shadow  now. 
With  helmet  shattered — spear  in 

Thy  honour  but  a  dream — and  thoa 
Despised— degraded  in  the  dost ! 


Where  sleeps  the  spirit,  that  of  oU 

Dash'd  down  to  earth  the  Perrian  pinmi 
When  the  loud  chant  of  triumph  told 

How  fatal  was  the  despot's  doom  1^ 
The  bold  three  hundred — where  are  thej. 

Who  died  on  battle's  gory  breast  1 
Tyrants  have  trampled  on  the  day 

Where  death  hath  hush'd  them  into  raai 

Yet,  Ida,  yet  upon  thy  hill 

A  glory  shines  of  ages  fled ; 
And  fame  her  light  is  pouring  stilU 

Not  on  the  living,  but  the  dead ! 
But  'tis  the  dim,  sepulchral  tight. 

Which  sheds  a  fiunt  and  fed>Ie  n^, 
As  moonbeams  on  the  brow  of  night. 

When  tempests  sweep  upon  thirir  waj. 

Greece !  yet  awake  thee  from  thy  tvanoe, 

Behold,  thy  banner  waves  a&r; 
Behold,  the  glittering  weapons  glanoe 

Along  the  gleaming  front  of  war ! 
A  gallant  chief,  of  high  empriae, 

U  urging  foremost  in  the  field, 
Who  calls  upon  thee  to  arise 

In  might— in  majesty  veveaTd* 


JAHUS  a   BROOKa 
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la  Tsm,  in  ^min  the  hero  colls — 

Itt  T»in  he  sounda  tlic  trumpet  loud  I 
Hi*  banner  loUervr^-«ee  1   it  hil» 

In  tuieIt  FTV^0iU9  bailt&^hroud : 
Thj  dkiytCR  bave  no  soul  to  (krti 

BqcIi  <k0dfl  s»  glijrififti  their  strei ; 
Their  vulotir'*  but  a  met«or*fl  g tni^ 

Which  ^Innv  a  nkoment,  and  expires* 

Lo«t  knd!  whero  Genius  made  hin  m^a, 

Aad  nftr'd  hi«  golden  arc h  on  hi^h ; 
Where  Selena  rmed  her  mcrcd  fanei, 

It«  gummibi  pet^Hnif  w  I  he  iiky ; 
Upon  thf  clime  the  mid  night  de«p 

Of  iguofance  h4th  brooded  long. 
And  in  th«  tomb»  forgotten,  eleep 

Tb«  MOW  nf  acieuce  and  of  iOflg. 

Thj  cujn  halh  «et — the  ev«ning^  stonn 

Halh  inni'd  b  giant  foij  hy^ 
To  hliut  the  beauty  of  Ihy  form, 

A^d  fpfead  iu  pall  upon  the  vky  I 
GoTie  U  tby  gIofy*»  dindem, 

And  frwitlom  neve^  mare  shall  ceue 
To  poor  her  mournful  requiem 

OVr  bligbteJ}  lo«t,  degraded  Greece  I 


TD  THE  DYING  YEAR. 

Tbov  desolate  and  dying  year ! 

Emblem  of  tran.iitory  man^ 
Who«  weariAome  and  wild  career^ 

Like  thine^  k  bounded  to  a  epan ; 
ft  «eem»  but  aa  a  little  day 

Since  fs*ture  smiied  upon  thy  birth. 
And  Spring  came  forth  in  &ir  anay^ 

To  dance  gpon  the  joyoui  earth- 
Sad  ttlljeraijon  T  now  bow  lone, 

Ifow  Tenlutelpua  i«  naiure^s  breast, 
Where  ruin  makes  hit  empire  known, 

In  autumn''*  yetlow  venture  drcai'd ; 
The  sprifhtly  bird,  whoa*  caro!  irwcet 

Broke  on  the  breath  of  early  dny. 
The  ■ummer  flowers  she  loved  to  greet ; 

The  bird,  the  flowers,  O !  w  here  am  they  t 

TTiou  deaokte  ami  dying  year  I 

Yet  lovely  m  thy  lifelevnesa 
Av  beauty  itieleh^d  upon  the  bier, 

In  death'a  ctay-cold  anil  dark  ca»af ; 
Tbere^s  |o?eUneu  tn  thy  decay, 

W^hieh  breathe*,  which  Uogon  on  tli«e  atill. 
Like  memory's  mild  and  cheering  ray 

Beaming  upon  the  night  of  ilL 

Yet,  yet  the  radiance  b  not  gone, 

M^kh  ihed  a  riehncsa  o*er  the  acene^ 
Wliu^h  imiied  upon  the  golden  dawn. 

When  ikief  were  brOliant  and  terene; 
O?  «(ilt  a  melancholy  Auule 

f  iieama  upon  Nature'^  aapect  fair, 
To  chaiTO  the  eye  a  tittle  while, 

tSre  mill  apmda  hia  mantle  theite  1 


Thou  detolftle  and  dying  year! 

Since  time  entwined  thy  vernal  wteatlu 
How  often  love  hath  shed  tlie  tear. 

And  knelt  betide  the  l*e*l  of  death ; 
How  many  heart*,  that  lightly  fiprung 

When  joy  waa  blooming  but  to  die. 
Their  finest  choidi  by  death  unstrung, 

Hnire  yielded  lifeV  c^epiring  »igh. 

And,  pillowM  low  beneath  the  clay. 

Have  ceaaed  to  toelt,  to  breathe,  to  hura] 
The  proud,  tlio  gentle,  and  the  guy, 

GstberM  unto  the  mouldering  urn ; 
While  freshly  t!iJw\i  the  fre<]uent  tear 

For  love  bereft,  aHection  fled  ; 
For  all  tha^  were  our  blessings  here. 

The  loved,  the  loat,  the  sainted  dead  I 

Thou  deaolate  and  dying  year! 

The  musing  spirit  finds  in  thee 
Lessons,  impressive  and  serene, 

Of  deep  and  stem  morality  ; 
Thou  teae.he*t  how  the  germ  of  youth, 

M'^hieh  blooms  in  being's  dawning  diy. 
Planted  by  nature,  reared  by  truth, 

Withers,  like  thee,  in  dark  dway* 

Promiae  of  youth  *  fair  aa  the  form 

Of  Heaven'^  benign  and  golden  bow* 
Thy  smiling  arrh  liegifds  the  storm, 

And  shedii  a  liglit  on  eiery  wo ; 
Hope  wakes  for  thee,  and  to  her  tongue 

A  tone  of  melody  is  given, 
A«  if  her  magic  voice  weie  strung 

With  the  empyreal  ire  of  heaven* 

And  lovB  which  never  can  e^ipiie, 

Whose  origin  U  from  on  high, 
Throwa  o'er  thy  mom  a  ray  of  fire. 

From  the  pure  fountains  of  the  iky; 
That  ray  which  glows  and  brightens  stiil 

Unchanged,  eternal  and  divine  ; 
Where  seraphs  own  its  holy  thrill, 

And  bow  before  its  gleaming  ahrino, 

Thou  deaolate  and  dying  year ! 
*      Prophetic  of  our  Anal  fall ; 
Thy  buds  are  gone,  thy  leay<M  are  sear  j 

Thy  tieauties  shrouded  in  the  pal! ; 
And  all  the  garniture  that  shed 

A  brilliancy  upon  thy  prime, 
Halh  tike  a  morning  vision  fled 

Unto  the  e3t  ponded  grave  of  time- 
Time  !  Time  !  in  thy  triumphal  flight. 

How  all  life's  phantoms  fleet  away ; 
Thy  smile  of  hope,  and  youn^r  delight, 

FameV  meteor-beam ,  and  Faney^s  ray  : 
They  fade;  and  on  the  heaving  tide, 

Rolling  its  stormy  waven  afar. 
Are  borne  the  wreck  of  human  pride. 

The  broken  wreck  of  Fortune's  war. 

There,  in  di*ordeF,  dark  and  wild. 
Are  seen  the  fabrics  onee  *o  high  J 

Which  mortal  yonlty  bad  piled 
Ai  emblems  of  eternity  I 
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And  decm'd  the  stalely  piles,  whose  forms 
Frown*d  in  their  majesty  sublime, 

Would  stand  unshaken  by  the  storms 
That  gathered  round  the  brow  of  Time. 

Thou  desolate  and  dying  year ! 

Earth^s  brightest  pleasures  fade  like  thine ; 
Like  evening  shadows  disappear, 

And  leave  the  spirit  to  repine. 
The  stream  of  life,  that  used  to  pour 

Its  fresh  and  sparkling  waters  on, 
While  Fate  stood  watching  on  the  shore. 

And  numbertl  ail  the  moments  gone— 

Where  hath  the  morning  splendour  flown, 

Wliich  danced  upon  the  crystal  stream  ? 
Where  are  the  joys  to  childhood  known, 

When  life  was  an  enchanted  dream  1 
Enveloped  in  the  starless  night 

Which  destiny  hath  overspread ; 
Enroird  upon  that  trackless  flight 

Wlicre  the  death-wing  of  time  hath  sped ! 

O !  thus  hath  life  its  even-tide 

Of  sorrow,  loneliness,  and  grief; 
And  thus,  divested  of  its  pride, 

It  withers  like  the  yellow  leaf: 
O  !  such  is  life's  autumnal  bower. 

When  plunder*d  of  its  summer  bloom ; 
And  such  is  life's  autumnal  hour. 

Which  heralds  man  unto  the  tomb ! 


TO  THE  AUTUMN  LEAF. 

Thou  faded  leaf!  it  seems  to  be 

But  as  of  yesterday. 
When  thou  didst  flourish  on  the  tree 

In  all  the  pride  of  May : 
Then  t  'was  the  merry  hour  of  spring. 
Of  nature's  fairest  blossoming. 

On  flcid,  on  flower,  and  spray ; 
It  promised  fair  ;  how  changed  the  scene 
To  what  is  now,  from  what  hath  been ! 

So  fares  it  with  life's  early  spring ; 

Hope  gilds  each  coming  day. 
And  sweetly  doth  the  syren  sing 

Her  fond,  delusive  lay : 
Then  the  young,  fervent  heart  beats  high, 
While  passion  kindles  in  the  eye. 

With  bright,  unceasing  play ; 
Fair  are  thy  tints,  thou  genial  hour, 
Yet  transient  as  the  autumn  flower. 

Thou  faded  leaf!  how  like  to  thee 

Is  beauty  in  her  morning  pride^ 
When  life  is  but  a  summer  sea. 

And  hope  illumes  its  placid  tide : 
Alas !  for  beauty's  autumn  hour, 
Alas !  for  beauty's  blighted  flower, 

When  hope  and  bliss  have  died ! 
Her  pallid  brow,  her  cheek  of  grief, 
Have  thy  sad  hue,  thou  faded  leaf! 

Autumnal  leaf!  thus  honour's  plume. 

And  valour's  laurel  wreath  must  fade ; 

Most  lose  the  freshness,  and  the  bloom 

On  which  the  beam  of  glory  pUyM ; 


The  banner  waTlfig  o'er  the  cnmdt 
Far  ftieeming  like  k  nlTcr  cloudy 

Most  sink  within  the  ihade, 
Where  daik  obKvion'e  wtten'  flow 
O'er  human  weal  and  human  wo. 


Autumnal  leaf!  there  is 

And  warning  tone  in  thy  decay ; 
Like  thee  must  man  to  death  retam 

With  his  frail  tenement  of  dqr : 
Thy  warning  is  of  death  and  doom, 
Of  genius  blighted  in  its  bloom. 

Of  joy's  beclouded  xay ; 
Life,  rapture,  hope,  ye  are  aa  brief 
And  fleeting  aa  the  antomn  leaf! 


THE  LAST  SONG. 

Sraixx  the  wild  harp  yet  once 

Again  its  lonely  nnmbeia  poor; 
Then  let  the  melancholy  atnin 

Be  hush'd  in  death  for  evermore. 
For  evermore,  for  evermore, 

Creative  fancy,  be  thou  atill ; 
And  let  oblivious  Lethe  ponr 

Upon  my  lyre  ita  waten  chilL 

Strike  the  wild  harp  yet  once  agfain ! 

Then  be  its  fitful  chrads  unbtrang'. 
Silent  as  is  the  grave's  domain. 

And  mute  as  the  death-mooldei^d  tongnt: 
Let  not  a  thought  of  memory  dwell 
One  moment  on  ita  iinmer  aong; 
Forgotten,  too,  be  this  frrewell. 

Which  pUys  its  pensive  ikriiiga  wlaag  I 

Strike  the  wild  harp  yet  once  again  ! 

The  saddest  and  the  latest  lay; 
Then  break  at  once  ita  strings  in  twain. 

And  they  shall  sound  no  more  lor  ajre: 
And  hang  it  on  the  cyprem  tree : 

The  hours  of  youth  and  song  have  pam^di 
Have  gone,  vrith  all  their  witchery ; 

Lost  lyre !  these  numben  are  thy  laat. 


JOT  AND  SORROW. 

Jot  kneels,  at  morning's  roay  prime. 

In  worship  to^the  rising  ann ; 
But  Sorrow  loves  the  calmer  time, 

When  the  day-god  his  eonrre  bath  nm: 
When  Night  is  on  her  shadowy  car. 

Pale  sorrow  wakes  while  Joy  doth  deip ; 
And,  guided  by  the  evening  star. 

She  wanders  forth  to  muae  and  weepu 


Joy  loves  to  cull  the  i 

And  wreathe  it  round  his  happy  brow; 
But  when  the  dark  autumnal  hour 

Hath  laid  the  leaf  and  bloMomi  low;  . 
When  the  frail  bud  hath  loet  ita  worth. 

And  Joy  hath  dash'd  it  from  Ub  craC, 
Then  Sorrow  takes  it  from  the  eaidi. 

To  wither  on  her  withered  1 
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T«j*  popuki  ftODg'Wfitfr  jB  a  native  of  Pliila- 
In  commoci  with  uiaiiy  promineut  ou- 
[  of  lbs  prvaenl  timo,  be  (.-ommeTic»d  hk  lito 
l»y  ttncr  lij  r do  bributiojci«  to  th<*  pum  als,  W  Ken 
aWnt  fiAmi  ycari  of  s^e  he  wrote  tptws  for  tbc 
"New  York  G«uitle*"  and  be  sulispquputjy  lillied 
Tir»rinnaHy*»lhe  poet^tcomej-^  in  the  *'Amerka]i/' 
it  Ifeil  tisw  uaiiar  Ilt«  dif^rtion  of  Mr.  Jon^vioir 
TKi.rL*ireK,  Iji  1823^  with  the  LiU'  Mr.  Wimu- 
wevTn,  he  eRt^1iUsh<>iJ  the  «  New  Y(fr\  Mirror/^  a 
mcUjr  laiKdlafjy  which  for  iiemrly  tiineteeii  years 
Wa»  eonduetcd  with  much  tJiMte  sjid  abilhy.  la 
IW7  bk  pky,  b  fire  *et*,  entilleil  "  Drier  Cliii; 
m  I4»  of  the  Aitkeri^!^!  Revotutioti,"  uoa  brought 
ovt  «t  Um  Chathain  Theatre  by  Mr.  Wjitf.ACK« 
«Dd  i«*rd  forty  (lights  iiaooeadvi'ly-  I  ha^c  been 
Jttfanid  thnt  jtA  popularity  wa^  vo  itp-eut  that  it 
IPM  pbjed  ftl  four  theatres  in  Npw  York,  to  full 
booHi^  oa  the  nme  CTeninff  and  thnt  it  yiddcd 
Ae  sutii^jf  «  profil  of  three  fSwuiHod  five  limiilred 
do4l&n, «  Larger  mm,  pfobtihlj,  thaa  wa«  ever  puid 
iir  any  other  driim^tic  eontpodtkni  in  the  United 


la  l$M  Gcnetal  Manais  piilili.«he(]  a  yolume 
«f  — aninf  f'<>*0  writings  titiJer  the  title  of 
«T1m  liuliP  FVandizDaii  and  his  Water  Lot^;" 
m  t*3«  «The  Deaerted  Brole  and  other  Poetn*," 

^  whii*h  an  ciilaffisl  e<iiciotiT  iHustrated  by  Wtkh 
mad  CairnAiVf  appeareil  in  1843;  and  in  185^ 
ft  «mnplete  collection  of  hii  '*  Poetical  Works/' 
The  cofoixwition  which  i»  imder»tood  to  rank 
bi«;he*«  in  hi*  own  estimation  i»  the  poetry  of 
"The  Maid  of  Satony,"  an  opera  with  mmnc  by 
Mr.CHAmtia  Hoa^,  productnl  at  tJw  Park  'iTiea- 
tre  in  1^12,  Jn  J^3j  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
WiLLii,  he  rctlitabhsbcd  **  Tbe  Mirror/'  and  he  in 
now  aaiodated  with  thai  popular  author  in  eon- 
d'tetiDf  »  The  Home  Journal"* 

If  there  u  any  literary  work  wliich  calls  for  a 
^edal  gift  of  nature,  perhapfl  it  ia  the  aonfj^.  In 
temu  of  9  wiunder  theory,  I  roay  my,  that  iu  § nc- 
cearfbl  ac«cttEipiiAliiiient^  beyond  ahiifMl  any  other 
compoiation,  demamlN  an  intcHi^^nt  inflight  into 
the  prinriplt^s.  ufton  wliich  ltd  effect  dependis,  and  a 
capacity,  if  not  tocomlnne  with  imptWnj^  l>t^en^tbt 
yet  to  ielrei  with  the  nkeat  jmignient  Other 
pcttdoctionii  oflen  in^tify  Ion;  and  highly*  in  spite 
of  cotuideTable  defects*  while  the  Boni^,  to  suc- 
ceed dt  all,  miMt  \ie  nearly  perfects  It  implies  a 
t^Mv  delicately  nkitled  in  the  fme  influenced  of  lan- 
iruaq;e.  It  ha*  nAen  phunnihtl  the  dilii^enci;  of  men 
who  h]iT«  done  fpeater  things  Htaitini?  from  iomc 
eomman  perception,  by  alnioMt  a  eiyitalline  pro- 
ccH  L*f  tttxrviion,  it  sUouUl  grow  up  into  «  poem. 
It>  firvt  note  ahoulil  UnJ  Uie  hearer  in  nymfHitby 
with  it,  and  it*  taat  should  leave  him  moved  and 
wondering'     Throughout^  it  muuit  havij  an  atE- 


uity  to  some  one  filed  idea.  Tta  propriety  is,  not 
so  mudi  to  ^ve  expresiion  to  a  fec:Ung  existing 
in  the  boram  of  the  author,  as  to  reproduce  that 
feeling  in  the  heart  of  tjie  Hfltenen  The  tone  of 
the  compofiilioti  ought  dierefore  to  be,  as  much  aa 
is  possible,  Ulmc  the  force  of  the  feeUjig  which  It 
wonld  inffpifc  It  ahoutd  be  simple,  entire  ^  and 
flowing. 

ITie  diitinction  and  diiTiculty  of  the  Rong  ore 
illuKtrntiMl  by  the  i^enius  of  Jow^oy,  M^ni-oWEj 
and  Dei^dt^;  by  the  fame  of  MootiE,  and  tlie 
failure  of  Dt»os%  Bevcral  of  the  songs  of 
MoaatM;  whether  judged  of  by  Uteir  suctefl«i|  or 
by  the  applimlion  of  any  nilea  of  criticism,  are 
nejwty  fuuttJesa,  They  are  In  a  very  chaste  style 
of  art,  1  Vy  have  the  ahnplicity  which  in  the 
cbaracterL^tic  of  the  clanaic  modcK  and  the  purity 
!^hich  wit«  once  deerue«l  m  indi*pcniiable  ({imlity 
in  the  lyric  poet,  ^fhey  are  marked  by  neatness  of 
lanfTuage,  free  from  every  thing  oflireted  or  ftulcal ; 
a  nat\ir^l  elegance  of  isentiiHent,  and  a  cojTrrt 
m oral  p urpoec,  H b  best  e fll^iotiJ*  hti %  e  few  mark* 
of  imitation^  they  are  Uke  each  otbtT,  but  no 
Eni;li«^h  i!«ong  con  be  named  from  which,  in  eba- 
Tticti'r  and  tone,  they  ore  not  diffcrTent*  *»Tho 
Chieftsin's  Daugliter"  i*  an  example  of  the  namk- 
ti^  Houi^,  in  which  the  whole  story  is  told,  in  a  few 
tines,  without  omiHALon  and  without  reilundancy; 
"  When  other  friend*  are  round  ti>ee,'*  in  a  beauti- 
ful expre»#ion  of  affection;  "Land,  HoT*  la  an 
exccdLlinirly  spirited  and  joyous  nautical  pieee; 
and  in  ^^  Near  the  Lake,"  the  very  delicate  effect 
wliii-h  the  author  bus  contemplated  ts  atttini^d 
i^ilb  remarkable  preciHilon.  In  sentiment,  as  in 
sound,  there  «re  eertatn  naturaJ  melotliesi,  which 
peem  to  he  discovered  rather  (hun  contrived,  and 
witirh,  as  tbey  are  evolved  from  time  to  tiroe  by 
tlic  felicity  or  tkill  of  i*ucce«jive  arti:»ta,  are  ^MTe 
to  lay  received  with  unlwunded  popularity.  The 
higher  and  more  elaborate  production  a  of  geniui 
are  bci^  appreciated  by  the  thoughtful  analytic  of 
a  aingle  critic;  but  the  appropriate  test  of  the 
nterit  of  these  simple,  apparently  almo^  sponta- 
neous efluisions,  is  the  res^*on»e  which  they  meet 
with  from  tlie  common  heart  of  mun.  The  dmf 
loilit's  of  MoSART  and  Ana^a,  doybtless,  en- 
chtLUted  their  care  who  first  heard  them  played  by 
the  com  pose  ni,  but  we  kuotv  them  to  be  founded 
in  the  enduring  truth  of  art,  only  ticcauae  they 
have  made  thein^njlvei*  a  home  in  the  fitreeia  ^ 
ever}'  city  o(  Euftipe  and  America,  and  after  long 
eiperienee  have  Itccn  found  to  I'e  amon^  the  na^ 
turnl  formulas  Ity  wliich  gaiety  and  melancholy 
cxprciii  t[H*(nselve#  in  eveiy  rank  and  in  every 
land.  The  e^jna  of  •*  WotMlmanj  Ji|>sre  ill  at  Tre<," 
hajL  t«Hiched  one  of  ihoMe  cords  of  pervading  natura 
which  fraternize  mullitudec  of  dillt-rent  natiof^ 
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Mr.  N.  P.  Willis,  who  has  h€en  for  twenty 
yearn  associated  with  Goncral  Morbis  in  various 
literary  lalK>r8,  in  one  of  his  letters  gives  character- 
istically the  following  estimate  of  his  literary  and 
personal  character: 

♦*  MoRRia  1»  tht)  lK>«it-known  poet  of  the  country,  by  arcla- 
nuitt'in,  nnt  by  critiolnm.  Ho  in  Junt  what  poi>ts  would  bu 
if  thtty  NiDir.  like  birdu,  without  criticimn ;  and  it  in  a  ptvn- 
liarity  of  hLs  fames  that  it  iwemii  an  rogarillewi  of  rritlciion 
BH  n  Mrd  in  thi*  air.  Ndthin^  can  iitnp  a  •nnf;  of  his.  It  is 
T(>ry  i-Ksy  to  Kay  that  th»y  areeaiiy  to  do.  They  have  a  moL 
mcntuni.  nomehow,  that  it  indlfflrult  fnrothntitof^Te.and 
th.tt  K|)e«>ilK  them  to  the  fiir  goal  of  popularity — the  beat 
pnmf  ■•ou>Istiii}{  in  tlu>  flurt  that  he  can.  at  any  moment,  get 
fifry  il'<lliir!i  fin*  a  mnf:  unread,  whun  the  whole  remainder 
of  thH  American  IMrnaRsuii  could  not  Rell  one  to  the  mmo 
buyer  for  a  HhlllinR.  It  may,  or  may  not.  bo  one  necret  of 
hi^'  inipuliirity,  but  it  in  tlK>  truth— that  MuRRis'a  heart  la 
at  thi>  IfVi'I  of  m'>»t  other  people's,  and  his  poetry  flows  out 
by  lliat  d<ir>r.  He  Ktandit  breaMt-hixh  in  the  rommon  stream 
of  riyinp:ithy,aud  the  flue  oilof  hix  poetic  fevllng  goes  from 


him  upon  an  eleoMtnt  It  la  its  nUnss  to  float  apoo,  sad 
which  carries  it  safe  to  othrr  boaoBa.  with  Uttle  wed  d 
deep-dlrlng  or  blKb^flylng.  Ilia  sentlsBsiits  ara  rinpla 
honest,  truthfbl.  and  fiunlllar;  Us  langnaga  la  panaai 
eminently  musical,  and  bs  is  prodigally  ftiU  of  the  poaCrj 
of  everyday  fiielinf.  Thais  ai«  daja  whoa  posta  tryes 
pcrlments :  and  while  otbais  rafessd  bf  taUng  ikr  woridTi 
ImAth  away  with  flights  and  plaiigs%  Mouusosea  hkfo 
to  wallc  quietly  with  natnra.  NIdsCj^Ido  panplo  In  a  hnn 
dred,  taken  as  thfy  cqbm  In  the  eansoa,  woaU  And  man 
to  admire  In  Moaaia's  songa,  than  ia'ths  writinita  of  an; 
other  American  poet;  and  that  la  a  pariab  ia  tlis  poetim 
episcopate  well  worthy  a  wise  Buui*a  aartors and  pilring. 
**  As  to  the  man->MoaBis.  my  Msad-^l  esa  haidly  vca 
ture  to  *  bam  Ineenss  on  his  nonstacha,'  aa  tht  Fiverl 
say— write  his  praises  nnder  hia  very  nose  bat  as  flw  ofl 
as  rhiladelphla.  you  may  pay  the  proper  triboto  to  blskTs 
nature  and  manly  exeellendss.  Illspenonalqnalltlevhar 
made  him  universally  popular,  bat  thb  oveifloiw  vpnn  th 
world  does  not  Impoverish  bfan  tor  his  frteads.  I  hnv*  ool 
lined  a  true  poet,  and  a  Una  lUIow— fill  ap  th*  pletaia  % 
your  liking.** 


I  NEVER  HAVE  BEEN  FALSE  TO  THEE. 


I  NEVER  hove  been  false  to  thee ! 

The  heart  I  gave  thee  still  is  thine ; 
Though  thou  hast  been  untrue  to  me, 

Anil  I  no  more  may  call  thee  mine! 
I've  loved  as  woman  ever  loves, 

\Vith  constant  soul  in  good  or  ill; 
Thou  'st  proved,  as  man  too  often  proves, 

A  rover — but  I  love  thee  still ! 

Yet  think  not  that  my  spirit  stoops 

To  hind  thee  captive  in  my  train ! 
Love*H  not  a  flower,  at  sunset  droops. 

But  smiles  when  comes  her  go<l  again  ! 
Thy  words,  which  fall  unheeded  now, 

('ould  once  my  heart-strings  madly  thrill! 
Love's  golden  chain  and  burning  vow 

Arc  broken — but  I  love  thee  still. 

Once  what  a  heaven  of  bliss  was  ours, 

When  love  diH|>clIed  the  clouds  of  care, 
And  time  went  by  with  birds  and  flowers. 

While  song  and  incense  filled  the  air! 
The  past  is  mine — the  present  thine — 

Sliould  thoughts  of  me  thy  future  fill, 
Think  what  a  destiny  is  mine, 

To  lose — but  love  thee,  false  one,  stilL 


WOMAN. 

Ah.  woman!  in  this  world  of  ours, 
What  l>oon  can  lie  compared  to  thee? 

How  slow  would  drag  life*s  weary  hours. 

Though  man's  proud  brow  were  bound  with  flowers, 
And  his  the  wealth  of  land  and  sea,  \ 

If  destined  to  exist  alone. 

And  ne*er  call  woman's  heart  his  own! 

My  mother!  at  that  holy  name 

Within  my  bosom  there's  a  gush 
Of  feeling,  which  no  time  can  tam^— 
A  feeling,  which,  for  years  of  fame. 


I  would  not,  could  not,  crash; 
And  sisters !  ye  are  dear  ■■  lift; 
But  when  I  look  upon  my  wife. 

My  heart  blood  givea  a  sadden  rushf 
And  all  my  fond  afTectiona  blend 
In  mother,  sister,  wife,  and  friend. 

Yes,  woman's  love  ia  free  from  gnile, 

And  pure  as  bright  Aarora'eraj; 
The  heart  will  melt  before  her  smile. 

And  baae-bom  passions  fade  away; 
Were  I  the  monarch  of  the  earth. 

Or  master  of  the  swelling  sea, 
I  would  not  estimate  their  worth. 

Dear  woman!  half  the  price  of  thee! 


WE  WERE  BOYS  TOGETHER. 

We  were  boys  together, 

And  never  can  forget 
The  school-house  near  the  heather. 

In  childhood  where  we  met; 
The  humble  home  to  memory  dear* 

Its  sorrows  and  its  joys; 
Where  woke  the  transient  smOe  or  tear. 

When  you  and  I  were  boja. 

We  were  youths  together. 

And  castles  built  in  air,    ■ 
Your  heart  was  like  a  feather. 

And  mine  weighed  down  with  care; 
To  you  came  wealth  with  manhood'a 

'i'o  me  it  brought  alloys — 
Foreshadowed  in  the'primroae  time, 

When  you  and  I  were  boya. 

We're  old  men  together— 

The  friends  we  loved  of  yore, 
W^ith  leaves  of  autumn  weather. 

Are  gone  for  evermore. 
How  bleat  to  age  the  impnke  given, 

'i'he  hope  time  ne'er  destrojre— 
Which  led  our  thoughts  from  earth  to 

When  you  and  I  .were  boya. 
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B I  taN&«-4*--Heoiiie  hither  Kn4  lut  to  mj  itoiy — 
Mii^  Riul  btief  witi  the  n^iratiTB  b« : 
I3v  i  moasfichf  1  iviffn  in  my  glory^ 
NIB  I,  bojs.  of  oil  thmt  I  9e«. 

nm  iBiadow  mad  moorUnd  am  umnhes  no 


I  tlien^  t«rl*  the  «rooke  of  mj  coltagifp  Ix^f  tilling 
Th*  rbiUlrca  who  cluster  like  gropea  at  the  clo(.»r, 
nrtt  fntfT,  bojs;  chpcrly.  boyn,  enter  mi  I  F**ll 
Tbe  laiul  of  tbc  he«rt  is  the  land  id  ihA  WMt, 
OHos  boj» ! — obo,  boy*  J— <>Jio ! 

Tdk  ftot  «!  th«  iDfinx^  bo]r% — give  me  Uie  brtwl 
praitiff, 

\l'Wj«  man  like  the  mnd  roninit  impidnivc  ^nd 
Bc^hold  bow  iiJi  brautifiil  eol*?ur*  alL  xhtj,     [frte; 

Likr  tlifw*  4if  the  dofuU,  ^^  ^^  tWp>raUinf  ico^ 
A  lifi^  in  lb«  IT  ckmK  hoT«,  La  et  pn  &^  chdJiging ; 

WiA  ptnijd  ifidj^'pcndcna?  w«  venjKin,  our  ch^?, 
Mdikom  wlm  the  wvrlil  »fe  for  happintns  ruigtngi 

Woo*t  find  it  mt  att,  if  ihfj  donH  fifiJ  U  Tiriv. 
TWa  rnitor,  boj»|  cheerfy,  boji,  «'nt^r  tuwl  m*t ; 
m  4wMif  you  Ibe  li*l%  twy»,  we  live  b  thi*  we«t* 
Oho,  bdj» ! — oUo,  boya ! — who ! 

fievi,  lipQthrn,  MKnm?  rrom  all  tumml  and  danger, 

Wmtmip  «iliat  we  tow.  for  lh«  iQtl  b  our  own ; 
W#  ifllVid  boapitAUty>  hoard  for  tj|«  •Uxngct, 

Aj^  em  not  a  fig  for  the  kir^  on  h]«  throne; 
Wt  iiffvcf  know  wantf  for  wp  hvir  by  our  lAbour, 

And  In  it  rontrntin^'nt  ajul  buppuicw  finil; 
W«  dd  what  wc  can  for  a  Inend  or  a  neightKiurt 

And  didthoyi*  in  pemx  mtiA  good^wLll  la  inaTikiiid. 
Thfn  enter,  boy*;  <beerly,  boy  a,  enter  and  rvM; 
Vcpo  know  he^  we  hte,  hoy*,  ind  die  lo  the  west  I 
Oho,  boya ! — oh<*,  boy* ! — (rfio ! 


-LAXD-HOr 

t>t  wpt  infA  tht  >««ii4l  /    The  land  i*  in  sight ! 
WrU  ht  happy,  if  never  agmtJi^  boy^  to-night  I 
rhr  *^J,  chwrle«  orvan  in  a«fcty  we*irc  paia'df 
And  the  warm  g^?nia]  earth  glfttl»  otir  vwion  at  Jnat 
In  the  land  of  the  ftrangipf  true  heart*  we  nhnU  find, 
Xio  tfoodie  tui  in  ahaeDF«  of  thiMc  Lf  ft  bt^'hind. 
Luid  ! — land-ho  *    AH  heart*  glow  with  pj  at  ^ 

flight ! 
We'U  be  happy,  if  ncTcr  a:;aln^  boys,  to-night ! 

Thf  tgrnii/  u  irot'iftf  /    Till  mom  we'll  temnini 
Ttirn  p*rt  in  the  hope  to  meet  one  day  attain 
Rtjunl  tb«  bcaith^ioM  of  bocae  in  the  huid  of  our 

btrth. 
The  hdk^  apot  on  the  Jkcc  of  the  earth  I 
iKstr  cimntiy  I  our  IhoughU  are  a*  constant  to  th<*, 
A  »  ibe  «t»l  to  the  star,  or  llie  *ljeatn  to  tbc  aea^ 
Qo  \ — larifhho  I     W«  near  It — ^wo  bound  al  the 

«gbt! 
Then  be  hapfiy,  if  never  again,  boya^  UMiight  I 

Tf*f  ngmal  Ht  ttnntrrd  t    The  foam-^Miklea  rina 
Liki-  tr^n  fxiim  the  lountain  of  joy  to  th«  ey«a! 


May  ratn^ope  that  M\  fit>m  the  stonn-^louda  of 

M«lt  away  in  the  aun-beaming  «mile«  of  the  fair  I 
One  healthy  a*  c^hlme  gayly  the  nautkal  bidt% 
To  woman — God  bh^a  Iier  \ — whepef«)r  ^  dwalla! 
Tas  erinT's  o.v  hii^hd  ! — and,  thank  He«v«fi| 

all'*  right ! 
80  be  happy r  if  never  sgain^  boyi,  to^i^t  \ 

THE  CHrEFTAETS  DAUGHTEIL 

Urow  the  barren  sand 

A  nini^le  captive  §lood| 
Aixiund  biro  nune,  with  bow  and  bfaiid, 

The  n?d  men  of  th^  wood. 
Like  him  of  old,  hiH  doom  he  hear«i 

Rock>bound  on  occeiu^*  rim : — 
The  duoftiun**  daugbU<r  knelt  in  tcsim, 

And  breathed  a  prayer  for  hkn* 

Above  hit»  beod  in  air« 

The  Ba%age  wmr-eluh  vmotig^ 
Tlie  frantic  girl,  in  wild  deapair, 

Her  anna  ahoul  Mm  fiunjf. 
Then  ihook  tba  wainiin  of  ihe  abadot 

Like  leave*  on  aa|XNi)  timhi 
Subdued  hj  that  lieroie  nmifl 

Who  breathed  a  prayer  &r  bim. 

**  Unbind  him  V  gn«p'd  the  ebief, 

"  Obey  your  king*  deeren  I'" 
He  kisvM  away  her  haim  of  gricsf^ 

And  set  the  captive  freo. 
Ti*  ever  thuA*  when  in  Ufe^f  itom^ 

Hope'*  «lar  to  Enaii  grow*  dim^ 
An  angel  kneeh  in  woman'*  foniif 

And  breather  a  pruyt-r  for  liiin* 


NEAR  THE  LAKE* 

N»Ji«  the  lake  where  droop'd  the  wi!l<W, 

Long  time  ago  \ 
Where  thl^  rock  threw  back  the  billow, 

Brighter  than  *now ; 
Dwelt  *  maid,  tieloved  ajid  cherijhM, 

By  hi^h  and  low  \ 
But  with  autumn  *  Leaf  ahe  pcrisbed^ 

Long  timo  ago ! 

R*>ck  and  tree  and  flowing  water. 

Long  tjmu  ago ! 
Bee  and  hijd  atkl  hloftsom  taugrht  her 

Love^fl  Bpell  to  know  \ 
Wxile  to  my  fond  word*  abo  liatened, 

Mormuririg  low, 
Tcudcrlv  her  do*e-eyc»  gliatenod 

Lon^  time  ago ! 

Minglcid  were  onr  hearts  for  et«r ! 

Long  time  a;^ ! 
Can  T  now  forget  her? — XeTer' 

No,  Io9t  one,  no  I 
To  her  grave  thene  team  are  given. 

Ever  to  flow ; 
8be'i  the  Rtar  I  tni«M  from  h^tea. 

Long  time  a^! 


3S4 


GEORGE  F.  HOBRfU 


« WHEN  OTHEH  FRTONpS  ARE  ROmCB 
THEE," 

Whrni  other  friendi  are  raund  ibntf 

And  u/thvr  bearU  aro  thine, 
When  othfif  b*y»  have  csrown'd  thee, 

More  ftcsh  juid  j^feon  than  mine. 
Then  think  how  aad  iLnd  lofiely 

This  doatUif  heart  will  he^ 
Whidi^  while  it  thrube,  Ibroba  ontj. 

Beloved  one,  for  thee  I 

r  Yet  do  tiot  think  I  doubt  thee, 

I  know  thy  truth  remauiB; 
I  would  not  live  without  ihec. 

Fur  all  Uio  world  eotiLutiu,  | 

Tliou  art  Uie  st^ir  that  go  idea  iim 

Along  Hie' a  ehimii^Lng  eea ; 
And  whtttt'Vr  fiite  betide:^  me^ 

TliLA  heart  stiU  turn»  to  fhee. 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE** 

WoouKjLifi  djmre  that  tret! 

Tuuch  not  u  fitn^le  bough  I 
In  youth  it  aheltet'd  mc, 

Aiid  ril  prot«t  it  now. 
Twofl  my  forefather's  hand 

That  placed  it  nrur  his  cot; 
There,  wocidiuan^  let  it  stand. 

Thy  axe  sliall  harm  it  not ! 

That  old  fiuuiliai-  tree, 

Wboiw>  gli*ry  and  renown 
Arv  spread  o*er  land  and  sea, 

And  woultbi  thou  hew  it  down  1 
Woodnjjm,  forbctir  liiy  stroke ! 

Cut  not  its  earth-bound  tics ; 
Oh  E^are  l^iat  aged  oak, 

Now  towering  to  the  skies ! 

When  but  an  idle  boy 

I  sought  it.4  cjatoAil  ^ade; 
In  all  their  ^M^him^  jp^ 

Here  too  my  sisters  play'd. 
My  mother  lti*s*d  nur  hcrc  ; 

My  father  pR»RH*d  my  hand^ 
Forgive  this  foolish  tear, 

But  lot  that  old  oak  stand ! 

My  heart-strings  round  tticc  cling, 

Clodc  AH  thy  bark  J  old  friend ! 
Here  shaJl  the  inild-hird  sing, 

And  sttll  thy  hronchps  bfnd. 
Old  tree  I  the  storm  stiJl  brave ! 

And,  woodmsn,  leoTc  the  spot; 
While  I've  a  hand  to  save. 

Thy  sxo  ihs!)  harm  ii  noL 

•Aftftf  I  hsil  tunf  ih*  noUltf  iNillsrt  <jf  I*  p«JiiiflHi  spare 
tJmt  irttj  »t  Boulo^nvtcayi  Mr.  Tiervry  !lti«iifll,  tiie  vo^ 
ealiit^  «n  nld  ■vntleniini  Jimnnf  liie  nDdlervc9>  «rho  Wfti 
gT«Dily  moviift  by  i|ip  ■Iniple  «ni1  ti»ih:lilnK  beauty  of  1h« 
wurdit,  wtms  And  mild,  **l  Iwff  ynnt  pttnlott,  Mr.  RasielL 
but  wuH  Uirtr^eTHsMr  spared  1"  '']i  wmf/' said  I.  *"J 
SRI  very  fflad  to  heir  11/'  tuiil  he,  4iji  he  tcwk  his  i«iil 
sitii<tj>t  ttae  ujianlmnuiitpplnqiefjr  the  wbuls  ssiemtily, 
I  ik'^i  r  »w  futb  cJ^ellrmenl  in  n.  f oiicsn^rooin. 


L^=^ 


«  WHERE  HUmOITS  WAVE,' 

Whkhe  Hndson**  wmtv  »V  ntroj  andi 

Wtnda  through  the  hills  afAr^ 
Old  Oro«c«l  like  s  monarch  Mai>i% 

Crown'd  with  a  single  star  t 
And  there,  amid  the  UUowy  trwdk 

Of  TOck-rihb*d»  doudN?app*d  eailfa^ 
My  lair  Mid  gentle  Ida  dwells^ 

A  nympb  of  moimtain  btrth* 

The  snow-aake  that  the  clifT  Totrnvm^ 

Tl|«  ditpwnda  of  the  ihowcrs^ 
8pringV  tetider  blomoms,  bwK  and 

ITie  sisterhood  of  ftowers. 
Mom's  early  be^in,  e^^i  balmy 

Her  purity  define ; 
But  Ida's  dearer  Tar  than  itwiB 

^fu  this  fond  breaat  of  min^. 

My  heart  is  on  the  hilk.    Th«  abate 

Of  night  are  on  my  brow  : 
^e  pleasant  haunts  atid  ^ntet  filadea, 

My  soul  ts  with  jou  now  I 
I  bless  the  Etar-crown'^d  highlmodtf 

My  Ida's  f^iot*tep*  roam — ^ 
Oh  I  for  a  falcon's  wing  to  bear 

Me  onwanl  to  my  home. 


THE  PASTOR'S  DAUGHTER. 

An  tvy-mantled  eotUge  cmiled^ 

Deep-wooded  near  a  streamtet'a  adi^ 
Where  dwelt  the  village  po^rtlor's  <Mk^ 

In  all  her  nnUden  Uoota  and  pfide^ 
Proud  suilorn  paid  thetr  oouft  and  dd^ 
To  this  romantic  sylvan  hcmity  ; 
Yet  none  of  ail  the  awaixis  vrho 
Was  worthy  of  the  pastor's  diug^trai 

The  town*gsllants  eroes^'d  hill  and  ptain^ 

To  seek  the  groves  of  her  rvti^m^ 
And  many  followed  in  her  tjain« 

To  lay 'their  richea  at  her  ftet.' 
But  still,  for  all  their  arts  ao  wafy. 
Frmn  home  lliey  could  not  lur«  the  &iiy« 
A  maid  without  s  heart,  they  thouf^ht  hv* 
And  ao  they  left  the  pastor *a  daughter^ 

One  balmy  ewt  in  dewy  spring 

A  bard  became  her  Other's  gmat; 
He  struck  biit  harp,  and  evevEj  atrins^ 

To  love  vihmted  in  her  bteatt. 
With  that  Irtie  faith  which  cannot  i 
Her  hand  was  givisn  at  the  altar. 
And  faithful  was  the  heurt  he  kvtiglllhtt' 
To  wedlock  and  the  pouter's  daughter. 

How  Bctdom  h^m  the  worldly  g^. 
With  all  their  sopliistry  and  W^ 

The  sweet  a^td  gentle  pfimroae-wi^ 
To  woman V  fond,  devoted  hcaft; 

They  seek,  but  nwcr  l^nd  tiw  t 

AithoQgh  TBvealM  in  jrl  tm&i 

To  them,  like  truth  in  walk  i 

A  Able  is  the  paator'a  dau^^r. 


WILLIAM  LEGGETT. 


[Sdt«,  im.   BU,  1SMJ 


vnt«ir  w^  bon)  b  thu  diy  of  N«^w  York,  in  the 
majomff  <if  1^03,  pnd  was  educated  at  th«  Georg^- 
Utwn  CVlis^  in  the  DUtricl  of  Columbta.  In 
IfttX  h^  enteral  thr  miTy  of  the  United  Statcfl  as 
•  Duli4kititnM» ;  but  in  coamquencje  of  llie  arbitrmtj 
CBCuliact  of  hi^  commambr,  CapUin  Jphii  OhjX 
Cm«i«sT«w.  he  tveimi  from  thc^  ^rvioe  in  18S6, 
■Act  vHlich  time  be  devoted  bimncir  m^Ly  to  Utem- 
fj  panah^  10$  fint  pliblicatioii  wu  entitled  **  Lei- 
Mlv  Hi3im  m  Sea,'*  atuL  we^  eompoMd  ofTiriou* 
riboft  pM^m*  written  wluJ«  he  wu  in  the  Dftfj.  Tn 
tSSS  L«  c*liibtkh<^.  io  Kew  York,  "The  Critic," 
ft  «Tddf  titJTnry  gai«tt«,  wbich  he  conducted  with 
mA  abilily  £cs  aevea  or  «igbt  months,  at  the  end 
I  il  -mm  nmM  with  the  *'  Mirror/'  to 
i  ht  Iftnimf  m  nsfnltr  contributor,  tn  ^'  The 
Critic**  «nl  *»'rhe  Mirror^"  be  3r«t  p^blijilied  '*The 
li0c,'*  -The  M*in  Truck,  or  the  I^jip  for  Life," 
*^  While  Hands,  or  Wot  Qmttf  ia  Character/'  and 
dthrr  •iooMb  illerwmrd  embriGed  in  the  vglumeii 
I  "*  Tak*  by  &  Ooaatf^  SchooLmftjiter/'  and 
F  of  the  Sea^'*  Then  tales  *nd  iket^^es 
•n  fnkMf  the  mtset  ipirit«d  and  ingenioiu  pro- 
iaeiHMia  «l  tbicir  ktn/1  ever  written  m  this  country. 
In  I8t9  Mr.  LK<3GfiTT  becunio  a^odated  with 
Mr*  DsfftiTT,  in  the  eiUtorship  of  the  '^Etenijij 
Foi^**  and  on  the  Jeparture  of  that  gentleman  for 
dinppii«  in  11134,  the  entire  flirection  of  that  able 
jofinml  ff»  deTolved  to  him*  A  sewre  illness, 
mbkh  wjmraieneed  nttn  the  c1o«  of  the  ffucceed- 
ing  f«VT  indited  him  to  K'linquii^h  hU  connexion 
wilh  ike  «Po*l;"  and  on  hi*  recovery,  in  1836,  he 
MitiJiMfnfvd  "The  Plftindeder/'  a  weekly  periodi- 
cal deralcd  to  potibca  and  literature,  for  which  be 
obadoetl  great  reputation  by  his  independent  and 
fearkvtt  aaeftion  of  doctrine*^  and  the  TigorouA 
rJoquence  and  powerful  reoioning  by  which  he 
miuiiuuned  thenu  It  waji  diecontinued,  in  con^e- 
^i3cn<~ie  of  the  dilure  of  hi«  publisher,  before  the 
doae  of  Ihe  yaaf  i  aad  hit  health,  after  that  period, 

rviitfd  hia  cmuMMon  mth  any  other  journal. 
IS^S  b«  had  ham  married  to  Mise  ELnini 
W  AH  J  SB,  daughter  of  Mr.  Joi*A*Wtai!Tflt  of  New 
Rochelte ;  and  to  that  pteanant  vilhi^e  he  now  re- 
timd.  with  hu  {junUy.  He  occasionally  viailed  hia 
friendu  in  the  eity*  and  a  Urge  portion  of  the 
democratic  parly  there  proposed  to  Tiotninale  hitn 
for  «  *eaC  in  Confrau;  hot  aa  he  bad  acted  indc^ 
pexidently  of  a  majority  of  the  party  in  regard  to 
eertain  important  polilirat  queiitictna,  hia  formal 
Qoeninatjon  waa  prevented.  In  April,  1840,  he 
wa»  appointed  by  Mr,  Vaw  Bcaaw,  then  Prettdent 
of  the  Tnited  3t»ta^  a  diplotnalic  a^nt*  from  our 

•  ffAiyn  ifUr  ite  4eaib  of  Mr,  Lwaavrr,  tf r  Jomr  L. 
ffrf^iirawi.  wIhn«  ■'Trtfeli  in  Cvntnl  Aniertca"^*  htfe 
Wi««  viikre  pub^bhed,  wm»  ippolnted  bit  wuuwtat  m 
4^if$QmH^  aCiiBl  to  tftal  counlrr- 


goremment  to  ^e  Republic  of  GuaiemulEi,  He 
wag  preparing  to  depart  for  that  country,  wb»fri  he 
aaddenly  expired,  on  the  twenty-rdnth  day  of  fal- 
lowing Dtonth,  in  the  thirty *igbt!i  year  of  hi*  ajjc, 

A  few  mouths  after  hk  death,  a  colli»ctiou  of  htm 
poUticat  writings,  in  two  large  duode^clTno  \'otii^iie«, 
waa  pubtiahed,  under  the  direction  of  h'n  friend, 
Mr,  Tmeohor^  SEtiowiCK*  Besidei*  the  W(»rkji 
■Ineadj  mentioned,  be  wrote  much  in  Turious  peri- 
od i^U,  ami  yroA  one  of  the  authors  of  *<  TbeTal^ 
of  Glauber  Spa,"  pubUshed  in  1832.  In  the  ma- 
turity of  his  powera,  hh  time  and  energiei  we» 
devoted  to  political  writing.  Hia  paem»  are  the 
poorest  of  his  production*,  aad  wene  written  while 
he  waa  in  the  naval  gerrice,  or  during  hijs  eilUor- 
ahip  of  ^^  The  Critic/'  In  addition  to  his  Melodieit — 
whit:h  are  gencrtilly  ingenioua  and  well  vers^ified^ — 
be  ftTOtfi  one  or  two  prize  addreaaea  for  the  thea- 
tres, and  Bome  other  piecca,  wbif  h  have  eoUBidcra- 
hU  merit. 

Hia  death  waa  deeply  and  generally  deploredt 
specially  by  the  memlsers  of  the  democnilic  party, 
who  regarded  him  as  one  of  the  ablest  chflimpton* 
of  their  principles,  Mr,  UnxAKT,  with  whom  Ji« 
waa  for  several  year*  ititiraatcly  assnc ixk'd,  pub- 
litibed  in  iho  "  Democmtic  Review''  the  fbllowmg 
tribute  to  hia  cbaraoter  r — 

"Tbeenrth  may  rinf  from  •lior*  tn  Mhntf^ 
Wiib  ech4MS«  of  n  f|  aria  it*  nitne  ; 
But  bo  whctsp  tfusfl  nur  tirurtji  ilrftljiff 
Hat  kft  tHliIfid  bkn  a)nr«  thdti  fiims. 
"  For  whtn  the  dtatbrrosil  casw  in  lla 
Upon  that  wurm  md  mtfTily  1i«iTl, 
And  quetteb  thftl  b^jUJ  and  TiienAlf  eyct 
His  *|>krit  did  n^i  all  depart. 
**  The  word*  i>r  ftre  ihat  from  bit  pen 
Wers  fluna  fip^n  tlie  l^tU  |>q^e, 
StiH  movtf,  fill  I  shahe  tlia  Jitarti  ef  tnca. 
Amid  &  £o1d  and  coward  nfCn 

**  HU  love  of  Tmlh,  too  warm— liw  ftronf 
For  ttnpt  or  few  ta  cbain  or  chill, 
II ]i  hai«  nf  Tyranny  and  Wrftue, 
Barn  in  tb^t  br«ulj  be  kindle  d  nUl'* 

Mr.  Seubwick,  in  the  preface  to  hia  poUlJcal 
writing*,  remarks  that  "  every  year  waa  aoAening 
hi*  prejudices,  end  calming  his  pa^ions;  enlsr^ing 
hia  charitiea,  and  widening  the  boundii  of  his  lilnv 
ratity.  Had  a  more  geniaJ  cUmc  invigoraled  Ida 
constitution^  and  enabled  him  to  return  to  hia 
laboutai  a  brilliant  and  honourable  future  mljibt 
have  been  predicted  of  bim*  It  is  not  the  augi^c*- 
lion  of  a  loo  fond  afTcctiou,  but  the  voice  of  a  calm 
judgment,  whik^h  declares  that,  wbalcver  pultlic 
career  he  had  pursued,  he  roust  have  rai^ctl  to  hia 
memory  an  imperishable  monument,  arui  that  as 
no  name  i^  now  dearer  to  his  friend^i  «o  few  could 
have  been  more  bonouribty  asaociatwJ  with  iha 
lualorj  of  hia  country,  than  lliat  of  Wiu.UM 
La»oarr/'  ^^ 
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A  SACRED  MELODY. 

If  yon  bright  itan  which  gem  the  night 

Be  each  a  bliMfiil  dwelling  fpbne^ 
Where  kindred  epirita  reunite, 

Whom  death  hei  torn  asunder  here ; 
How  sweet  it  were  at  once  to  die> 

And  leave  this  blighted  orb  afar- 
Mixed  soul  with  soul,  to  cleave  the  sky. 

And  soar  away  from  star  to  star. 

But,  O !  how  dark,  how  drear,  how  lone 

Would  seem  the  brightest  world  of  bUas, 
If,  wandering  through  each  radiant  one. 

We  faird  to  find  the  loved  of  this ! 
If  there  no  more  the  ties  should  twine, 

Which  death's  cold  hand  alone  can  aerer, 
Ah !  then  these  stars  in  mockery  shine. 

More  hateful,  as  they  shine  forever. 

It  cannot  be !  each  hope  and  fear 

That  lights  the  eye  or  clouds  the  brow, 
Proclaims  there  is  a  happier  sphere 

Than  this  bleak  world  that  holds  us  now ! 
There  is  a  voice  which  sorrow  hears, 

When  heaviest  weighs  life's  galling  chain; 
'Tie  heaven  that  whispers,  «  Dry  thy  tears : 

The  pure  in  heart  shall  meet  again !" 


LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 

The  birds,  when  winter  shades  the  sky, 

Fly  o'er  the  seas  away, 
Where  laughing  isles  in  sunshine  lie, 

And  summer  breezes  play ; 

And  thus  the  fViends  that  flutter  near 

While  fortune's  sun  is  warm. 
Are  startled  if  a  cloud  appear. 

And  fly  before  the  storm. 

But  when  from  winter's  howling  plaina 

Each  other  warbler 's  past, 
The  little  snow-bird  still  remains, 

And  chirrups  midst  the  blast. 

Love,  like  that  bird,  when  friendship's  throng 

With  fortune's  sun  depart. 
Still  lingers  with  its  cheerful  song. 

And  nestles  on  the  heart 


SONG. 


1  TRUST  the  frown  thy  features  y 

Ere  long  into  a  smile  will  turn ; 
I  would  not  that  a  face  so  fair 

As  thine,  beloved,  should  look  so  stem. 
The  chain  of  ice  that  winter  twines, 

Holds  not  for  aye  the  sparkling  rUI, 
[t  molts  away  when  summer  shines. 

And  leave  the  waters  sparkling  stilL 
Thus  let  thv  cheek  resume  the  smile 

That  shed  sucn  sunny  light  before ; 
And  though  I  left  thee  for  a  while, 

I'll  swear  to  leave  thee,  love,  no  more. 


Ai  he  who,  doooMd  o^«r  WMvof  to  ram, 

Or  wander  on  s  uucigu  sinndf 
Will  a|^  whene'er  he  thinks  of  iMowb 

And  better  love  his  natife  lend; 
80  I,  though  lored  a  time  eway, 

Like  bees  by  Yaned  eweete,  to  rave. 
Return,  like  beea,  by  dose  of  day, 

And  leave  them  all  fiir  thee^  ny  Jpm. 
Then  let  thy  eheek  resome  the  amile 
/That  ahed  such  sonny  U^  befeic^ 
And  thoogh  I  leR  thee  for  a  whiles 

I  swear  to  leave  thee,  love^  no  man. 


LIFE'S  GUIDING  STAR. 

Thi  yonth  whose  beik  is  guided  oPer 

A  summer  stream  by  sephyi'e  hnsA, 
With  idle  gase  delights  to  pon 

On  imaged  skies  that  glow  henerthi 
But  should  a  fleeting  stonn  arise 

To  shade  a  while  the  weleij  vray. 
Quick  lifb  to  heaven  his  anzioiis  wym, 

And  speeds  to  reach  some  t~        ' 


Tim  thus,  down  time'e  eventlpl  tide» 

While  prosperooe  bieeMe  gently  bknr, 
In  life's  fiail  baik  we  gayly  gtide. 

Our  hopes,  our  thooghts  sll  fizM  bdsK 
But  let  one  dood  the  jpiuepeci  dimi 

The  wind  its  quiet  stillnem  nmr. 
At  once  vre  raise  oar  ptmyer  to  Wm 

Whoee  light  is  life's  best  I    " 


TO  ELMIRA. 
warri'im  with  ntnrcB  cbalk*  oh  a  take  or  1 

IH  THS  HOUSX  or  A  mSHD. 


Oh  this  frail  glass,  to  othen^  view. 

No  written  words  appear ; 
They  see  the  prospect  smiling  duoa^ 

Nor  deem  what  secret's  hera. 
But  shouklst  then  on  the  taUel  bri|^ 

A  single  breath  hertow, 
At  once  the  record  starts  to  mffit 

Which  only  thoa  nnst  know; 


Thus,  like  this  i^asi,  to 

My  heart  eeemed  uumpraeBTd ; 
In  vain  did  beanty  roond  me  faleHS^ 

It  could  not  wann  my  faraasL 
But  as  one  breath  of  thine 

These  letters  plain  to  aee, 
80  in  my  heart  did  love  awdfie 

When  breathed  npon  by  tiieeu 


•  Tbe  inbsunce  oseany  caUsd  Fkeech  chalk  ki 
singalar  property,  that  what  Is  wrfetsa  00  glaBS,  II 
easily  nibbsd  mrt  again,  so  that  90  Imes  lemalos  v 
by  belilk  breatlied  oa 
legible. 
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(BoralV^   |>itdm.] 


iVAmn  Co  ATI  Pi:^KXtT  W1&?  bom  m  London; 
lohcft  ladlt,  whiln  bis  hlher^  tbc  Honourable 
UAM  PtWKViT,  wia  tbo  Ajneriean  Mmieter 
I  court  of  Sl  Jame*'*  Soon  after  the  leliam  of 
IRiity  ta  Baltimati^  in  tStl,  he  entefpd  Sc 
'•  C«lkg«,  m  thai  cit?^  uid  remain^  there 

hm  was  fiwrteea  yttn  M,  when  h($  wm  ap^ 
ad  t  auilAhtpman  in  the  nrnvy.  U«  eotn 
i  tfi  the  M?:rviic«  mnc  j«an,  and  in  thai  p<!^]iod 
A  the  MaUteTTftneAn  *nd  wvertil  other  foreign 
US,  uhI  required  £auch  general  knowledge 
«|u«intaiice  with  mankind. 
m  dif*ih  of  his  &tber,  and  other  dfcninfltanrM, 
cd  hini«  in  IS^»  to  lesign  his  pLu^e  in  the 
E  and  in  the  »une  jeai  h«  fraji  maTriod,  and 
led  to  th«  Maryland  bar.  His  career  ai  ft 
IT  «ras  brief  and  unfoftunate*     He  opened  an 

in  BvJtimoie,  and  applied  himself  cHmcBtlj 
i  pwfwaion ;  but  though  bia  legal  ae4]uire^ 
I  «tid  fefvnirie  abiUiiea  were  revpecU^ble,  his 
I  «rer«  leldom  vintnl  bf  a  client ;  and  after 
tttrs  tud  paned,  diAheaitened  by  neglect,  and 
I  pto«peet  of  poverty  before  him,  he  aaddenly 
iniwd  to  entef  the  navid  service  of  Mexico^ 
idl  a  Aitniber  of  our  offieen  had  already  won 
ftkn  and  forttuii;.  When,  hoi^ever^  he  pie^ 
I  hioMdf  before  Commodore  PobtkRi  Uien 
landing  the  aearforcea  of  Ihat  country,  the 
ion  hfl  nobcited  was  refascid/  and  he  wa^ 
elled    rdoctantly  to   retaru   to    the  United 

L 

t  f«app«ared  in  Baltimore,  poor  and  dejected. 
nnied  hia  attention  again  to  the  law«  but  in 
igoroa«  daji  he  had  been  nnable  to  support 
ilf  by  his  protevaioti ;  and  now,  when  he  wu 
ing  ftom  diseane  and  a  aetlted  melancholy^ 
I  not  nhMonahle  to  ftntii^ip«te  suceesa.  Thfl 
m^  idea  that  a  man  of  a  poetical  mind 
Mr  iniiMi.t  banne«  iM|uiring  patipnce  and 
t  of  CMVCtil  inTCflttgation,  wa*  unEloubtedly 
if  tbe  prindpal  canaea  of  hit  U.\]on  as  a 
*wi  for  that  he  waa  nnipectetd,  and  that  hia 
r^Uxena  were  willing  to  confer  upon  him 
ift^  ia  Fvidenl  firom  Ihe  fai^t  that,  in  1826,  he 
apfioinlrd  one  of  the  professont  in  the  Uni- 
y  of  Maryland.  Thia  ofliw^  however,  was 
i  honour  only :  it  ^rielded  no  profit* 
TK?(ii  now  betanse  acnstble  that  hia  eon^ti* 
1  wa«  broken,  and  that  he  could  not  long 


%\*  ^ecn  tay  Lhit  CetmtDodDre  PDRrcm  reriiied 
m  PniKHET  a  catnm\tm\ort.  bec«tii«  he  wn*  Jtaown 
t  wrarni  »d)t«rcnt  ^f  in  AdmfDkitritJon  to  whkh  lie 
lbr>«>ptf  n^fmt^d  i  buMt  n  rttorr  retfiotiAhlQ  to  be- 
a«  mr^w  illvfvd  ml  the  ilmrt  itiat  the  nmTVi>f  3Vli>j|lca 
iill,  iM  f h»t  tlif  tnlspni  flf  rta«t  rirpiiltUr  h^il  brftin 
mt4  irHh  |f  tlf^iiij  tht  (oo  frequent  idmlitloii  of 
a«t«  tale  A*  MTVlca* 


aurrive ;  but  he  had  no  wish  to  live.  Hia  feelinga 
at  tbia  period  are  described  in  one  of  hia  pocma  u^ 

**  A  KAH  it  m*»i  tbat  t  enuld  «oe 

The  aagel  Jeivfl  my  iMc— 
Thi^t  theneerottli  bij  (irDiprrlty 

Mutt  ti#  a  fallinff  tide ; 
A  strDii|e  and  Qnilnoiit  bellrf, 
Tliat  in  f|»rl(i|4Jni«  tlui  )'4>tlow  leaf 

Had  Aitlea  oa  mf  liouri  t 
And  Ihat  all  fiopa  muit  lie  nwat  vain, 
or  An^ljiif  on  ui^  pnlli  ataln 

III  foruier  vaiUili'd  dowers/* 

NcAT  the  close  of  the  year  1827,  a  poliCieil 
gEiette,  en  titles  I  *^The  Mary  Under/*  wts  ejitii- 
btiflhed  in  Bajumore,  and,  in  compliMice  trith  the 
general  wish  of  the  proprietora,  Mr,  Pi  sit  sit 
undertook  to  conduct  it.  He  dLspUyed  much 
aagacLty  and  candour,  and  in  a  few  weekx  won 
a  high  reputation  in  hi*  new  TOeation ;  but  bu 
increasing  illness  compelled  him  to  leave  it,  and  he 
died  on  the  eleventh  of  Aprilj  1828^  at  the  early 
age  of  twenty -five  yearn  and  91%  months.  Ha 
wna  a  man  of  genius,  and  bad  all  the  quolitiea  of 
mind  and  heart  that  win  regard  and  usually  lead 
to  greatnoM,  except  mopk  and  esehbt. 

A  small  volume  containing  *'Bodolph/'  and 
other  poems,  was  publiiihe4  by  Pi3ia!f  kt  in  18S5, 
"Rodolph"  U  hia  longect  worL.  It  wan  limt  put^ 
liahcidj,  anonymouj^ly,  soon  afler  he  Ipft  the  navy, 
and  was  probably  written  while  he  was  in  the 
Mediterraneanp  It  ii  in  Iwo  canloa.  The  first 
begins, — 

"The  fliini(ner''s  heir  on  Land  ibi  sea 

ffad  tlifawn  lib  partlttf  gjaaca 
And  wroter  uken  anirtlf 

Hi*  w Elite  tnherilanceHi 
Tlie  wind*  in  slormy  rewtry 
llfMrtitd  bcneaili  a  frown  Itik  «<k)f : 
Tilt  elimtinf  wavefi,  wiiti  Hollow  roar, 
Tam^led  upon  iho  ihaketi  itiarn, 
JknA  lent  thetr  sprAy  In  upward  shawera 
To  Rodolph'i  pmad  mnt»trAl  ti^wers, 
WhniiB  bavtlon,  nrofn  Ui  wnnl  cmwfi, 
A  refal  look  cifi  iferfily  down." 

There  la  no  novelty  in  ihe  etory,  and  not  much 
can  be  said  for  ita  morality.  The  hf»ro,  in  the 
cea^n  deaeribed  in  the  above  lineSj  arrives  at  hia 
own  domain t  After  many  yean  of  wandering  in  fo- 
ffiign  landa,  during  which  he  had  *'  grown  old  in 
heaH,  and  LnJirm  of  frame."  In  hin  youth  he  hod 
loved^>the  wife  of  another — and  hit  pa^mx  bjMl 
been  returned.  "At  an  untimely  tide/*  he  hjid  mH 
the  husband,  and,  in  encounter,  %iMn  him.  The 
wife  goe«  into  a  convent,  and  her  pommour  eoeka 
refuge  from  lemorBe  in  di»t»nl  eountri™.  In  iha 
beginning  of  the  second  canto,  be  U  once  more  i*i 
bis  own  castlu ;  but,  feeling  some  c!*rk  pr<-s(!Uti* 
ment  he  wanders  to  a  cemetery,  \%!iere,  iii  the 
momitur,  he  la  found  by  hii  vaaeab,  "^nseh^w 
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beside  his  lady's  am."    In  the  delirium  which 
follows,  he  raves  of  many  crimes,  but  most 

.    .    .    **Oronetoodearl]rloved, 

And  one  untimely  slain, 
or  an  affection  bardiy  proved 

By  murder  dope  in  vain.*' 

^  He  dies  in  madness,  and  the  story  ends  abruptly 
and  coldly.  It  has  more  faults  than  PiifKirKT's 
other  works ;  in  many  passages  it  is  obscure ;  its 
beauty  is  marred  by  the  use  of  obsolete  words ;  and 
the  author  seems  to  delight  in  drawing  his  com- 
pariiions  from  the  least  known  portions  of  ancient 
literature. 

iSumc  of  his  lighter  pieces  are  very  beautifuL 
"A  Iletilth,"  "The  Picture-Song,"  and  «< A  Se- 
renade,"   have    not   often   been   equalled;    and 


« Italy ,"—011  imitation  of  Goitms'i  Kauui  d 
das  Land—haM  tome  noble  linei^  Wheie  k  the 
a  finer  peaeage  than  thb: 

**  The  winds  are  awed,  nor  dare  to  brmtha  aload ; 
Tbe  air  seems  never  to  have  bonM  a  clovd, 
Bave  where  volcanoes  send  to  heaven  their  c«rl*d 
And  solemn  smokee,  like  altars  of  the  world  :*' 

Pinkhkt's  is  the  fixat  instanoe  in  thie  comiti 
ih  which  we  have  to  lament  the  pvoatilutioo  c 
true  poetical  genius  to  unworthy  pnipoaea.  Pe 
vading  much  that  he  wrote  there  is  a  aelfiah  mt 
lancholy  and  sullen  pride;  diasatia&ction  with  tli 
present,  and  doubts  in  xegaid  to  the  liitnre  lif 
The  great  distinguishing  ehaiacteriilic  of  Amcr 
can  poetiy  is  its  pure  and  high  molality.  Hay 
ever  be  so ! 


ITALY. 


THE  INDIAN'S  BRIDE. 


Know'st  thou  the  land  whichlovers  ought  to choosel 
Like  blcftsings  there  descend  the  sparkling  dews; 
In  gleaming  streams  the  crystal  rivers  run, 
The  purple  vintage  clusters  in  the  sun ; 
Odours  of  flowers  haunt  the  balmy  breeze. 
Rich  fruits  hang  high  upon  the  verdant  trees ; 
And  vivid  blossoms  gem  the  shady  groves. 
Where  bright-plumed  birds  discourse  their  careless 

loves. 
Beloved ! — speed  we  from  this  sullen  strand. 
Until  thy  light  feet  press  that  green  shore's  yellow 

sand. 

Iiook  seaward  thence,  and  naught  shall  meet  thine 
13 ut  fairy  isles,  like  paintings  on  the  sky;        [eye 
And,  flying  fast  and  free  before  the  gale. 
The  gaudy  vessel  with  its  glancing  sail ; 
And  waters  glittcruig  in  the  glare  of  noon. 
Or  touch'd  with  silver  by  the  stars  and  moon, 
Or  flcck*d  with  broken  lines  of  crimson  light, 
When  the  far  fisher's  fire  affronts  the  night. 
Lovely  as  loved !  toward  that  smiling  shore 
Bear  we  our  household  gods,  to  fix  forever  more. 

It  looks  a  dimple  on  the  face  of  earth, 

The  seal  of  beauty,  and  the  shrine  of  mirth ; 

Nature  is  delicate  and  graceful  there. 

The  place's  genius,  feminine  and  fair; 

Tlic  winds  are  awed,  nor  dare,  to  breathe  aloud ; 

The  air  seems  never  to  have  borne  a  cloud. 

Save  where  volcanoes  send  to  heaven  their  curl'd 

And  solemn  smokes,  like  altara.of  the  world. 

Thrice  beautiful ! — ^to  that  delightful  spot 

Carry  our  married  hearts,  and  be  all  pain  forgot 

There  Art,  too,  shows,  when  Nature's  beauty  palls. 
Her  sculptured  marbles,  and  her  pictured  walls ; 
And  there  are  forms  in  which  they  both  coiuq>ire 
To  whinper  themes  that  know  not  how  to  tire; 
The  speaking  ruins  in  that  gentle  clime 
Have  but  been  hallow'd  by  the  hand  of  Time, 
And  each  cnn  mutely  prompt  some  thought  of  flame: 
The  meanest  stone  is  not  without  a  name. 
Then  come,  belcved ! — hasten  o'er  the  sea, 
To  build  our  happy  hearth  in  blooming  Italy. 


Why  is  that  graceful  female  hen 
With  yon  red  hunter  of  the  deer? 
Of  gentle  mien  and  shape,  ehe  ■eeme 

For  civil  halls  dedgn'd, 
Tet  with  the  stately  savage  walki» 

As  she  were  of  his  kind. 
Look  on  her  leafy  diaden^    ' 
Enrich'd  with  many  a  floral  ^em: 
Those  simple  ornaments  aboat 

Her  candid  brow,  disdoee 
The  loitering  spring's  last  viofet. 

And  summer's  earliest  roee ; 
But  not  a  flower  lies  breathing  there 
Sweet  as  herself,  or  half  so  fidr. 
Exchanging  lustre  with  the  siui, 

A  part  of  day  she  strays— 
A  glancing,  living,  human  emile 

On  Nature's  face  she  playik 
Can  none  instruct  me  what  are  theee 
Companions  of  the  lofty  trees? 


Intent  to  blend  her  with  hie  lot, 
Fate  form'd  her  all  that  ha  waa  noC; 
And,  as  by  mere  nnlikenciw,  tfaooi^ts 

Associate  we  see. 
Their  hearts,  from  very  difieiSDC 

A  perfect  sympathy. 
The  household  goddeH  here  to  be 
Of  that  one  dusky  Totaiy» 
She  left  her  pallid  ooimtiymen. 

An  earthling  most  divine^ 
And  sought  in  this  aequeatei^d  woot 

A  solitary  shrine. 
Behold  them  roaming  band  in  hand. 
Like  night  and  deep^  along  the  biid ; 
Observe  their  movementa}— he  fi>r  htr 

Restrains  his  active  stride. 
While  she  assumes  a  bolder  gail 

To  ramble  at  his  side  | 
Thus,  even  as  the  steps  they  fiwne^ 
Their  souls  fiat  alter  to  the  wuat. 
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And  mom<eiiUj  (m^wH  (oild; 
*nhfr  oth^r  tcmp«ni  more  &jad  mot* 

Thr  mrtfd  with  Ihe  wild, 
Slie  tmaanitet  hun,  and  b« 
EJucAlei  hixa  la  liberty* 


O,  my  tKrt  ikef  noit  foon  be  old, — 

Ttmr  limbi  |iroTe  Giint,  their  brtMisLa  (t^l  c0]d  E 

Y^  ittfj  I  thmt  HyKui  psir 

]for«  tJiftii  mj  ward*  exprtts^ — 
TW  nnirukr  bemity  of  their  lo^ 

And  iMemijnf  bappin^H, 
niPjr  Iw^  not  bwn  r^uced  to  Ahmre 
n*  psinrul  plfjiAorei)  of  despair ; 
lll«tr  cun  dadioiM  not  lo  the  elcj, 

Xof  ifP  their  Widle*  cast, 
Ltkc  ffludowi  of  the  aHeraoon, 

Repioing  towiuds  the  pvt  t 
Wuh  nought  to  di««d  or  to  repent^ 
Tim  pmeot  jieUa  dieni  full  content, 
la  «)iildde  th«i  m  no  edm^ ; 

And  pBHimi  letidi  fb«b  way  of  life 

The  aoJy  dignity ; 
And  how  can  ihef  ha^  mf  cwmI — 
Whoiw  inteiievt  ooutetidii  with  Ihein  1 


The  worlds  for  all  they  know  of  it, 
li  thrin  J— fof  them  the  itars  me  lit  j 
For  thrrti  the  earth  beneath  U  arreen, 

The  heaTieni  alxnfp  are  bright ; 
Far  theci  the  mw>n  dolh  wax  and  wane. 

And  det^ml^  the  niglit ; 
For  them  Che  bfmnche*  of  those  tfem 
Wave  masac  m  the  vernal  brecie ; 
For  tfietn*  upon  that  dancing  rpraj, 

Tlie  &ee  biisd  mU  sn^d  singfl, 
An^  glitiainf  InMct^  flit  aboat 

Hpon  deligfaled  wmg»; 
Fcii  th^rm  that  brookf  the  bnkes  among, 
Munnun  ita  fmall  and  dfowsy  lon^; 
Far  them  the  nun3r<coldur'd  clcuda 

Thcij  ahapea  diTerBifj, 
And  rhaiu^  at  once^  tike  nniiet  and  frownflr 

The  eipitmUMfi  of  the  akv. 
Far  thern^  and  bj  thrm,  all  \»  gay^ 
And  fji«h  and  beautiful  as  thej  i 
The  images  thetr  minds  fccetve^ 

Hkeir  mipdt  aHimjInff^ 
To  outward  fefrmi.  iint>ajtiTtg  Ihua 

The  glory  of  their  state* 


Cmild  aught  he  painted  otJierwiae 

Than  fair,  Peen  ihrotitrh  her  utmr-bright  eyetl 

He,  ti&4,  becftUffe  »hp  filb  his  ffight, 

Eirh  Oli^  faltelj  lee*; 
The  pletjuite  »Jh«t  he  ha*  in  her  * 

Mak4^  all  thinp  iieem  to  \ 
And  thifl  ii  low  ;-^nd  it  i*  lifr 
Thej  kadf-^at  Indian  and  hia  wtft. 


SONG, 

Wx  break  the  ^hm,  wboce  sacrvd  wiiie, 

To  Kline  beloved  health  we  drain* 
Le*t  future  pledge*,  iese  divine, 

Should  o*er  the  hallow  M  toy  profane ; 
And  thuft  I  broke  a  heml  that  pour*d 

It«  tide  of  feoling^  out  for  thee. 
In  draughta,  by  aflcMimea  deplared^ 

Yet  dear  to  memorj. 

But  fiUU  the  old,  iropsiBiooM  way* 

And  hflbitfi  of  my  mi  ml  pemain. 
And  9  tilt  anhafjpy  U^ht  diBplays 

Thine  image  cbamber'd  in  my  brainy 
And  still  it  looks  as  when  the  houra 

Weiit  by  like  flighto  of  etnging  btnU, 
Or  that  «oft  chain  of  spoken  flowers^ 

And  airy  geuw^tby  worda* 


A  HEALTH. 

I  rii.t  this  cup  to  one  made  up 

Of  lovelinett  alone, 
A  woman,  of  her  gentle  sex 

The  seeming  paragon ; 
To  whom  the  lietter  elements 

And  kindly  Btors  have  ^ven 
A  form  fio  fair,  that,  like  the  air, 

*T  is  less  of  earth  than  heaven- 

Her  e^vTj  tone  i«  muaie's  own, 

Like  those  of  morning  HidNf 
And  aOTikething  more  than  melody 

D wells  ever  in  her  wchtIw; 
The  coinage  of  her  heart  are  they. 

And  from  her  Hps  each  flows 
Aja  one  msy  see  the  burden'd  bee 

Forth  isdue  Irom  the  rose. 

A  flections  are  n»  thoughts  to  her. 

The  mcasuncd  of  her  hours ; 
Her  feelings  have  the  fragraneyf 

The  freahnesw  ot  young  flowers ; 
A  nd  lovely  pa^ons^  changing  oft, 

So  fill  hef,  she  appcart 
The  image  of  IhemselTes  by  turns,— 

The  idol  of  piet  yeaii  I 

Of  her  bright  face  one  glance  will  trace 

A  picture  on  the  brain, 
And  of  her  voice  in  echoing  hesrU 

A  sound  must  long  remain ; 
But  memory,  iUch  a«  mine  of  her, 

80  very  much  endears, 
When  death  is  nigh  my  latest  aigh 

Will  not  be  life's,  but  hen, 

I  fitrd  tliis  eup  to  one  made  up 

Of  lovelinnss  aloive, 
A  woman,  of  her  gentle  sex 

The  seeming  pw^gon^ 
Her  health  I  and  would  on  earth  tb^re 

8omf^  more  of  such  a  frame » 
That  life  might  be  all  poetry, 

And  weannosH  a  name. 
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THE  VOYAGER'S  SONG.* 

SouxD  tmmpeteyho! — weigh  anchor — looten  sail — 
The  seaward  flying  banners  chide  delay; 
As  if  'twere  heaven  that  breathes  this  kindly  gale, 
Our  life-like  bark  beneath  it  speeds  away. 
Flit  wc,  a  gliding  dream,  with  troublous  motion, 
Across  the  slumbers  of  uneasy  ocean; 
And  furl  our  canvass  by  a  happier  land, 
So  fraught  with  emanations  from  the  sun, 
That  potable  gold  streams  through  the  sand 
Where  element  should  run. 

Onward,  my  friends,  to  that  bright,  florid  isle, 
The  jewel  of  a  smoothe  and  silver  sea, 
With  springs  on  which  perennial  summers  smile 
A  power  of  causing  immortality. 
For  Bimini ; — in  its  enchanted  ground, 
The  hallow'd  fountains  we  would  seek,  arc  found ; 
Bathed  in  the  waters  of  those  mystic  wells, 
The  frame  starts  up  in  renovated  truth. 
And,  freed  from  Time's  deforming  spells. 
Resumes  its  proper  youth. 

Hail,  bitter  birth ! — once  more  my  feelings  all 
A  graven  image  to  themselves  shall  make, 
And,  placed  upon  my  heart  for  pedestal, 
That  glorious  idol  long  will  keep  awake 
Their  natural  religion,  nor  be  cast 
'i'o  earth  by  Age,  the  great  Iconoclast 
As  from  Gadara's  founts  they  once  could  come, 
Oharm-caird,  from  these  Love's  genii  shall  arise. 
And  build  their  perdurable  home, 
MiiiAXDA,  in  thine  eyes. 

By  Nature  wisely  gifled,  not  destroy'd 
With  irolden  presents,  like  the  Roman  maid, — 
A  sublunary  paradise  enjoy *d, 
Shall  teach  thee  bliss  inca]pable  of  shade  ;^ 
An  Eden  ours,  nor  angry  goJs,  nor  men. 
Nor  star-clad  Fates,  can  take  from  us  again. 
Superior  to  animal  decay. 
Sun  of  tliat  perfect  heaven,  thou 'It  calmly  see 
Stag,  raven,  phenix,  drop  away 
With  human  transiency. 

Thus  rich  in  being, — ^bcantiful, — adored. 
Fear  not  exhausting*  pleasure's  precious  mine ; 
The  wondrous  waters  we  approach,  when  pour'd 
On  passion's  lees,  supply  the  wasted  wine : 
Then  be  thy  bosom's  tenant  prodigal, 
And  confident  of  termless  carnival. 
Like  idle  yellow  leaves  afloat  on  time. 
Let  others  lapse  to  death's  pacific  sea, — 
We  '11  fade  nor  fall,  but  sport  sublime 
In  green  eternity. 

♦  "  A  tradition  prevailMl  ninnng  the  natives  of  Puerto 
Rico,  that  in  the  Isle  of  Bimini,  one  of  the  Lucayos, 
tliere  was  a  fountain  of  sneh  wonderAil  vlrtne,  as  to  re-   j 
n  ■  w  the  youth  and  recall  the  vigour  of  every  person  who   | 
hnfhed  in  Its  salutary  waters.    In  hopes  of  finding  this 
rmnd  restorative.  Ponce  de  I^on  and  his   followers,   ' 
rnneed  through  the  Islands,  searching  with  fhiitless  soil- 
litiidc  for  the  fountain,  which  was  the  chief  object  of 
the  ezpedltior.*'— RoaEBT80R*s  Jharrka.  ' 


d 


The  envious  yeui,  wfatdtfltad  our 
Mayst  call  at  once,  like  magic 
And,  as  they  paw  o'er  thine  imwillMrkig  broir, 
Efface  their  footsteps  era  Ihej  fixm  a  tiack. 
Thy  bloom  with  wUfiil  weeping  new  atain, 
Perpetual  life  must  not  belong  to  pain. 
For  me, — this  world  has  not  yet  Iwen  a  phot 
Conscious  of  joys  so  great  aa  will  be 
Because  the  light  has  kias'd  no  &oe 
Forever  &ir  aa  thine. 


A  PICTURE-SONG. 

How  may  this  little  tablet  idgn 

The  features  of  a  fiioe, 
Which  o'er  informs  with  Uwelineai, 

Its  proper  share  of  space ; 
Or  human  hands  on  ivoiy, 

Enable  us  to  see 
The  charms,  that  all  most  wonder  at» 

Thou  work  of  gods  in  thee ! 

But  yet,  methinki,  that  sunny  amQe 

Familiar  stories  tells. 
And  I  should  know  those  pladd  wjm. 

Two  shaded  crystal  walla; 
Nor  can  my  soal,  the  limner'a  art 

Attesting  with  a  aigfa« 
Forget  the  blood  that  deck'd  thy  dMsk, 

As  rosy  clouds  the  sky*. 

They  could  not  semble  what  tfaoa  an. 

More  excellent  than  fair, 
As  soft  as  sleep  or  pity  ia, 

And  piire  as  mountain-air ; 
But  here  are  common,  earthly  hoea, 

To  such  an  aspect  wrooght. 
That  none,  save  thine,  can  aecm  ao  liki 

The  beautiful  of  thought 

The  song  I  sing,  thy  likeness  like, 

Is  painful  mimicry 
Of  something  better,  which  ia  now 

A  memory  to  me. 
Who  have  upon  life's  frozen  aea 

Arrived  the  icy  spot. 
Where  man's  magnetic  fiedinga  show 

Their  guiding  tadL  forgot 


The  sportive  hopes,  that  need  to  < 

Their  shifting  shadowa  on. 
Like  children  playing  in  the  eon, 

Are  gdpe— forever  gone; 
And  on  a  careless,  soUen  peaee, 

My  double-fronted  mind. 
Like  J  ANUS  when  his  gates  wen  ahvt. 

Looks  forward  and  behind. 

Apollo  placed  his  harp,  of  o)l 

A  while  upon  a  stone, . 
Which  has  resounded  since,  when  atrackt 

A  breaking  harp-aliing's  tone; 
And  thus  my  heart,  thongfa  wholly  i 

From  early  aoftncM  free. 
If  touch'd,  will  yield  ^  mww  ycC. 

It  fint  received  of  thee. 


THE  OLD  TREE, 

A*i>  II  U  goTMi,  ths.%  Tenerable  tree, 
Aid  «fwetAtoi:  of  mj  infancy  ! — 
~  IV  Atviil  upon  tbiii  very  spot, 
JM  n0ir  «iini>»t  it«  abs^uce  li  forgot 
Z  kocw  iti  mighty  £tr«ng1h  hud  known  decaj, 
ItA  b^ft^  like  c viiTTy  old  one,  alirunk  awiij^ 
Dot  divttffil  ftui  ihtl  iis  fmm«  woiild  Ckll,  erenun^ 
Ai  dl  partook  mj  we^rj  toiirif  decline. 

Tlie  gf«*ftt  rtfonniiL,  ^at  each  day  reraov^a 
Ilnr  old.  ret  never  on  tbe  aid  improves, 
T^  dourd.  Time*  thai  tike  a  child  d«rtroj9, 
A«  iipoft  or  Bplcpti  may  prompt,  hii  unetimt  toys, 
4nd  ilMpei  their  mina  bito  »omcthing  Dew^^' 
Bm  |ltd&«d  other  pUjthiiifrs  where  it  grew, 
Hi*  Wind  pufnuM  txi  unohstruftcd  iMumcp 
Whu'ti  ojiixi  among  its  ki^cs  delay *d  perforoe ; 
Tht  turroleai  Hamadryad*  thjil  of  yore 
Inhabit  ite  bolsi  rabnata  no  mot^ ; 
IlA  fooiii  tiiif«  king  ttoee  felt  the  ruthJeiMi  p!o\]gh — 
Tbefv  b  no  TiMligo  of  its  glories  now  1 
But  in  my  mind,  wblcb  doth  not  gooq  forget. 
That  fvn^fthle  tree  u  growifig  yet ; 
ff Ofinj^'d,  Hki^  thoao  wild  pLiuit«  ttmt  fe<^  on  air. 
By  iSloitgbta  of  yewia  anconTeraant  with  care, 
A«id  TMona  cueh  M  p«a»  ere  man  gTow»  wholly 
A  6^fidi«h  thing,  or  miachifif  adda  to  foUy, 
I  «ttll  lirholil  it  with  my  GuieyV  eye, 
A  vmttaot  noord  of  the  days  gono  hj  t 
I  w  aoC  ll|#  viraet  form  and  face  more  i^ain, 

nMoetoij  ttifis  a  weight  npon  my  brain. 

to  my  ionsr,  'ii*'!  dejwer  to  my  mnlj 
Wha  knew  but  balf  my  heat%  yet  bid  the  whole 
Bun  of  my  Ii£p,  whooe  pnMnce  and  who«e  flight 
Iti  brief  da.y  catis^,  aiid  neTer-ending-  nis^ht  i 
Muat  this  deli^htlesa  ^erw,  which  i«  indet^ 
*rh«  ine«  wild  pnsduct  of  a  worth!e«s  wec*l, 
(Bill  whirh.  like  eundowenij  tnnw  a  loviijg  face 
Tf  >  wird  ft  th  e  last  ligb  U  >uid  acornft  iU  birth  and  pluctf^ ) 
End  wtth  *ueh  cold  aUusion  unto  you, 
To  wbofn,  in  youth,  my  very  dreams  were  true  T 
It  miift;  t  h;iTe  no  more  of  that  aoti  kind. 
My  mge  U  not  the  «tme,  nor  is  ray  mind. 


TO 


TwAt  ffre;  the  broadly  phining  tun 

lu  long,  nbatial  course  httd  ron  i 

The  ti^JJi^t  heaven*  so  wft  and  blufl, 

Mrt  earth  in  lender  intetview, 

E>a  as  the  ingel  met  of  yore 

Hi*  ^fted  mortal  paramour, 

Womiin,  a  ehiJd  of  morning  then» — 

A  iipiHt  siLlli— ^nmpaTwJ  with  men. 

Likr  bappy  iatatida  of  the  sky» 

The  gleaming  donda  pepo»cd  on  high, 

Eiicb  fixW  anhlimei  deprived  of  moticiOr 

A  Delias  to  the  airy  ocean. 

V\n^n  the  itirle«a  4iore  no  breeMr 

Hhuok  thi*  gtwQ  drapery  of  the  trees. 

Of.  rebel  to  trmnqnitlity, 

Awtike  a  ripple  on  tbe  tea- 

Nor,  in  a  more  tumultuous  mund. 

Were  the  world'*  audible  breathing*  drown*d ; 


The  low,  strange  bum  of  berlmge  growings 

The  voicu  of  htddon  waU^rs  flowing. 

Made  songs  of  nature,  which  the  car 

Could  searcely  he  pronouiKed  to  hf»r  i 

But  noise  had  furrd  its  subtle  wbga, 

And  moved  not  through  mdterial  thbg^^ 

At!  which  lay  caUn  m  they  hud  been 

Parts  of  the  painter's  mifnic  soeneu 

T  wfts  eve ;  my  thought*  belong  to  thee^ 

Thou  shape  of  separate  memory  T 

When,  hke  a  utream  to  limds  of  flame, 

Unto  my  mind  a  vL«ion  eame. 

Methought,  from  hnman  haunts  and  strife 

Remote,  we  hved  a  loving  life ; 

Our  wedded  spirits  Beeui*d  to  blend 

In  barinony  too  sweet  to  end. 

Such  coneord  as  the  echoes  cberi^ 

Fondly,  hut  Irtive  at  length  to  perish. 

Wet  rain-stars  are  thy  luctd  eyes, 

Tlie  Hyadt'-^  of  eftfthiy  skies. 

But  thm  upon  my  hemrt  thoy  nhone. 

As  shines  on  snow  the  forvid  »un. 

And  fiWt  went  by  those  moments  briflht, 

Like  meteors  ^booting  through  the  night; 

But  faster  fleeted  the  wild  dream 

That  clothed  them  with  Iht'ir  transient  bcsmi. 

Yet  love  can  year*  to  days  eoiidf^nsf^ 

And  long  appcaj'd  lb  at  life  intense ; 

It  w&«,— to  give  a  better  measUTO 

Than  time,^ — «  century  of  pteaEuic 

ELYgrUM. 

Snie  dwel1e4h  in  Ely fi  urn ;  there, 
Like  Echo,  floating  in  (h4>  lir; 
F'ccding  on  light  m  feed  the  floweri, 
She  flccta  away  uncounted  hours, 
Where  halcyon  Peace,  smonjt  the  hleaa'd, 
Sits  brooding  oVr  bei  tranquil  ne*t. 

She  needs  no  impulse  ;  one  she  i*, 
Whom  thonc^ht  ^uppIicA  with  ample  bUss : 
Tbe  fancies  faahiou'd  in  her  mind 
By  Hf^ven,  arc  after  tt4  own  kind } 
Like  sky -reflections  in  a  liikc^ 
Whose  adm  no  winds  occur  to  break. 

Her  memory  is  purified. 

And  ihfl  aeems  never  to  have  sigh'd ; 

She  hath  forgot  the  wsy  to  weep ; 

Her  being  is  a  joyous  ulcf  p ; 

The  mere  imagining  of  psin. 

Hath  passM,  ami  tannot  come  again. 

Eicept  of  pleasure  mo*t  intense 

And  conntant,  she  bath  i^ist  all  acjiae ; 

Her  life  ii»  day  wilhoot  a  ntgbt, 

An  endless^  innocent  ddight; 

No  chance  her  hnppinessi  new  msra, 

Howc'er  Fate  twine  her  wreaths  of  starp, 

And  palpable  and  purr,  the  part 
Which  pleasure  pjayr'tb  w Jlh  her  h*ari ; 
For  every  joy  that  seekfi  the  maid. 
Foregoes  ila  common  painful  shade 
I^ke  Kbapes  that  iwiiii'  from  the  grove 
AfcsjIiaHf  dedicate  to  Jote 
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TO  H- 


Ths  firstlings  of  my  simple  song 

Were  offer'd  to  thy  name ; 
Again  the  altar,  idle  Iojqi?, 

In  worship  rears  its  flame. 
My  sacrifice  of  snllen  years. 
My  many  hecatombs  of  tears, 

No  happier  hours  recall — 
Yet  may  thy  wandering  thoughts  restore 
To  one  who  ever  loved  thee  more 

Than  fickle  Fortune's  alL 

And  now,  farewell !— and  although  here 

Men  hate  the  source  of  pain, 
I  hold  thee  and  thy  follies  dear, 

Nor  of  thy  faults  complain. 
For  my  misused  and  blighted  powers. 
My  waste  of  miserable  hours, 

I  will  accuse  thee  not : — 
The  fool  who  could  from  self  depart. 
And  take  for  fate  one  human  heurt, 

Deserved  no  better  lot 

I  reck  of  mine  the  less,  because 

In  wiser  moods  I  feel 
A  doubtful  question  of  its  cause 

And  nature.  On  me  steal — 
An  ancient  notion,  that  time  flings 
Our  pains  and  pleasures  firom  his  wings 

With  much  equality — 
And  that,  in  reason,  happiness 
Both  of  accession  and  decrease 

Incapable  must  be. 

Unwise,  or  most  unfortunate, 

My  way  was ;  let  the  sign. 
The  proof  of  it,  be  simply  this— 

Thou  art  not,  wert  not  mine ! 
For  His  the  wont  of  chance  to  bless 
Pursuit,  if  patient,  with  success ; 

And  envy  may  repine. 
That,  commonly,  some  triumph  must 
Be  won  by  every  lasting  lust. 

How  I  have  lived  imports  not  now; 

I  am  about  to  die. 
Else  I  might  chide  thee  that  my  life 

Has  been  a  stifled  sigh ; 
Ycfl,  life ;  for  times  beyond  the  line 
Our  parting  traced,  appear  not  mine, 

Or  of  a  world  gone  by ; 
And  often  almost  would  evince, 
My  soul  had  transmigrated  since.     . 

Pass  wasted  flowers ;  alike  the  grave. 

To  which  I  fast  go  down. 
Will  give  the  joy  of  nothingness 

To  me,  and  to  renown : 
Unto  its  careless  tenants,  fame 
Is  idle  as  that  gilded  name, 

Of  vanity  the  crown, 
Helvetian  hands  inscribe  upon 
The  forehead  of  a  skeleton. 

List  the  last  cadence  of  a  lay. 

That,  closing  as  begun. 
Is  govem'd  by  a  note  of  pain, 

O,  lost  and  worshipped  one ! 


None  shall  attend  a  Mdd«r  ftniii. 
Till  MxxiroM's  atatoe  aUnd  agBin 

To  monm  tfia  petting  ann,^ 
Nor  awe^er,  if  my  nnmben  Mem 
To  share  the  natore  of  Ifaflir  1 


SERENADE. 

Look  out  upon  the  stars,  my  knre. 

And  shame  them  wit!i  thinA  eyes, 
On  which,  than  on  the  lights  abore^ 

There  hang  more  destiniea. 
Night's  beauty  is  the  hannony 

Of  blending  shades  and  h^ ; 
Then,  lady,  up, — look  out,  and  be 

A  sister  to  the  night ! — 

Sleep  not ! — thine  image  wakea  fer  aye 

Within  my  watching  breast; 
Sleep  not ! — ^firom  her  soft  sleep  shooU  ij, 

Who  robs  ail  hearta  of  net 
Nay,  lady,  firom  thy  slamben  break, 

And  nnke  this  daikneaa  gay 
With  looks,  whose  brightneaa  well  m^ma! 

Of  darker  nights  a  day. 


THE' WIDOW'S  SONG. 

I  Buav  no  incense,  hang  no  wieeth 

O'er  this,  thine  early  tomb : 
Such  cannot  cheer  the  place  of  death. 

Bat  only  mock  its  gloom. 
Here  odorous  smoke  and  braathing  flower 

No  grateful  influence  dbed ; 
They  loee  their  perfume  and  their  power, 

When  ofier'd  to  the  dead. 

And  if,  as  is  the  Afgfaaun's  oeed* 

The  spirit  may  retom, 
A  disembodied  sense,  to  feed 

On  firagrance,  near  its  om- 
it is  enough,  that  ahe,  whom  thou 

Didst  love  ui  living  years. 
Sits  desolate  beside  it  now. 

And  fells  theae  heavy  teanu 


SONG. 


I  imn  not  name  thy  thrilling  name, 

Though  now  I  drink  to  thee,  n^  dew» 
Since  all  sonnds  shape  that  magic  wcrdL 

That  fell  upon  my  eery— Mabt  ; 
And  silence,  with  a  wakefidi  Toioe, 

Speaka  it  in  accents  loudly  five, 
As  darkness  hath  a  light  that  ahowa 

Thy  gentle  fece  to  me^— MAmr. 

I  pledge  thee  in  the  gfape'a  pan  boii1» 

With  scarce  one  hope,  and  many  €mii^ 
Miz'd,  were  I  of  a  mdthig  mood. 

With  many  bitter  team^— Mabt*- 
I  pledge  thee,  and  the  empty  cnp 

Emblems  thia  hoMow  1&  of  r  ' 
To  which,  a  gone  enchantment 

No  mdra  wilt  be  the  wine^— Maby. 


FORTUNATUS  COSBY. 


tlorAllBl.] 


F^ftTTif  ATTB  Cobby,  &  won  of  Mr.  Justice  Con- 
>T,  ioT  mmnj  jtmn  one  of  the  moat  eminent  law- 
ftr*  of  Loui«dUe,  Kentuekj,  wan  borti  at  Harrod'H 
Cf«ek,  J«^erE«0  eoanty,  in  that  stitte,  on  the 
Rcond  of  Mfty,  1B03 ;  graJuateJ  «t  Yalo  CoUege 
ia  1919  ;  lutrried  n.  young  lady  of  New  England 
in  IB25 ;  ind  ha^  eint«  been  knoiirn  a«  a  lover  of 
literatnre,  and  a  poet,  thougb  too  Cflreleiss  of  bl< 
^me  aa  ui  author  to  collect  the  many  waih  he 
bu  from  time  to  time  contributed  to  the  period!- 
eak,  lome  of  which  have  been  widely  published 
Dftdar  tbe  namea  of  other  writem.  In  hia  later 
ftmtm  he  haa  fetided  In  Waahtngtoti. 


Mr.  C08BY  hat  aung  with  Qatnful  gme«  tnd 
genuine  feeling  of  domeadc  hfe,  and  of  the  diarma 
of  nature,  a«  «e«n  in  the  Imuhant  west^  where,  in 
hia  owu  time,  foreata  of  a  thaueand  y^^aj^  have  dlR- 
appeared  before  the  axe  of  the  eetLJer^  and  citioi, 
with  all  the  institutions  of  cultivated  aodety,  bave 
taken  tbe  p[a ires  cf  wigwams  and  hunting-eampaw 
Among  the  longer  elfuEiojia  which  he  liaa  printed 
anonymously ,  besidw  tbe  IbUowing  fine  ode  *♦  To 
the  Mo<^king  Bird/'  (written  about  Uie  year  1836,) 
tiiaj  be  mentioned  "  1'he  Traveler  in  tbe  Desert," 
**  A  Dream  of  Long  Ago,"  "Fireiide  Fancier"  and 
"  The  Solilaxy  Fountain/' 


TO  THE  MOCKIKG  BIBB.' 

Bird  of  the  wild  and  wondrous  song, 

I  bear  thy  rich  and  varied  voice 
Swelling  the  greenwood  depthi  among. 

Till  hill  and  vale  tbe  while  rejioicre. 
Spetl-boundi,  entranced,  in  rapture'a  cbu% 
I  liat  to  that  inapirtng  strain  ; 
1  lJiit«d  tha  fomt'a  tangled  maze 

Tbe  fhoi2iiiid  choriatera  to  aee, 
Wbo»  mingled  thua,  their  voices  raise 

In  lb  at  deltcious  minirtreltiy  ; 
I  search  in  vj^m  each  pause  between — ■ 
The  chonU  band  is  still  unEeen. 

T  ia  but  the  moBjc  of  a  dream,  , 

An  airy  Kiund  that  mocks  the  ear; 
But  hark  again !  tbe  eaglets  scream — 

It  Toae  and  fell,  dLsUnct  and  dear! 
AndUfitt  in  yonder  hawthorn  bush, 
The  red- bird,  robin,  and  the  thruiih  I 
Loft  in  amaie  I  took  around, 

Nor  thrush  nor  eagle  there  behold  : 
But  mil  that  rich  erial  cound, 

I^ke  aome  forgotten  «ong  of  old 
That  o'er  the  heart  baa  held  control, 
Fail*  sweetJy  on  the  ravisliod  bouL 

And  yet  the  MotnU  are  vocal  atill, 

Tbe  air  is  muitical  with  song ; 
OVr  the  near  stream,  above  tbe  hill. 

The  wilderiog  nolca  are  home  along; 
But  whence  that  gu»h  of  rare  delight  1 
And  what  art  thoo,  or  bird,  or  sprite  T.^-^ 
Prrchfd  on  yon  maple's  topmost  bough, 

VVitb  glancing  wing*  and  rontli^aa  feet, 
Bird  of  untiring  throat,  art  ihou 

Sole  *otig«tpr  in  thia  concert  uweet ! 


•  In  Mrtfcir  edltkjm  U  Ihii  Tolomi?  «rT«iu>£puiIjr  *ttr|- 
bnWI  t«  Mr.  Jjltui^  U.  Hsu* 


So  perfect,  full,  and  richj  each  part, 
ll  mocks  the  highest  reach  of  art 

Once  more,  once  more,  that  thrilling  strain  !-^ 

ri!H>mcned  owl,  Iw  mule,  be  mute  t — 
Tby  native  tones  t  hear  again, 

More  sweet  than  harp  or  lover^a  lute; 
Compared  with  thy  in^paaRioued  tale, 
How  cold,  how  tame  the  rvightingsde, 
Alaa !  caprimoui  in  thy  power, 

Thy  "wDod>notfl  wUd'*  again  is  fled; 
The  mimic  rulca  the  changeful  hour. 

And  all  the  «^soul  of  song''  is  dead! 
But  no — ^to  every  borrowod  tone 
He  lendi  a  aweetneos  all  hia  own  i 

On  glittering  wing,  erect  and  bright, 

With  arrowy  gpeeJ  be  dart*  alofl, 
As  though  bis  soul  hod  u*en  ita  ^ight, 

In  that  last  strain^  ao  sad  and  soft, 
And  he  would  caU  it  back  to  life. 
To  mingle  in  the  mimic  atrife  1 
And  ever,  to  each  fitful  lay,  » 

Hi«  frame  in  restless  motion  wheeU, 
As  though  he  wotild  indeed  easay 

To  act  the  ecstacy  be  feels- — 
Ab  though  his  very  feet  kept  time 
To  that  inimitable  chime  I 

And  ever,  as  the  rising  moon 

Ctimba  with  futl  orb  the  trees  above, 
He  sings  hia  most  enchanting  tune, 

White  echi«  wakes  throuf^h  all  the  grove  ; 
His  descant  soothes,  in  care's  despite. 
The  weary  watches  of  tbe  night ; 
The  aleepcr  frofii  his  ciiuch  siarU*  up,  , 

To  iii»tcn  to  til  at  lay  lorlom ; 
And  he  i^ho  ^^lualfa^  ihe  midnti{:ht  cup 

Look!)  out  tn  iHce  the  purple  morn  I 
Oh,  ever  in  tbe  merry  spring, 
Sweet  niitnie,  let  me  hear  tliee  aingl 
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JAMES  WILLIAM  MILLER. 


[Born  Bboat  1801.    Med  1839.] 


James  William  Miller  was  a  young  man  of 
singular  refinement,  and  most  honorable  character, 
"  with  the  single  defect  of  indecision/'  which,  ac- 
cording to  his  biographer, "  attended  almost  every 
action  in  his  chequered  existence/' so  that,  young 
as  he  was  when  he  died,  "  be  had  been  engaged 
in  as  many  as  eight  different  pursuits,  none  of 
which  was  prosecuted  with  sufficient  perseverance 
to  command  success."  In  1828,  afler  having 
passed  some  time  in  the  desultory  study  of  the 
law,  at  Middleborough,  near  Boston,  he  suddenly 
determined  to  make  a  desperate  effort^  to  acquire 
fortune,  or  at  least  a  competence,  in  the  West  In- 
dies; and  afler  visiting  several  of  the  islands, 
finally  settled  upon  one  of  those  which  are  subject 
to  Spain,  and  though  his  health  was  feeble  ^d 
precarious,  was  prosecuting  his  plans  with  great 
energy,  and  prospects  of  abundant  success,  when 


he  died — ^hia  brain  and  heart  and  body  orertaakeJ 
— in  1829,  at  the  age  of  tw«nty-Mven  yean.  Mr 
N.  P.  Willis  deacribea  him,  in  hii  «•  American 
Monthly  Magazine,"  for  October,  1830,  u  having 
been  **  a  man  of  exceeding  sendtiTeiiesa,  and  great 
delicacy,  both  of  native  dispoaitioD  and  cnlture  ;* 
and  «*  of  that  kind  of  genius  which  im  out  of  plaa 
in  common  life,  and  which,  at  the  same  time  tba 
it  interests  and  attracts  you,  ezdteayonr  fear  am 
pity." 

Mr.  Miller  was  for  a  short  time  aaaociatec 
with  John  Nbal  in  the  editorship  of  ''Thi 
Yankee,"  and  he  wrote  for  this  and  other  period- 
icals, many  poems,  simple  and  touching  in  senti 
ment,  for  the  moat  part,  but  with  indications  of  hb 
constitutional  carelessness,  which  after  his  deatli 
were  collected  and  published,  with  a  graoefol  and 
appreciative  memoir. 


A  SHOWER. 

The  pleasant  rain ! — the  pleasant  rain ! 

By  fits  it  plashing  falls 
On  twangling  leaf  and  dimpling  pool — 

How  sweet  its  warning  calls ! 
They  know  it — all  the  bosomy  vales. 

High  slopes,  and  verdant  meads ; 
The  queenly  elms  and  princely  oaks 

Bow  down  their  grateful  heads. 

The  withering  grass,  and  fading  flowers, 

And  drooping  shrubs  look  gay  ; 
The  bubbly  brook,  with  gladlier  song, 

Hies  on  its  endless  way  ! 
All  things  of  earth,  all  grateful  things ! 

Put  on  their  robes  of  cheer ; 
They  hear  the  sound  of  the  warning  burst, 

And  know  the  rain  is  near. 

It  comes !  it  comes !  the  pleasant  rain ! 

I  drink  its  cooler  breath ; 
It  is  rich  with  sighs  of  fainting  flowers, 

And  roses'  fragrant  death ; 
It  hath  kissM  the  tomb  of  the  lilly  pale. 

The  beds  where  violets  die, 
And  it  bears  its  life  on  its  living  wings — 

I  feel  it  wandering  by. 


♦  **  lie  left  thin  country  abruptly,  to  mn  a  wild  haiard 
of  life  for  which  hii>  delicate  habits  unfitted  him — for  a  re- 
ward most  distant  and  vWon.iry. . . .  The  country  he  was 
f;<>iii^'  to  was  rude  and  Kickly ;  the  puniuitHhe  wa«toen;;aKo 
in  Wfro  cciar^e  and  repulsive:  the  lan;;un};e,  the  people, 
new  to  liim:  the  pro*peots  of  puccesti  too  distant  for  any- 
thing but  dffjteration." — yUiee  by  iV.  P.  }ViUu. 
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And  yet  it  comes !  the  ligbtning'a  1 

Hath  torn  the  lowering  cloud ; 
With  a  distant  roar,  and  a  nearer  craaht  ■ 

Out  bursts  the  thunder  loud; 
It  comes  with  the  rush  of  a  god'a  deaoent 

On  the  hush'd  and  trembling  earth. 
To  visit  the  shrines  of  the  hallowM  grovn 

Where  a  poet*s  soul  had  birth. 

With  a  rush  as  of  a  thousand  atoedia 

Is  the  mighty  god's  deeoent; 
Beneath  the  weight  of  his  paadng  tnad. 

The  conscious  groves  are  bent. 
His  heavy  tread — it  is  lighter  now — 

And  yet  it  passeth  on ; 
And  now  it  is  up,  with  a  radden  lifr— 

The  pleasant  rain  hath  gone. 

The  pleasant  rain ! — the  pleasant  rain! 

It  hath  passed  above  the  earth, 
I  see  the  smile  of  the  opening  dood. 

Like  the  parted  lips  of  mirth. 
The  golden  joy  is  spreading  wide 

Along  the  blushing  west, 
And  the  happy  earth  gives  back  her  amilca. 

Like  the  glow  of  a  grateful,  breast 

As  a  blessing  sinks  in  a  grateful  hearty 

That  knoweth  all  its  need. 
So  came  the  good  of  tlie  pleasant  rain. 

O'er  hill  and  verdant  mead. 
It  shall  breathe  this  truth  on  the  human  ear. 

In  hall  and  cotter's  home, 
That  to  bring  the  gift  of  a  bounteous  Heaven, 

The  pleasant  rain  hath  eome. 


ALBERT  G.  GREENE 


[lar^UQII,] 


Ms,  GacKiri  waa  bom  in  Providencfl,  Kbode 
itand,  on  thw  tenlh  day  of  February,  ISO^*  He 
r»  educated  *l  Brcrwn  University,  in  that  dtj,  at 
riiidi  be  wwfl  gndu&UNil  in  1820.  He  was  soon 
Jlrr  wimitted  to  the  liar,  and  followE^d  hui  prafei}- 
icHi  Qziti!  1334t  when  he  waji  electa  to  an  oMce 
ndef  the  citj-  ^^enuoent,  in  which  he  tuu  aiace 


THE  BAEON  S  LAST  BANQXmX. 

0*1  a.  «  Sfiw  couch  the  acttiTig  mm 

Had  thrcTirn  it«  Iat«#triy, 
Where  in  hii  East  BtroDg  a^nj 

A  dying  warrior  bj. 
The  Btern,  o^d  Bafon  Ht^Dr&Kn>  ^ 

Whose  fame  had  neW  bpea  bent 
By  waiting  pain,  tiU  time  and  toil 

It*  kon  strength  had  spent. 

"  The  J  come  luound  roe  here,  and  s^j 

My  doy»  of  life  are  oVfi 
That  I  thaU  mount  my  noble  etogd 

And  lead  my  bi&nd  no  more ; 
They  eome,  and  to  my  heard  they  dara 

To  tfU  in<^  now,  that  I, 
Their  own  heg»  lord  and  ma»ter  bor% — 

That  I— ha!  ha  I— must  die. 

»  And  whai  b  death  ?  I  \c  dancd  him  oft 

Before  the  Paynitp  spcor,^ 
Think  ye  he*«  entered  at  my  guVa, 

Ham  coijw  to  »epk  lue  here  ? 
IVe  met  him,  faced  hlmi  icom^d  him, 

When  the  fight  wa*  mgjng  hot,— » 
ru  tTj  his  mig:ht^ — Fll  bnive  hii  power; 

Defy,  and  fear  biro  not 

**Ho!  «ound  the  tocsin  from  my  tower, — 

And  fire  the  culTenn^ — 
Did  each  retainer  arm  with  tpefld,— 

Call  every  Tastsal  in  ; 
Up  with  my  banner  on  the  wall, — 

The  banquet  board  prepare, — 
Throw  wide  the  portal  of  mj  hall, 

And  bring  my  armour  there  !^* 

A  bundriKi  handii  were  busy  then, — 

The  banqoel  forth  wus  spread, — 
And  nmf  the  heavy  oftkon  floor 

With  many  a  mflrtiBl  tread, 
\^"hife  from  the  rich,  dark  tracery 

Alont*  Ihevfitilted  walJ, 
Lis:htj  gles*m'd  on  hirTi(*sj,pturiie,  and  apear, 

O'er  the  proud,  old  Gothic  holL 


remained.  One  of  hl^  e^Uest  metrical  composi* 
tions  waa  the  familiar  piece  entitled  "Old  Gnmea," 
which  waE  written  in  the  year  in  which  he  entered 
Ih©  univcrsdty. 

His  poemai  eicept  one  dciiveied  before  a  litemry 
Bociety,  at  Provide  ace,  were  written  for  period  ieaia, 
and  have  never  bei^  pubUahed  in  a  collected  form. 


Faat  hurrying  through  the  outer  gate^ 

The  raail'd  retajners  pour'd, 
On  through  the  portafa  frowning  arch. 

And  throng'd  around  the  hoardi 
While  at  it*  head,  within  bia  dart. 

Carved  oaken  chair  of  atate, 
ArmM  cap-a'pie,  stem  Hiri»toaii, 

With  girded  bJehion,  Bate, 

**Fill  every  b«aker  op,  my  men, 

Pour  forth  the  cheering  wine ; 
Theresa  life  and  iitrength  in  every  dropj^ 

Tbankagiving  to  the  vine  I 
Are  ye  all  therts,  my  vaaaala  true^ — 

Mine  eyes  are  wa:cing  dim  ;"^ 
Filt  roundi  my  tried  and  fearleaa  onetp 

Each  Kohlet  to  the  brim* 

"  Ye  *re  there,  but  yet  I  see  ye  noL 

Draw  forth  each  truity  aword,**' 
And  let  me  hear  your  faithful  steel 

Clash  once  around  my  board ; 
I  bear  it  faintly  i^—Loudcr  yet  f— 

What  eloga  my  heavy  breath  1 
Up  allt — and  fshout  for  RvMnER, 

'Defiance  unto  Death!* " 

Bowl  rang  to  howl, — ateel  clangr'd  to  tteel, 

— And  rose  a  deafenincp  cry 
That  made  the  torches  flnre  around. 

And  ahook  the  flaga  on  high  ; — 
"  Ho  I  craveni,  do  ye  fear  him  T — 

8favei,  traitofB !  have  ye  flown  1 
Ho  J  coward«,  have  ye  le/V  mc 

To  meet  him  here  alone! 

But  J  defy  him  i— let  him  come  T 

Down  raniic  the  maaay  cup, 
While  from  its  sheath  the  ready  blade 

Came  fliuibin;;*'  halfway  up; 
And,  with  the  bti^k  %nA  heavy  plumei 

Scarre  trembhiii|:  on  bf«  head, 
There,  in  hi  it  ilark,  earved*  oaken  chair^ 

Old  Rt^Dr&sm  Ht,  dttul^ 
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TO  THE  WEATHERCOCK  ON  OUR 
STEEPLE. 

Thb  dawn  has  broke,  the  mom  ia  op, 

Another  day  begun ; 
And  there  thy  poised  and  gilded  spear 

Is  flashing  in  the  sun, 
Upon  that  steep  and  lofty  tower 

Where  thou  thy  watch  hast  kept, 
A  true  and  faithful  sentinel, 

While  all  around  thee  slept 

Por  years,  upon  thee,  there  has  poured 

The  sumraer*s  noon-day  heat, 
And  throuji^h  the  long,  dark,  starless  night, 

The  winter  storms  have  beat ; 
But  yet  thy  duty  has  liecn  done, 

By  day  and  night  the  same. 
Still  thou  hast  met  and  facod  the  stoim, 

Whichever  way  it  came. 

No  chilling  blast  in  wrath  has  swept 

Along  the  distant  heaven. 
But  thou  hastwatch'd  its  onward  course, 

And  distant  warning  given ; 
Aqd  when  mid-summer's  sultry  beams 

Oppress  all  living  things, 
Thou  dost  foretell  each  breeze  that  comet 

With  health  upon  its  wings. 

How  oil  I  Ve  seen,  at  early  dawn, 

Or  twilight's  quiet  hour. 
The  swallows,  in  their  joyous  glee, 

Come  darting  round  thy  tower. 
As  il^  with  thee,  to  hail  the  sun 

And  catch  his  earliest  light. 
And  offer  ye  the  mom's  salute, 

Or  bid  ye  both, — good-night 

And  when,  around  thee  or  above. 

No  breath  of  air  has  stirr'd, 
Thou  seem'st  to  watch  the  circling  flight 

Of  each  free,  happy  bird. 
Till,  after  twittering  round  thy  head 

In  many  a  mazy  track. 
The  whole  delighted  company 

Have  settled  on  thy  back. 

Then,  if,  perchance,  amidst  their  mirth, 

A  gentle  breeze  has  sprang. 
And,  prompt  to  mark  its  first  approach, 

Thy  eager  form  hath  swung, 
I've  thought  I  almost  heard  thee  say, 

As  &r  aloft  they  flew,-^ 
«  Now  all  away !— -here  ends  our  play, 

For  I  have  woik  to  do ! " 

Men  slander  thee,  my  honest  friend, 

And  call  thee,  in  their  pride. 
An  emblem  of  their  fickleness. 

Thou  ever-faithful  guide. 
Each  weak,  unstable  human  mind 

A  "  weathercock"  they  C4ill ; 
And  thus,  unthinkingly,  mankind 

Abuse  thee,  one  and  alL 


They  htTe  no  right  to  make  th j  warn 

A  by-'word  tat  their  deeds  :«• 
Thej  change  their  fiioida,  their  prineipleB^ 

lieir  fiudtiona,  and  their  ereeda; 
Whilst  thoa  hast  ne'er,  like  them,  been  knMi 

Thne  caoseleedy  to  range; 
But  when  thoa  ehangewt  ide$,  tenet  give 
'  Good  reason  for  &  change. 

Thou,  like  some  lofty  eonl,  wiioaa  eoune 

The  thoughtless  ofteondemn. 
Art  tonch'd  by  many  ura  from  heBfen 

Which  never  breetfae  on  thenv^ 
And  moved  by  many  impabee 

Which  they  do  never  know. 
Who,  round  their  earth-boond  ciidei^  plod 

The  dusty  paths  below. 

Through  one  more  daik  and  dieerieai  night 

Thou  well  hast  kept  thy  tmst. 
And  now  in  gloiy  o'er  thy  heed 

The  morning  light  has  hunt 
And  unto  earth's  troe  watcher,  thni, 

When  his  daik  honra  have  peai^d. 
Will  come  «the  day-apring  fiem  on  luA" 

To  cheer  his  peth  et  leat. 

Bright  symbol  of  JtdeKiv^ 

Still  may  I  think  of  thee : 
And  may  the  lesson  thoa  doet  teecfa 

Be  never  lost  on  me^— 
But  still,  in  sunshine  or  in  i 

Whatever  task  is  mine^ . 
May  I  be  fiuthful  to  my  I 

As  thoa  heat  been  tolJUnei 


ADELHEID. 


W^RT  droop  the  sorrowmif  tieei^ 
Swayed  by  the  antamn 
Heavy  with  raini 
Drearily,  wearily. 
Move  as  in  paint 
Weeping  and  aigfaing. 
They  ever  seem  oying^ 
«Adelheid!  Adelheid !"  evening  eaSl 
•<Adelheid!  Adelheid*  when 


riie  loner 


With  their  arms  bendiof  fliM^ 
In  the  cold  winter  tir, 
ley  and  chill. 
Trembling  and  glialenii^ 
Watching  and  liatenin^ 
Awaiting  her  alill. 
With  the  snow  roond  their  fte^ 
Still  they  the  name  repeat— 
«  Adelheid !  Adelheid !  hen  ia  her  bome : 
Adelheid !  Adelheid !  when  wiU  ahe  cooia  1** 

With  the  warm  bnath  of  Spring 
Now  the  foliage  ia  etirrd; 

On  the  pathway  below  tfaam 
A  footstep  ia  heard. 
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Kftir  bent  fenlly  o*cr  her. 

How  joVQtia  the  greetmg* 
Now  waving  before  her 

Each  sound  i^enis  r^pCHting^ — 
"  AJfrJheid  I  Aili'lheitl  f  Wfelc<xuw  again  " 
Thfir  branchea  upspiingingr, 
Tbe  bre«iA  through  them  ringiQ|f, 
The  InrJa  thfoug^h  tijcm  Bingbig, 
Unile  in  live  8tr»in— 
'  Adelheid  t  Aiklheu) !  welcome  agmia  !^' 


OLD  GRTMES. 

Oii>  GsiTTis  is  dead ;  tbat  ^ood  dd  man 

We  newpi  ihati  Bee  more : 
He  uwd  tt)  weaf  a  lorfg,  black  coat, 

All  button 'd  down  befi>re, 

WiM  heart  was  open  ju  the  day, 

Hif  feelings  all  were  triici ; 
HU  half  wait  Bome  inclined  to  gray — 

He  wore  it  in  a  queue. 

WhfTic'cr  he  beaid  the  voice  of  p<un, 
Hk  hftwA  with  pity  bnrn'd  ; 

The  Urg«,  round  h«nd  upon  hi<  cane 
From  irory  waa  tqm'd. 

Kind  words^  he  e?er  had  for  all ; 

He  knew  no  baae  deajgn : 
Hia  pyea  wetp  dark  and  rather  amall, 

Hia  n<we  waa  aqtiilint?. 

He  liwed  at  peace  with  all  mankiDd, 

tn  fiiendship  he  wa:i  true  : 
Hia  coat  had  packet4lolefl  behind, 

Hm  pantaloona  were  blue* 

rnharm*(l  the  en  which  eaTlh  poUniea 

He  paasM  i^:uroIj  o^er^ 
And  never  wore  a  puir  of  boota 

For  thirty  y^ara  or  more. 

Bitl  good  old  OitiMiJi  la  now  at  real. 

Not  feara  misrortuneV  frown; 
He  wore  a  double<br€a^ted  vdhI — 

The  itripei  rmn  up  and  down- 
He  tnode«l  merit  aougrht  to  £ndf 

And  pay  it  ita  desert : 
He  had  no  malice  in  hja  mind. 

No  rufflca  on  hia  ahirt. 

Hia  nei^hboun  he  did  not  aboaa— 

Wm  Rodabie  and  gay  : 
He  wore  largo  buck  lea  on  hia  ahoefli 

And  changfHJ  ihcm  eTury  day* 

Hi*  knowledge,  hid  from  public  gaie^ 

He  did  not  bring  to  view, 
Nor  make  a  ut^ise,  town*aieeting  dayai 

Aa  many  people  do. 
Hiff  worldly  goods  he  never  threw 

Jn  trust  to  foftuneV  chanceft, 
But  bred  (a*  all  his  broTheia  do) 

In  eaay  cireumslaticf^ 
Tbua  undiftturhd  by  anxioua  canfa* 

H»f  peaceful  momenta  ran  ; 
And  everybody  naid  he  wvi 

A  fina  t>y  gcjatk-man* 


OH,  THINK  NOT  THAT  THE  BOSOM'S 
LIGHT. 

Oa  think  not  that  the  bosom'e  light 

Mott  dimly  ehine^  ila  fire  be  low, 
Bi>cauBe  it  doth  net  all  invite 

To  feel  \ti  warmth  and  ahare  its  glow. 
The  ultar*8  strong  and  steady  blaze 

On  all  around  may  coldly  ahkiej 
But  only  genial  warmth  conveys 

To  thoae  who  gather  near  the  ahriiUD^ 
The  lamp  within  the  featal  ball 

Both  not  mojre  clear  and  brightly  bum 
Than  that,  which  shrouded  by  the  pall. 

Lights  but  the  co!d  funereal  urn. 

The  firo  which  lives  through  one  brief  hour. 

More  audden  beat  perchance  revcak 
Than  that  whose  tcdfold  atrengtb  and  power 

Ita  own  nnmeaaiired  depth  coneeale. 
Brightly  the  aumcner  clond  may  gUde 

But  bear  no  heat  within  ita  bpeaet. 
Though  all  tta  gorgeous  folds  are  dy«d 

In  the  full  glories  of  tlie  west  x 
'Tifl  that  which  through  the  darkened  aky. 

Surrounded  K  no  radiance^  vweepa — - 
In  which,  conceal 'd  from  every  eye, 

The  wild  and  vivid  Ughtrung  n]e^m, 

Do  the  dull  fltnt,  the  rigid  steel, 

Which  thou  within  thy  hand  may  at  hold, 
Unto  thy  tiight  or  touch  reveal 

I'he  hidden  power  which  they  enfold  ! 
But  take  those  cold,  unyietdiiig  Ihinga, 

And  best  thetr  odgea  till  yon  tire, 
And  every  atom  forth  tl^at  springs 

U  a  bright  apark  of  living  fire ; 
Each  particle,  so  dull  and  cold 

Until  the  blow  that  woke  it  came^ 
Did  fitill  witlun  it  slumbering  hold 

A  power  to  wrap  the  world  in  dame. 

What  is  there,  when  tliy  aight  is  tum'd 

To  the  volcano's  icy  crest. 
By  which  the  fire  can  bn  diiicemM 

That  ragea  in  its  ailent  breaat ; 
Which  hidden  deep,  but  quenchleaa  still. 

Is  at  it«  work  of  sore  decay, 
And  will  not  ceaae  to  burn  until 

It  wears  it^  giant  heart  away. 
The  mountain^a  side  uphold  a  in  pride 

lu  head  amid  the  realms  of  enow. 
And  gites  ita  bosom  depth  to  bide 

The  burning  mae*  which  Ilea  be  low. 

While  thua  in  things  of  sense  alone 

Such  trutha  from  sense  lie  still  conceard^ 
How  can  the  living  heart  be  known, 

ItA  iecrct,  inmost  depths  reveal'd  T 
Oh.  many  an  overburdened  a<»ul 

Hail  been  at  last  to  madneas  wrought, 
While  proudly  atruggling  to  control 

It4  burnioK  and  consuming  thought — 
\S'^hen  it  had  ai^ugbt  eoimn union  long. 

And  had  bren  doopn'd  in  vain  to  «eek 
For  feehnga  far  too  deep  and  strong 

For  heart  to  bear  or  tongue  to  speak } 
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KALPH  WALDO  EMERSON. 


[Bora,  aboat  1801.] 


Ralph  Walpo  Emebson,  a  son  of  the  Reve- 
rend William  Emerson,  one  of  the  aBsociates  of 
Chief  Justice  Parsons,  Alexander  H.  Everett, 

J.  8.  BrCKMINSTER,  WiLLIAM  TUDOR,  JoHN  T. 

KiRKLAND,  George  Ticknor,  and  others,  in  the 
«  Antholof^y  Society,"  was  bom  in  Boston  about 
the  year  1803,  and  after  taking  his  degree  of  ba- 
chelor of  arts  at  Harvard  College,  in  1821,  studied 
theology,  and,  in  1829,  was  ordained  as  the  col- 
league of  the  late  Reverend  Henry  Ware,  Jr.,  over 
the  second  Unitarian  church  of  his  native  city ;  but 
subsequently  abandoned  the  pulpit  on  account  of 
having  adopted  certain  heterodox  opinions  in  re- 
gard to  the  supernatural  character  of  Christianity, 
and  has  since,  except  during  two  excursions  in 
Europe,  lived  in  retirement  at  Concord,  devoting 
his  attention  to  literature  and  philosophy.  He  has 
been  a  contributor  to  "  The  North  American  Re- 
view" and  «  The  Christian  Examiner,"  and  was 
two  years  editorof'*  The  Dial/'  established  in  Bos- 
ton by  Mr.  Riplet,  in  1840.  He  published  several 
orations  and  addresses  in  1837,  1838,  1839,  and 
1840,  and  in  1841  the  first  series  of  his  **  Essays," 
in  1844  the  second  series  of  his  <«  Essays,"  in  1846 
a  collection  of  his  **  Poems,"  in  1851  «<  Representa- 
tive Mm,"  and  in  1852,  in  connection  with  W. 
H.  CnANNiNG  and  James  Freeman  Clarke, 
**  Memoirs  of  Margaret  Fuller  Ossoli." 

In  a  notice  of  Mr.  Emerson's  essays  and  ora- 
tions in  "  The  Prose  Writers  of  America,"  I  have 
attempted  a  speculation  and  characterization  of  his 
genius ;  but  that  genius,  in  whatever  forms  it  may 
be  exhibited,  is  essentially  poetical ;  and  though  he 
defies  classification  as  a  philosopher,  few  will  doubt 
that  he  is  eminently  a  poet,  even  in  his  poetry. 
As  a  thinker  he  disdains  the  trammels  of  systems 
and  methods;  his  utterances  are  the  free  develop- 
ments of  himself:  all  his  thoughts  appearing  and 
claiming  record  in  the  order  of  their  suggestion 
and  growth,  so  that  they  have,  if  a  more  limited, 
also  a  more  just  efficiency.  In  poetry  he  is  as 
impatient  of  the  laws  of  verbal  harmony,  as  in 
discussion  of  the  processes  of  logic;  and  if  his  es- 
sential ideas  are  made  to  appear,  so  as  not  to  seem 
altogether  obscure  to  himself,  he  cares  little  whe- 
ther they  move  to  any  music  which  was  not  made 
for  them.  In  his  degree,  he  holds  it  to  be  his  pre- 
rogative to  say,  I  am :  let  the  herd  who  have  no 
individuality  of  their  own,  accommodate  them- 
selves to  nic,  and  those  who  are  my  peers  have 
respect  for  me.  If  you  cannot  sing  his  songs  to 
the  melodiesof  Milton,  or  Spenser, or  Pope,  or 
Tennyson,  study  till  you  discover  the  key  and 
scale  of  J'Imkkson;  then  all  will  be  harmonious, 
and  no  doubt  you  will  find  your  compensation. 

Mr.  Em  iiuson's  sympathy  with  nature  is  evinced 
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in  every  thing  he  has  written ;  beauty,  in  cztem 
objects,  whether  it  be  grandeur,  rabUmity,  sple 
dor,  or  nmpie  grace,  ia  not  wHh  him  en  iUustr 
Uon  merely ;  it  ia  an  instructing  proeenee,  to  I 
questioned  and  heard  as  one  of  the  forma  or  mai 
fesUtions  of  divinity.  The  old  prayer  of  A jax 
translated  in  his  vene: 

**  Oivi  ma  of  tlw  tnw^— 
Whose  ample  leaves  and  tendril^  eoilad 
Among  the  silver  hills  of  heaven, 
Draw  everiasting  dew; 
Wineof  winei 
Blood  of  the  worid, 

Form  of  fbrms,  and  moold  of  atatves. 
That  I,  intoxicated, 
And  by  the  drsnght  asdmllated. 
Hay  float  at  pleasure  through  all  Batons; 
The  bird-langnsge  rightly  spdl. 
And  that  which  roses  say  so  wati." 

What  to  others  who  have  repeated  the  woti 
has  been  an  unmeaning  fable,  has  to  him  ben 

truth :  he  has  found 

<^  Tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  mBslng  htmlk^ 
Sermons  in  stonei^  and  good  In  sveiytUDgif 

and  this  he  says  for  himself,  in  a  little  posn  calk 

<•  TBI  APOLOOT. 

**  Think  me  not  nnUnd  and  rvda 

That  I  walk  alone  in  grow  and  giaB; 
I  go  to  the  god  of  the  wood 
To  fetch  his  word  to  man. 

<*Tax  not  my  sloth  that  I 

Fold  my  arms  beside  tbs  brook 
Each  clond  that  floated  in  the  sky 
Writes  a  letter  in  my  book. 

«  Chide  me  nol,  laboiions  band. 
For  the  idle  flowers  I  brought; 
Every  aster  in  my  hand 
Goes  home  loaded  with  athoq^l 

<*  There  was  never  mysteiry 

But'tisflgOTBdintbt 

Was  never  secret  histoiy 

But  birds  teU  it  in  tbs 

<«One  harrest  ftom  tl^  field 

Homeward  brought  the  own  strcoff ; 
A  pecond  cn^  thy  acres  yield. 
Which  I  gather  in  a  song." 

Consistency  ia  perhaps  not  to  be  expected  of  c 
who  defies  all  formula  an4 method;  and  the  foUo 
ing  lines  are  here  quoted  from  the  poem  entit 
<<  Woodnotes,"  not  »o  much  because  they  seen 
discredit  this  «  Apology,"  therefore,  as  for  th 
exquisite  beauty: 

"  Ak  nunbeams  stream  throng  Ubeial  ^aee^ 
And  nothing  Jostle  or  displace, 
So  watmI  XYm  pine-trra  throng  my  thought. 
And  finned  the  dtvuM  it  nevor  brooght.'* 


EALPH    WALDO   EMEE80N. 


Thv  meUpfajsiciui  Itboriouely  educes  an  infer* 
mee,  whirli  he  onDoon^res  more  Of  Ics  doubtfuIJj ; 
tb*  |ioet  pf^^l^  f*^«  ***  f»™  fumiliaHy  wilii  ihe 
^>hmE,  and  itteetiy  or  bm^el/  »ings  hm  rfTek- 
iWn.  Hence  EM£Baon  dkckitDS  the  title  and 
fixnction  ol"  re&eon«T :  it  ia  more  honorable  to  ba 
is  tlie  «<>ci£J&&ce  of  the  g&da*  In  a  chtractensUe 
fetter  to  Hix&T  Waiik,  in  1638^  b«  uys ; 


^  It  BtrlkiM  ma  T«f7  oJdlj,  tliat  pxHl  iiiid  wIh  msn  at 
f^mffHgt  Kod  BcMlon  dntiid  tMnleof  ni^ag  mtr  Into  &n 
«i|i$Kt  of  rrlltelita.  I  bite  ftLnajt  leen,  fittoi  mf  rerj  lo^ 
Ci|4dtj  of  iD«ltMk&l  wrillnfT.  ft'el]&rtifr«KmiH?rtlDd,'  ftw* 
4)  vonUp  *bA  irei^  to  nil— lucky  irbe^b  I  could  uiAke  my- 
«4f  MMlHitlcpd,  bat  iMtTor  wtecnif*!  sear  eoou^b  to  th« 
tUtiftaUau  aiUdL  miod  af  forltfty  l<>  disMrf  a  thje  fioiiicB  of 
te  HttMavi  flf  ISVfimttin  and  r«L]j{iou.  I  bAte  i^ppruciatod 
M^  liir  atfUntmfit  of  my  poslUon.;  for  v<ill  I  know  thAt 
%mm  li  M»  ffdboW  1^4  w  Uilog  ctr  tsn  m^ o  to  1m  t  pol  emir. 
I  mM  BBt  stTft  Kn  ««naiit  oi  mjwtit,  if  duilkng «d,  X 
msM  »sl  ifOwJibly  ^v«  ym  oob  of  tba  '^  m/^r^nH'Titii'  dd 
Tile^  any  dcpTtdM  «if  i&Jaa  itesda  i  fiir  t  do  doI  know  what 


EACH  IN  AUL. 

Lrrri^K  thinks  m  the  field  jon  nod-^IoiVd  cloWD 

Of  ihM  ^m  the  hill^^op  looking  down ; 

AifcJ  the  hf.ifier  that  Iowa  in  the  aplaod  farm 

Paj  bnnl.  Iowa  not  thin«  em  l'>  ch&im ; 

The  aexlun  tolling  bia  b«Il  at  fiooa 

Breaid«  n^t  that  i^ieftl  Nii'OLKo:^ 

Btopa  hifl  hor^e,  and  lUta  wjtb  delight, 

Wiilft  hk  fi!»  BWeep  round  yon  Alpine  height ; 

If  or  ^owcAt  thou  what  ar^gument 

Thj  Xiit  to  thy  neigbbour^a  cjeed  hnth  lent, 

All  arc  needul  by  eadi  one ; 

Nothing  ii  fair  or  goctd  alone, 

I  tbonffbt  the  «parTiow*a  note  from  hwiven, 
^Lr»j?iii|Br  ol  dawn  on  the  tlder  bough  ; 

I  broiiB[!it  him  home  in  bis  nest  ui  CTen, — 
H^  sing«  the  iODg,  but  it  plpiraea  not  now. 

For  I  did  not  bring  home  the  river  and  aky^ 

He  aani^  to  my  ear,  these  sang  to  my  eye< 

TTie  d('1ifa|e  ehelU  tay  on  the  sborie — 

The  buhhle^i  of  lh«  Inteiil  wava 

Frr*h  pearli  to  their  enamel  gave, 

And  tine  hejtonifig  of  the  navage  seft 

Greeted  their  »ie  escape  to  me* 

I  wiped  away  the  w«edi  and  totm^ 

t  frtch'd  my  aen-'hom  treftmires  Komi^ 

But  the  poor,  urms^tly,  noicome  things 

Had  Jell  lhi*ir  benuty  on  the  Bhore^ 

With  the  iun,  and  tbc  sand,  and  the  wild  nproftr* 

Nor  io*e,  nor  HtTeain*  nor  bifd  is  fitir, 

Tbeir  eonconl  ii  beyond  compare* 

The  I'lrrr  watebM  Yih  grneerul  mtiid 

A*  niiiJ  the  yiTgin  trtun  i^he  itray'd^ 

Nor  knew  her  h^uty's  be-it  ntlire 

\Wi-  woTi7n  fftill  liy  that  Piiow-whttG  qnire. 

At  U»t,  i^he  r«Lme  to  his  bermitjtij^, 

Liki*  llic  bird  from  the  woodlnnda  to  the  cage, — 

The  zuy  enf-biniment  was  nndone, — 

A  gentle  wiie,  but  feiiy  none. 


Uigxiiiieati  mtwn  In  fci^naiw  td  mny  «i.^^ssAim  of*  tti  i>ught. 
I  doltgbt  Ui  tdlllD^  vbat  1  tblalCi  Irut,  If  ytm  *mW  mm  how 
I  dsrwMy  sA^orwbjU  U  tt).  I  Ktu  tlwmciflt  h^'lplwnftf  Dfl^ 
tjdl  men*  I  6*i  not  mran  rm«  that  E>Ltl]?r  vt  th^wo  qiaasHms 
cdmLti  of  Ml  adJVE^r. , .  -  J  nha.}}  go  cm,  juit  at  U/tii-n,  mm 
Ivg  Di|iat#Ter  1  c»a,  Boa  tflUinp  what  I  «*;  Kt>4  I  iiHj^ 
poH,  wltb  tba  nme  fortuDit  tliAt  bA^  hltlii^rt^i  stt^vili^ 
me  %  tbo  joy  of  flDdttic  ibat  my  oldi-r  and  b^Llv  brfjtlwrSi 
whiQ  wort  wltii  tb*  aympathy  of  noclety,  lot  inn  awa  bft- 
\awtfAy  do  DOW  and  Uien  aaAipKtiiilly  ronSrm  my  ptim^j^ 
UoaSi  and  fini^  my  nusssenss  Is  Otdy  tbelr  Qvn  Ut^mghtlQ 

For  myself  I  am  not  of  his  sehool  altogelhCT  j 
I  doubt  the  corteciness  of  his  short-hsnJ  transJt- 
ttons  sometimes ;  the  poet  may  miBtinderetand  tia- 
tiire,or  there  may  be  lying  sp  bin  sees,  as  the  foots 
are  apt  to  say  of  rapping  spirila.  Keverlhek-ss 
the  higher  dasa  of  intelligencM  have  in  the  paeti'* 
cal  faculty  an  inipi ration  which  resembles,  in  a 
degree^  that  purer  influence  or  energy  which  in  a 
more  ttrict  sense  is  a  special  gift  of  hfraten* 


Then,  1  said,  '*  I  conret  truth  ; 

Beauty  is  unripe  childhood's  cheat  j 
I  lea\e  it  beliind  wit^i  the  gamf^s  of  yo^itb  i" 

As  I  ipoke*  benciiU  my  fniMrl 
The  ground-piue  cnrl'd  it*  pretty  wraathi 

Running  over  tlie  hedr-cap  biuv ; 
I  inhaled  the  vtolet^s  breath ; 

Around  me  stood  the  oaks  and  firs  : 
Fme-cones  and  aeoms  lay  on  the  ground. 
Over  me  soar'd  the  eternal  sky 
Full  of  light  and  of  deity; 
Again  I  saw^ — again  I  beard. 
The  rolling  river,  the  rooming  bird ! 
Beauty  through  my  tenses  Mtole, — 
£  yiekled  myself  to  the  per^t  whole. 


*' GOOD-BYE,  PROUD  WORLD!'- 

QnoD-B  T 1,  proud  world !     I  'm  going  home ; 

Tbou  art  not  my  friend ;  I  am  not  thine : 
Too  long  through  weary  crowds  I  roam ; — 

A  river  ark  on  the  ocean  brine. 
Too  long  t  am  Loss'd  like  the  driven  foAm  ; 
But  now,  proud  world,  Tm  going  home. 

Good-bye  to  FlatteTy^a  fawning  fnce ; 

To  Grandeur  with  his  wise  grimace; 

To  upiitart  Wealth's  averted  eye ; 

To  supple  otFire^  low  and  hierh  ; 

To  crowded  hdlfl,  to  court  and  Ftreet^ 

To  frozen  hearts,  and  hasting  feet. 

To  tbos«  who  go,  and  those  who  coine,^ 

Good'bye*  proud  world,  I  m  going  home* 

I  go  to  seek  my  own  hearth-itone 
Bosom'd  in  yoii  green  bills  alone ; 
A  secret  Iodide  in  a  pleasant  land, 
Whose  gTovesi  the  frolic  fairies  plannM, 
Where  ariehes  ^rtvn,  the  Uvrlong  day 
EcJvo  the  blackbird's  roundelny. 
And  evil  men  biive  never  tfod 
A  ipoi  that  is  sacred  to  thought  and  Goi»» 
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O,  when  I  am  nfe  in  my  lyWan  home, 
I  mock  at  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
And  when  I  am  ttretch'd  beneath  the  pinea 
Where  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines, 
I  laugh  at  the  lore  and  pride  of  man, 
At  the  sophist  schools,  and  the  learned  clan ; 
For  what  are  they  all  in  their  high  conceit. 
When  man  in  the  bush  with  God  may  meet  ? 


TO  THE  HUMBLE-BEE. 

FiiTE  humble-bee !  fine  humble-bee ! 
Where  thou  art  is  clime  for  me, 
Let  them  sail  for  Porto  Rique, 
Far-off  heats  through  seas  to  seek,— 
I  will  follow  thee  alone, 
Thou  animated  torrid  zone ! 
Zig-zag  Btcerer,  desert  cheerer, 
Let  me  chase  thy  waving  lines. 
Keep  me  nearer,  me  thy  hearer. 
Singing  over  shrubs  and  vines. 

Flower-bells, 
Honey'd  cells, — 
These  the  tents 
Which  he  frequents. 

Insect  lover  of  the  sun, 
Joy  of  thy  dominion ! 
Sailor  of  the  atmosphere. 
Swimmer  through  the  waves  of  air, 
Voyager  of  light  and  noon. 
Epicurean  of  June, 
Wait,  I  prithee,  till  I  come 
Within  earshot  of  thy  hum,^ 
All  without  ii  martyrdom. 

When  the  south  wind,  in  May  dayi^ 
With  a  net  of  shining  haze. 
Silvers  the  horizon  wall. 
And  with  softness  touching  all. 
Tints  the  human  countenance 
With  a  colour  of  romance. 
And  infusing  subtle  heats 
Turns  the  sod  to  violets, — 
Thou  in  sunny  solitudes. 
Rover  of  the  underwoods, 
The  green  silence  dost  displace 
With  thy  mellow  breezy  bass. 

Hot  midsummer's  petted  crone. 
Sweet  to  ue  thy  drowsy  tune. 
Telling  o^  countless  sunny  hours, 
liong  dsys,  and  solid  IJanks  of  flowers. 
Of  gulfs  of  sweetness  without  bound 
In  Indian  wildernesses  found, 
Of  Syrian  peace,  immortal  leisure. 
Firmest  cheer,  and  bird-like  pleasure. 

Aught  unsavoury  or  unclean 
Hath  my  insect  never  seen, 
But  violets,  and  hill)crry  bells. 
Maple  sap,  and  dafTodels, 
Clover,  catchfly,  adders-tongue. 
And  brier-rqses  dwelt  among. 
All  beside  was  unknown  waste, 
All  was  picture  as  he  passed. 


WinrfiurUuBil 
YeUow-bnedi'd  phUoMpher, 
Seeing  only  what  is  fiur. 

Sipping  only  whet  it  sweet 
Thou  doet  mock  at  frte  uid  cun. 

Leave  the  diaff  and  take  the  wheat 
When  the  fierce  north-western  blast 
Cools  sea  and  land  so  fiv  andlkil^ 
Thou  already  slumberest  deep» 
Wo  and  want  thou  canst  ontsleep ; 
Want  and  wo  which  tortnra  lUa 
Thy  sleep  makes  lidicnloWi 


THE  RHODORA. 

UNn  OM  nillO  AMKEJi,  WHUCCS  ■  TBB  ffLOWm 

l2r  May,  when  seapwinds  piereed  onreolitDdei^ 
I  found  the  fresh  Rhodora  in  the  woods. 
Spreading  its  leafless  blooms  iir  a  damp  Dook* 
To  please  the  desert  and  the  sluggish  farook ; 
The  purple  petals  fidlen  in  the  pool 

Made  the  black  waters  with  theb  beauty  gay 
Young  Raphabi.  might  covet  sndi  a  achool ; 

The  lively  show  beguiled  me  fiom  my  way. 
Rhodora !  if  the  sages  ask  thee  why 
This  charm  is  wasted  on  the  wmiA  and  sky, 
Dear,  tell  them,  that  if  eyes  were  made  fat  seda 
Then  beauty  ii  its  own  excuse  fiir  being. 

Why,  thou  wert  there,  O,  rival  of  the  raae! 
I  never  thought  to  ask,  I  never  knew. 

But  in  my  simple  ignorance  sappoee        \yo 
The  selfiMune  Power  that  brooglit  me  then^  fanu^ 


THE  SNOW-STORBC. 

AirirouKcsD  by  all  the  trumpets  of  the  sky 
Arrives  the  snow,  and  driving  o'er  the  fielda, 
Seems  nowhere  to  alight:  the  wfaited  air 
Hides  hills  and  woods,  the  river,  and  the  heavn 
And  veils  the  fiurm-house  at  the  gaiden'a  end. 
The  sled  and  traveller  stopped,  the  oonriei^s  ftel 


Dela/d,  all  friends  shut  out,  the  ] 
Around  the  radiant  fire-place,  encl^aed 
In  a  tumultuous  privacy  of  stonn. 

Come  see  the  mnth-windTa  i 
Out  of  an  unseen  qnany  < 
Furnished  with  tile,  the  fiOToe  artifloer 
Curves  his  white  bastions  with  proiectad  loof 
Round  every  windward  stake,  or  trae,  or  door. 
Speeding,  the  myriad-handed,  hie  wild } 
So  fanciful,  so  savage,  non^t  caiea  ha 
For  number  or  proportion.    Mockinglf 
On  coop  or  kennel  he  hangs  Parian  \ 
A  swan-like  form  invests  the  hidden  thom ; 
Fills  up  the  farmer's  lane  from  wall  to  waD, 
Maugre  the  fiumer's  sighs,  and  at  the  gale 
A  tapering  turret  overtops  the  woik. 
And  when  his  hours  are  nmnbei'd,  and  fhB  wm 
Is  all  his  own,  retiring,  as  he  wen  not. 
Leaves,  when  the  son  appears,  astonisk'd  Ait 
To  mimic  in  slow  stractores,  stone  bj  alone^ 
Built  in  an  age,  the  mad  wind's  nif^it^raky 
The  frolic  architecture  of  the  i 
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THE  SPHINX. 

Ths  Sphinx  y  ^rowft 

Her  wingv  are  fiirl'd, 
Hi?T  ear  ia  heavy, 

Bhe  broodi  on  the  ^vr^irld* 
*  Who'll  l€ll  me  my  Bccret 

The  agses  huTe  kept  T 
I  ftiraitifd  the  «eer 

While  the  J  tlmnbcfi^d  ai&d  slept 

«  The  £it6  of  tile  rnanciu]  J» — 

The  nteaDtng  of  miuii — 
Known  fhjit  of  the  imluiowDt 

DtediJiiLti  pluu 
Out  of  iileepin^  a  wokitsg, 

Chit  of  waking  &  sle^li, 
life  death  ovprlokingi 

D«ep  imdeineath  deiep* 

Upiiprmgi^lh  the  pjilm  j 
The  el«phjint  brdwae* 

Uiidsvn(«^  and  cvlm; 
la  be&utifal  motion 

Tlie  thrtuh  plie*  bis  wu\^ 
Kind  learcfl  of  hid  eo^crt ! 

I'our  cikiic^  he  sings. 

t*  The  w«Te«  QiiB*haitM4 

In  diilbjmnre  sweet, 
Pl*y  glad  with  the  hrees^fs, 

Old  |jIfiyf*)U&w»  meet, 
T^  jotiTneyiDff  slomB, 

Prinurdiiil  whole*, 
Flrnd)^  dmw,  finnly  diiTe^ 

Bf  ihcir  aainEiii.te  potea. 

»*  Spa*  tarth,  air,  sound,  sitcnct, 

Plant,  quadmped,  tml, 
Bj  one  niu«c  enchnnUii, 

One  deity  ebsrdt 
Eftrh  Uie  other  ajDmLng, 

Aofflmpany  still, 
Wight  reilcth  tJie  morning, 

*rhe  rapour  the  hiU. 

"The  bftbe,  hv  its  nwtber 

Jii*«  bathed  in  joy, 
Gliik?  iH  hoatM  unGOQnl«d, 

The  min  is  its  toy ; 
ShintHi  the  peace  of  alJ  being 

With«>ot  cloud  in  its  eyes, 
And  the  cam  of  the  world 

In  wfL  mifuvtave  liMt 

«  But  man  rroaeheA  and  blushes^ 

Abseondi)  and  coneoalja ; 
Hfl  rreeprth  wid  p^^pcth, 

He  patseri  and  steals; 
Itifirm,  inplancholy, 

J«Uoix«  glancini;  around, 
An  oaC  ui  afoomplice, 

He  poisotis  tlu?  grouniL 

^  DittspoVe  the  areat  mother 

Beholding  hu  fear ; — 
At  Ihe  sound  of  her  aceonta 

Cold  ihnddef 'd  the  spheie  \ — 


«  Who  haa  dru^*d  my  boy's  eup. 
Who  has  mit'd  my  boy's  bread  t 

Who,  with  sftdue^  and  madncsa. 
Has  tUTn'd  tiic  mini  child  a  head  V  * 

I  heard  a  poet  answer 

Aloud  and  cheerfidlyf 
«Say  on,  sweet  Bpbiiix! — thy  dirg«a 

Are  ^leaitant  aonga  In  me* 
Deep  tove  lieth  under 

iTipse  pictUTea  of  time, 
They  fade  in  tJje  Jight  of 

Their  meaning  jfubliinet 

*  The  liend  that  man  harried 

Is  love  of  this  Best, 
Yawns  the  Pit  of  the  Dragon 

Lit  by  rays  &om  the  Bl««t; 
The  Lethe  of  Nature 

Can't  trance  him  agab. 
Whose  Bool  ai'ea  the  Perfect 

Whieh  hij  eyea  seek  in  vain* 

"  Profounder,  profouuder 

Man's  spirit  must  dive  t 
To  hk  aye-foiliijg  orbit 

No  goal  wUl  orfi%e. 
The  heaTone  that  now  dniw  him 

Whh  Bw^?etncss  untold, 
Onee  found, — for  new  heaTena 

He  *pumeth  the  okL 

«  Pridp  niinM  th<?  angela, 

Tlu^ir  shame  litem  n^t^reii  ^ 
And  the  joy  thit  is  sweijtesi 

Lurks  in  stinga  of  remorse. 
Have  [  a  lover 

Who  is  noble  and  frec^— * 
I  would  be  were  nobler 

Than  to  love  m& 

i«  Eteme  altemalion 

Now  folio w!!h,  now  flips, 
And  under  pain,  pleasyre, — 

Under  pleasure,  pain  lie*. 
Love  work«t  at  the  centra 

Heart  heavinj^  alway. 
Forth  speed  ihe  gtror:ij[;  pvibes 

To  the  borilera  of  day» 

"Dnll  Sphinx  Jove  kwp  thy  five  wiU! 

Thy  flight  i»  growing  blear  ; 
Hcmloek  and  vitriol  for  the  Spliinx 

Her  muddy  eyes  to  clear/* 
The  old  aphiiii  bit  her  thick  Up,— 

yai  J,  "  Wiio  l-aught  thee  me  to  name  I 
Manchildl  I  am  ihy  spirit; 

Of  thine  eye  I  am  eyoheam. 

^  Thou  art  lhj&  tinanswerM  questions — 

Oouidst  see  thy  proper  eye, 
Alway  it  asketh,  asketh, 

And  each  ansWtTr  i^  a  We* 
So  take  tliy  q^eat  thFouj;h  natuie» 

It  through  thousand  natures  plj* 
Ask  on,  thou  clothed  eternity, 

Time  11  the  false  reply." 
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Uprose  tha  ineny  Sphinx, 

Besbode  tfiA  trilm  Oat  kndt  within. 

And  crouched  no  more  in  stone, 

Ever  the  fieiyPentacscMt 

She  hopp'd  into  the  baby's  eyes. 

Girds  with  one.  flune  the  eountlew  iKMt, 

She  hopp*d  into  the  (noon, 

She  spired  into  a  ycQow  flame, 

And  through  tha  piiMt  tha  imiidiiHi«mL 

She  floweiM  in  blossoms  red, 

The  word  unto  the  pn^ihet  ipolbenp 

She  flowM  into  a  foaming  wave. 

Was  writ  on  tablei  yet  janhnkm; 

She  stood  Monadnoc's  head. 

The  wonl  by  men  or  lybiLi  toM 

Thorough  a  thousand  voices 

In  groves  of  oak  or  fines  of  gold. 

Spoke  the  universal  dame, 

Still  floaU  upon  the  morning  wind. 

«  Who  tcUeth  one  of  my  meanings 

Is  master  of  all  I  am." 

One  accent  of  the  Holy  Ghoat 

* 

I  know  what  say  the  Fethtn  wiser- 

THE   PROBLEM. 

The  book  itself  before  me  lies^ 

Old  Chrysostom,  best  AugustiiM, 

I  LiKK  a  church,  I  Ukc  a  cowl, 

And  ho  who  blent  both  in  his  line^ 

I  love  a  prophet  of  tlie  soul, 

The  younger  Golden  Uj^  or  nnnei^ 

And  on  my  heart  monastic  aisles 

Taylor,  the  Shakspeare  of  dhrinss; 

Fall  like  s\vect  strains  or  pensive  smiles, 

His  words  are  music  in  my  ear, 

Yet  not  for  all  his  faith  can  sec 

I  see  his  cowled  portrait  dear. 

Would  I  that  cowled  churchman  be. 

And  yet,  for  all  his  &ith  could  sec^ 

Why  should  the  vest  on  him  allure, 

I  would  not  the  good  bishop  be. 

Which  I  could  not  on  me  endure  ? 

Not  from  a  vain  or  shallow  thought 

Hid  awful  Jove  young  Phidias  brought ; 

THE  FORE-RUNNERS. 

Never  from  lips  of  cunning  fell 

The  thrilling  Delphic  oracle ; 

Lo^re  I  follow'd  happj  goidea: 

Out  from  the  heart  of  nature  roU'd 

I  could  never  reach  thdr  ^dea. 

The  burdens  of  the  Bible  old ; 

Their  step  is  forth  and,  ere  the  daj, 

Th^  litanies  of  nations  dame, 

Breaks  up  their  leaguer  and  away. 

I^ikc  the  volcano's  tongue  of  flame, 

Keen  my  sense,  my  heart  was  yoong^ 

TJp  from  the  burning  core  below, — 

Right  good  will  my  smews  atrangt 

The  cantir4es  of  love^md  wo. 

But  no  speed  of  mine  avails 

The  hand  that  rounded  Peter's  dome. 

To  hunt  upon  their  diining  trails; 

And  groin'd  the  aisles  of  Christian  Rome, 

On  and  away,  then-  hasting  ieei 

Wrought  in  a  sail  sincerity. 

Make  the  mommg  proud  and  sweet 

Hiiii.sc*lf  from  God  he  could  not  free ; 

Flowers  they  strew,  I  catch  the  aesnt, 

Ho  huildcnl  better  than  he  knew, 

Or  tone  of  silver  instrument 

The  conscious  stone  to  beauty  grew. 

Iieaves  on  the  wind  melodidtas  tnea^ 

Know'stthou  what  wove  yon  wood-bird's  nest 

Yet  I  could  never  sec  their  fhne. 

Of  leaves,  and  feathers  from  her  breast ; 

On  eastern  hills  I  see  their  smoksa 

Or  how  the  fish  outl)uilt  her  shell, 

Mix*d  with  mist  by  distSmt  loeha. 

Paintina:  with  morn  each  annual  cell; 

I  met  many  traveUcrs 

Or  how  the  sacreil  'pine  tree  adds 

Who  the  road  had  surely  kept. 

To  her  old  leaves  new  myriads  ? 

They  saw  not  my  fine  rBveUei% 

Such  and  so  grew  these  holy  piles. 

These  had  cross'd  them  while  thc^  riqt. 

Whilst  love  and  terror  laid  the  tiles. 

Some  had  heard  dieir  &ir  report^ 

Earth  proudly  wears  the  Parthenon 

In  the  country  or  the  oomt 

As  the  l)e8t  gem  upon  her  zone ; 

Fleetest  coUriera  alive 

And. morning  opes  with  haste  her  lids 

Never  yet  could  onoe  arrive. 

To  gB7jR  upon  the  Pyramids ; 

As  they  went  or  they  retum'd. 

O'er  England's  Abbeys  bends  the  sky 

At  the  house  where  these  sojonm'd. 

As  on  iu  friends  with  kindred  eye ; 

Sometunes  their  strong  speed  tbsj  shdDU 

For,  out  of  Thought's,  intexior  sphere 

Though  they  are  not  oteffakan: 

These  wonders  rose  to  upper  air. 

In  sleep  their  jubilant  troop  is  nsar. 

And  nature  gladly  gave  them  place, 

I  tuneful  voices  oveihear. 

Adopted  them  into  her  race, 

It  may  be  in  wood  or  waste^—  . 

And  granted  them  an  equal  date 

At  unawares  'tis  come  and  paas'd. 

With  Aniles  and  with  Ararat 

Their  near  camp  my  spirit  knowa 

These  temples  grew  as  grows  the  grassy 

By  signs  gracious  ss  lainbowf 

Art  might  obey  but  not  surpass. 

I  thenceforward  and  long  aftcTp 

The  passive  Master  lent  his  hand 

Listen  for  their  harp4ike'lan^tet 

To  the  vast  Soul  that  o'er  him  plann'd, 

And  cany  in  my  heart  for  di^s 

And  the  same  power  that  rear'd  the  shrine. 

Peace  that  hallows  mdeat  wajs. 
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THE   POET. 

Ton  i\m  pra^nt,  hard 
U  t!i«  fortune  &t  the  baT<! 

Bom  out  of  time ; 
AH  bd«  ftoeomplktmi^iit 
F^iom  imUii^i  »  Qtmotii  treutire  spetit 

Boolf  th  not  him. 
Whm  the  pioe  toaacs  its  cone* 
To  th*  song  of  ita  waterTail  tone«, 
He  cpeed*  t^  the  woolLimd  walksi 
To  btrds  afid  tmes  be  toJka; 
C^snr  of  hto  leti^  Rome, 
There  the  poet  Ia  at  home. 
Be  ^oev  to  the  n^er  side^^ 

Hot  hook  nor  line  hath  he ; 
Sm  4>nd«  in  the  meadows  widCf — 

Nor  gun  nor  scythe  to  see  ; 
With  notic  ha»  he  to  do, 
x^^nd  none  to  aec^  him. 
Nor  men  below, 

Nor  tfunts  dim. 
W!ut  he  knowi  nobody  wimU; 
Wh«t  he  knowa^  he  hide*,  not  vaunts. 
KnowledL^^  this  moti  ptue^  best 
SeeoM  fonl^iitic  to  the  rest ; 
Poodefin^  shaJowa^  coloum,  cJoudii, 
Gran  hiuh^  and  Cjite.r()LlliLr9*  tJiroudi, 
BcN^h«  on  which  the  wild  bcea  Belttvi 
Tkil«  that  «pol  the  violets'  |tottd, 
Wliy  nn^n*  Iot^  the  nuuibcT  fi  vo„ 

Aod  why  tlw  atar-form  abo  repeata  5 — 
l-OTfr  of  nil  Ihin^  aJive, 

Wotftdefyr  at  dU  be  meets, 
WondetPi  ehiefly  at  lutftiolf. — 

Who  can  Veil  him  what  ho  if ; 
Or  liL>w  TiVt^t  iti  human  elf 

C 'oTuihg  and  p9£t  etcTnltieaT  ,  »  ,  * 
Aq'I  «uch  f  knew,  a  ft^ie^  «eert 
A  niinrftrel  of  Oie  naturaJ  year, 
Fofeu-llex  of  the  vpmal  ides, 
Wise  horbmger  of  spherea  and  lidea, 
A  loter  true,  who  knew  bj  hi?art 
Ench  jiij  the  mountain  daTes  impart ; 
It  fieem'd  that  nature  couJd  not  mue 
A  plant  m  any  aecret  ptace, 
In  qnoking  bt^,  on  snowy  hill. 
Beneath  th^  gi«4s  that  §hadea  th<^  liU, 
Under  the  (mow,  between  the  rocbi. 
In  damp  liehla  knoinrn  to  bird  and  fox, 
But  be  woniri  come  in  the  ^eiy  hour 
ll  open'd  in  it«  virgin  bower, 
A*  if  a  mnbeam  Hhow'cl  the  pS^e^ 
And  tell  ita  lonq  deacended  r»ce» 
ft  Hpem'd  m»  if  the  bre-czes  brought  him, 
[t  ■eem^d  as  if  the  iparixiwa  Uiu^t  him, 
A"*  if  by  Hcrel  nii^ht  he  knew 
Whfre  in  far  field*  the  ore  his  (yfrew* 
7*hcn»  are  many  evcnta  in  the  field, 

Which  are  not  shown  to  csommon  eye*, 
But  lit  her  »how*  did  natufe  yield 

To  pleaae  and  win  thii  pil^m  wijie. 
He  fcw  the  parirtilge  drum  In  the  wooda. 

He  hf'anl  the  woo*Icock*«  evening  hymn. 
He  tbuml  dve  tawny  t^iru«h*i  brood*. 
And  the  «hy  hawk  diij  wait  for  him* 


What  othera  did  at  dtetanee  hear, 
And  gueae'd  within  tJie  thirket's  gloomy 

Wa»  ahow'd  to  this  philosopher, 
And  St  his  bidding  seem'd  to  eotn& 


DIRGE. 

K50  wa  he  who  tills  this  lonely  field 

To  reap  it*  ^eanty  rom, 
What  mystic  fiiiit  his  acres  yield 

At  midnight  and  at  morn  1 

In  the  long  sunn}"  aflemoon 

The  plain  was  fiiU  of  ghost*, 
I  wan^ler'd  upj  I  wanderM  down, 

Be^t  t^  pensive  hosts. 

The  winding  Concord  gleamed  bdow. 

Pouring  os  wide  a  flootl 
As  when  my  brothera,  long  agr^ 

Cain^  with  mo  io  Ihe  woodl 

But  they  are  gone^ — the  holy  ones 

Who  tjod  witli  me  thijt  loticly  vale, 
The  strong,  etar*brtght  companions 
'  Aie  aiient,  low,  and  pale. 

My  good,  my  noblo,  in  their  prime, 
Who  maile  this  world  llic  ieaHt  it  wai^ 

Who  learnM  wiLli  me  the  toro  of  Time^ 
Who  loved  thi*  dwelling-place ; 

They  took  this  Talley  for  their  toy. 
They  play*d  with  it  in  evefy  mood^ 

A  cell  for  prayer,  a  hall  for  joy, 
They  treated  Nature  as  they  would* 

They  eolour'd  the  whole  horizon  round, 
Stare  fimncd  and  faded  as  tlicy  badB, 

All  echoes  hearki:n'd  for  their  sound, 
Tliey  made  ttie  woodlantk  gliid  or  ma  I. 

I  iotieh  this  fiower  of  silken  leaf 
Which  once  our  childhood  knew, 

1U  aad  leavca  wound  me  with  a  gnef 
Whoac  boifiun  never  gtow- 

Hearkon  to  yon  pine  warbtcr, 

fliinging  aloft  in  the  tree ; 
Hearest  tlioo,  O  travi'ller !  ' 

What  he  singeih  to  me  ! 

Not  unless  God  made  Hhtirp  thine  ear 

Wiih  sorrow  such  as  mine. 
Out  of  that  dehcatc  lay  couhlst  thoE 

Its  heavy  tale  divine. 

"  Go,  lonely  man,**  it  salth, 

wThey  loved  thee  from  their  bhih, 

Theb  hands  weto  pure,  and  pure  their  ^Ithg 
There  arc  no  such  hearts  on  (^rth. 

«  Tfe  drew  one  mother's  milk, 

One  chamber  held  ye  all, 
A  very  fender  hiM/ory 

Did  in  your  childhood  fall. 

**  Ye  cannot  unlock  your  heart, 

Tlie  key  ia  gone  v  ith  tliem  \ 
The  sik^iit  organ  loudest  chanU     ' 

The  master's  requiem.** 
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TO  RHEA. 

Thkr,  dear  .fricnd».  a  brother  soothes, 

Not  with  flatteries,  but  truths, 

"Which  tarnish  not,  but  purify 

To  light  which  dims  the  morning's  eye. 

I  have  come  from  the  spring-woods. 

From  the  fragrant  solitudes : 

Listen  what  the  poplar  tree 

And  murmuring  waters  counsellM  me. 

If  with  love  thy  heart  has  bum'd, 
If  thy  love  is  unretum'd, 
Hide  tliy  grief  within  thy  breast, 
Though  it  tear  thee  unexpressed ; 
P^or  when  love  has  once  departed 
From  the  eyes  of  the  false-hearted, 
And  one  by  one  has  torn  off  quite 
The  bandages  of  purple  light, 
Though  tliou  wert  the  loveliest 
Form  the  soul  had  ever  dressM, 
Thou  shalt  seem,  in  each  reply, 
A  vixen  to  his  altered  eye ; 
Thy  softest  pleadings  seem  too  bold. 
Thy  praying  lute  will  seem  to  scold ; 
Though  thou  kept  the  straigbtest  road,* 
Yet  thou  errcst  fur  and  broad. 

But  thou  shalt  do  as  do  the  gods 
In  their  cloudless  periods ; 
For  of  this  lore  be  thou  sure — 
Though  thou  forget,  the  gods,  secure, 
Forget  never  their  command. 
But  make  the  statute  of  this  land. 

As  they  lead,  so  follow  all, 
Ever  have  done,  ever  shall. 
Warning  to  tlie  blind  and  deaf, 
*T  is  written  on  the  iron  leaf — 
Who  drinks  of  Cupid's  nectar  cup, 
Loveth  downward,  and  not  up ; 
Therefore,  who  loves,  of  gods  or  men, 
Shall  not  by  the  same  bo  loved  again ; 
His  sweetheart's  idolatry 
Falls,  in  turn,  a  new  degree. 
W^hen  a  god  is  once  beguiled 
By  beauty  of  a  mortal  child. 
And  by  her  radiant  youth  delighted. 
He  is  not  fool'd,  but  warily  knoweth 
His  love  shall  never  be  requited. 
And  thus  the  wise  Immortal  doeth. — 
'T  is  his  study  and  delight 
To  bless  that  creature  day  and  night — 
From  all  evils  to  defend  her. 
In  her  lap  to  pour  all  splendour. 
To  ransack  earth  for  riches  rare, 
And  fetch  her  stars  to  deck  her  hair ; 
He  mixes  music  with  her  thoughts, 
And  saddens  her  with  heavenly  doubts : 
All  grace,  all  good,  his  great  heart  knows, 
Profuse  in  love,  the  king  bestows : 
Saying,  "  Hearken  !  earth,  sea,  air ! 
This  monument  of  my  despair 
Build  I  to  the  AU-Good,  All-Fair. 
Not  for  a  private  good, 
But  I,  from  my  beatitude, 
Albeit  sconi'd  m  none  wm  aooni'd. 


Adorn  her  m  wm  none  edoni'd. 

I  make  this  maidett  an  entuDpla 

To  Nature,  through  her  kingdome  wnple^ 

Whereby  to  model  newer  imem. 

Statelier  forma,  and  fiiirer  finea ; 

To  cany  man  to  new  degreea 

Of  power  and  of  comelineaa. 

These  presents  be  the  hoalagea 

Which  I  pawn  for  my  releaae. 

See  to  thyself  O  Uni'vertfa ! 

Thou  art  better,  and  not  wone."— 

And  the  god,  having  given  all. 

Is  freed  forever  from  his  thralL 


TO  EVA. 

Oh  fair  and  stately  maid,  whoae  eyM 
Were  kindled  in  the  upper  akiea 

At  the  same  torch  that  lighted  mina; 
For  so  I  must  interpret  still 
Thy  sweet  dominion  o*er  my  wtD, 

A  sympathy  divine. 

Ah,  let  me  blameless  gaie  upon 
Features  that  aeem  at  heart  my  own ; 

Nor  fear  those  watchful  aentinela, 
Who  charm  the  more  their  glance  fiiriiUi^ 
Chaste-glowing,  underneath  their  lidi^ 

With  fire  that  dmws  while  it  ivpe!ai 


THE  AMULET. 

Yoi-R  picture  smiles  as  first  it  anriled; 

The  ring  you  gave  is  still  the  aame ; 
Your  letter  tells,  oh  changing  diild ! 

No  tidings  since  it  came. 

Give  me  an  amulet 

That  keeps  intelligence  with  jon-^ 
Red  when  you  love,  and  roder  re^ 

And  when  you  love  not,  -pale  and  bla 

Alas !  that  neither  bonds  nor  vowa 

Can  certify  possession : 
Torments  me  still  the  fear  that  loma 

Died  in  its  last  ezpresrion; 


THINE  EYES  STILL  SEINED. 

Till  HE  eyes  still  shined  for  me,  though  6r 
I  lonely  roved  the  land  or  8m: 

As  I  behold  yon  evening  staTp 
Which  yet  beholds  not  ma. 

This  mom  I  elirob'd  the  nddj  hfll. 
And  roamed  the  pastureo  through ; 

How  danced  thy  form  before  my  patliy 
Amidst  the  ^p-ejed  dew ! 

When  the  red-Urd  apread  his  aabia 

And  show'd  his  nde  of'fhima 
When  the  roeebud  lipen'd  to  ttM  vo 

In  both  I  read  thj 
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[Bvft  iiolL    (n«i  L 


Tot  aatlior  of  «Th«  Tifl^  Night  of  Ptmipeu'* 
»M  bom  in  Wiirwiek,  uetir  the  wcetem  border  of 
Mai»aehi^irCI^  in  ihi?  autumn  of  1 803.  Hii  fathur^ 
ftRflfK^sble  phjddaiif  died  ui  iSOfr,  and  bid  uoio- 
Ihftr,  on  bA^mtng-  4  triJow^  rr turned  with  two 
duld/t^n  to  hCT  p»t43T\iU  home  in  Worceat^r. 

Mr.  F^fmniii^n  entered  Uarrttrd  Callej;fe,  when 
Ihiitccn  yenTi  of  agp;  but,  sftcr  spending  two 
yt%n  in  that  seminmrj,  waj  compt*!!^  to  leave  it, 
to  aid  his  m(rth<?r  m  teafbing  a  echonl  in  n  neigh- 
l«7tirifif  Tilia^.  He  EDhjpqiicntJy  paflVMJ  two  qt 
tbrec  years  in  Georgia  and  South  Carulinji,  and  in 
1S34  wfftit  to  Eurc*f«,  He  rcturn^^d  in  18^S6*  w*3 
•Hf fwaftlii  mArnedt  and  from  that  peiicKl  ro 
fhiIiide]|jbiA,  whvT^  for  scvctral  y^ura  Lo 
the  "North  Ameriean  Mo^ftiino,"  a 
~  Rjf  in  If  lildi  a|t|Karcd  moet  of  hu 

Be  mmnieilit^  the  btr^lncw  of  autliof^p  at  n 
im  parfy  period^  «nd  perhaps  produced  more  in 
^  £xiil  <t£  poetry  thon  aiij  of  ^iLt  Am*?riean  con- 
mmponntA,  "  The  Citiea  of  the?  Pl^i,**  <m<?  &f 
him  MdiaHi  pormn,  ntiwi  oiiginnljj  published  in 
It  was  founded  rtn  the  liistonr  of  th« 
of  Sodom  and  Gonmrrah,  In  Lho  eitfh- 
tMQfll  tnd  mneteenth  cbapter^  iy{  Qcticms.  The 
-1f«irof  Hies  World,"  whit-h  followed  in  ISW,  is 
m  pcwtk«t  Tvnf^n  of  the  hfc  of  A«H4Ham,  ft  ih 
in  the  Spen«»riaD  measure',  ami  co£»tain»  eiome  fine 
pia«ge4,  ieactiptiTe  of  iieenery  and  feeling.  His 
titxl  ronRideralile  woHt,  **Tho  Spirit  of  DeMmc- 
tioti,'*  appeafed  in  ISW*  Ita  mabjoct  i»  the  deluge. 
Like  the  ^  Citi««  of  the  Plain,"  it  ia  in  the  heroic 
lerae^  m  whkh  bo  wrote  with  great  facility.  Hid 
**  l^mti  Nigtit  of  Pompeii'**  waa  publinhod  in  1 932. 
!l  U  tbc>  rwuH  of  twoyeam'  industrious  Jahour,  and 
wa^  writim  acoidtlie  etierand  vexationi  of  poverty. 
The  ikstruction  of  ^dtiea  of  Hefculaneum,  Pom- 
prti,  Rttinaaftd  Stabin^by  an  eruptiirn  of  Vpsuviup, 
in  the  mimm&r  of  the  year  seiretity-nine,  \a  perhaps 
oae  of  the  &u»t  auhjacta  for  poetry  in  modem  bin- 
U>rt.  Mr*  p4imrt«Li>  in  tbiH  poem  e^ihtbita  a  ia- 
luiliar  aci^oiiiiilance  with  the  mannem  and  events 
of  the  period,  and  bia  Btyle  ia  (tately  and  iiijfltaixwd. 
Hm  "hfirter  pieces,  though  in  aonw  caaea  turgid  and 
unpob«he^,  are  i^cnersJly  dialingidabed  for  ^go«r 
of  thoufbt  and  depth  of  feeling.  An  edition  of  bia 
pmifipAl  wiilings  wa»  publisbPtUn  a  eJoaely-printed 
octavo  tolunic,  in  Phila4lel|jbiji,  in  1841* 

The  finl  and  ImI  time  [  ever  *»w  FjLiitriiLi» 
wv  in  the  flummcT  of  1B413,  when  hei  called  at 
my  b(^  to  thaok  m«  IbrBome  kind  notioo  of  him 
in  one  of  flw  joumala.  of  which  ho  euppoeed  me 

*  Hr  F4tariiLii  accM*flfl  Sir  Eowaid  fiLiLwaa  Lvt- 
fv»  ui  ^tt  AdlAf  an  ihit  peieoi  hit  roataitcc  of  Ltie  **  Loat 
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fo  bp  the  author-  In  a  noto  eent  to  my  apAitmenl 
he  dearribcd  himsself  an  »  nn  outrasl  from  nil  hn- 
niaii  ofl"c?elion8*' eieejit  tliose  of  hiii  mother  and  hij 
children^  with  whom  he  ahonld  remain  hut  a  little 
while,  for  he  *•  felt  tbo  weight  of  the  arm  of  Death/' 
He  eomplained  that  erery  man's  hand  bad  beea 
agAmsi  bim,  that  exag^rated  aeeounla  had  beoit 
puhliehed  of  bin  ififtrmitic^  and  uncharitahle.  viewa 
given  of  hit)  miiifortunes.  He  ^id  bia  mother^ 
who  had  "been  aliased  as  on  annoying  old  crone," 
in  the  newHjiapens  for  endeavmuing  to  obtain  flub* 
erribf^ra  for  hia  works,  warn  attending  Mm  from  hia 
birth  Uj  his  burial,  and  would  never  jjrow  weary 
till  the  end.  TIub  prediction  wna  verified.  About 
a  year  afterwarda  I  read  In  a  published  letter  fmm 
Kew  OrleauB  that  FAinrt^LD  baiJ  wandered  t* 
that  city,  lived  there  a  few  montha  in  solitude  and 
destitution,  and  after  a  painful  lUne^  died.  While 
he  lingered  on  Ida  pallet,  between  the  aUj^i  of 
death  and  his  motherp  ebe  eounted  the  houra  of 
day  and  night,  never  Alumberiiv^  by  hia  aide^  nor 
leaving  him,  until  as  luc  only  mourner  she  bad  fol* 
lowed  hiin  to  a  ipavei^ 

Not  wishing  to  enter  into  any  particttlar  eiu3#^ 
nation  of  hiii  Amm  to  perscmal  KMpectj  I  muiifltiU 
e.t[ireisa  an  opinion  that  Fai«ftexo  waa  hanhly 
tri^iiterl,  and  that  even  if  the  fjwcijJtlc  diarget  against 
him  were  true,  it  was  wrong  to  jwrmit  th<;  privata 
chnrarter  of  the  author  to  have  any  [nfluerboe  upon 
critical  judgments  of  his  works,  tie  wrote  much, 
and  generally  with  o^mmendi^Ie  aims,  Hiaknow- 
ledjre  of  biwkii  waa  ex  tensive  and  accurate.  He  had 
ej>nsi  J  crable  fan(7 ,  wld  ch  at  one  ()eriod  was  rnider  the 
dominion  of  cultivntcd  laitte  and  chastened  feeling; 
hut  trouble^  mostly  resulting  from  a  want  of  ikih 
in  pecuniary  KfTairB,  induced  reeklfKsness,  mi^an- 
tJiropy,  inlemiieranoe,  and  a  general  derangement 
and  decay  of  hia  inlelleftual  and  mornl  nature.  I 
free  not  mueh  to  admire  in  his  poems,  hut  they  are 
by  no  meane  contemptible  ;  and  "the  poet  Pat  a* 
riSLti^bad  during  a  lon|^  {leriod  too  much  notoriety 
not  to  deserve  somo  notice  in  a  work  of  this  sort, 
even  thouifh  his  verse*  bad  hwn  »till  iem  poetlcaL 

Peri»ons  of  an  ardent  temperament  and  reined 
RenaiUlitiea  have  too  fi^uently  an  aversion  to  the 
practical  and  neeessaiy  dutiea  of  common  UJe,  to 
the  indulf^enoe  of  which  they  owe  their  chief  mis- 
fortunea  ajid  mdiappint'ss.  The  mind  of  the  irua 
jtoeU  however,  is  wi?ll  onlered  and  comprehensive, 
and  fihri/iks  not  fi^jm  the  humblest  j^f  duties. 
PAiRFiaLu  had  the  weakness  or  madne«ii)  absurdly 
thought  to  lielong  to  the  poetical  character,  which 
unfilled  him  fi:^  an  bonourablo  and  dt^ngniabed 
life.  He  needed,  besides  hia  <<  gome  learning  and 
more  £?eUng,"  a  fftrong  wiU  and  good  senae,  to  hm 
eilhcr  great  or  unefuL  ^- 
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DESTRUCTION  OF  POMPEII.* 

A  BOAR,  M  if  a  myriad  thunders  burst. 
Now  hurtled  o'er  the  heavens,  and  the  deep  earth 
ShudderM,  and  a  thick  storm  of  lava  hail 
Rush'd  into  air,  to  fall  upon  the  world. 
And  low  the  lion  cower'd,  with  fearful  moans 
And  upturn^  eyes,  and  quivering^  limbs,  and  clutch'd 
The  gory  sand  instinctively  in  fear. 
The  very  soul  of  silence  died,  and  breath 
Through  the  ten  thousand  pallid  lips,  unfelt. 
Stole  from  the  stricken  bosoms ;  and  there  stood. 
With  face  uplifled,  and  eyes  fix*d  on  air, 
(Which  unto  him  was  throng*d  with  angel  forms,) 
The  ChnHtian — waiting  the  high  will  of  Heaven. 

A  wandering  sound  of  wailing  agony, 
A  cry  of  coming  horror,  o*er  the  street 
Of  tombs  arose,  and  all  the  lurid  air 
Erho'd  the  shrieks  of  hopelessness  and  death. 

"Hear  ye  not  nowl"  said  Pastsa.  Death  is 
Ye  saw  the  avalanche  of  fire  descend  [here ! 

Vcsuvlan  steeps,  and,  in  its  giant  strength 
Sweep  on  to  Herculaneum ;  and  ye  cried, 
«It  threats  not  us:  why  should  we  lose  the  sport  1 
Though  thousands  perish,  why  should  wo  refrain  V 
Your  sister  city — the  most  beautiful — 
Gasps  in  the  burning  ocean — ^from  her  domes 
Fly  the  survivors  of  her  people,  driven 
Drforo  the  torrent-floods  of  molten  earth. 
With  desolation  red — and  o*er  her  grave 
Unearthly  voices  raise  the  heart's  last  cries — 
•Fly,  fly!  O,  horror!  O,  my  son!  my  sire!' 
The  hoarse  shouts  multiply ;  without  the  mount 
Are  agony  and  death — ^wiUiin,  such  rage 
Of  fossil  fire  as  man  may  not  behold ! 
Hark !  the  destroyer  slumbers  not — and  now. 
Be  your  theologies  but  true,  your  Jove, 
Mid  all  his  thunders,  would  shrink  back  aghast, 
Listening  the  horrors  of  the  Titan's  strife. 
The  lion  trembles ;  will  ye  have  my  blood. 
Or  flee,  ere  Herculaneum's  fate  is  yours  1" 

Vesuvius  answer'd :  from  its  pinnacles 
Clouds  of  far-flashing  cinders,  lava  showers, 
And  seas,  drank  up  by  the  abyss  of  fire. 
To  be  hurrd  forth  in  boiling  cataracts, 
Tiike  midnight  mountains,  wrapp'd  in  lightnings,  fell. 
O,  then,  the  love  of  life !  the  struggling  rush. 
The  crushing  conflict  of  escape !  few,  brief, 
And  dire  the  words  delirious  fear  spake  now,— 
One  thought,  one  action  sway'd  the  tossing  crowd. 
AU  through  the  vomitories  madly  sfining. 
And  mass  on  mass  of  trembling  beings  press'd, 
Gasping  and  goading,  with  tlie  savageness 
That  is  the  child  of  danger,  like  the  waves 
Charybdis  from  his  jagged  rocks  throws  down, 
Mingled  in  madness — warring  in  their  wrath. 
Some  swoon'd,  and  were  trod  down  by  legion  feet; 
Some  cried  for  mercy  to  the  unanswering  gods ; 
Some  shriek'd  for  parted  friends,  forever  lost ; 
And  some,  in  passion's  chaos,  with  the  yells 
Of  desperation,  did  blaspheme  the  heavens ; 

«  From  ''The  Last  Night  of  Pompeii.*'  This  scene 
follow!  the  destruction  of  Iferciilaneiim.  Pamsa.  a 
ChrUtlan,  condemned  by  DroMBDB,  li  brought  Into  the 
gladiatorial  arena,  when  a  new  eruption  ftom  Vesnvias 
cauflci  a  tuipenalon  of  the  proccedinfi. 


And  some  were  still  in  uttemeM  of  wou 
Yet  all  toil'd  on  in  trembling  wsvm  of  lUe 
Along  the  subCeiruiean  comdon. 
Moments  were  oentuiiea  of  donbC  and  dmd ; 
Each  breathing  obstacle  a  hatad  thing; 
Eacii  trampled  wretch  a  ibotatool  to  o*criook 
The  foremost  multitudes;  and  terror,  now, 
Begat  in  all  a  maniac  ruthlesaneH^— 
For,  in  the  madness  of  their  agoniea, 
Strong  men  cast  down  the  feeble,  Wlio  delay'd 
Their  flight;  and  maidens  on  the  stonaa  wan  erasSi 
And  mothera  madden'd  when  tha  wanior'a  bed 
Pass'd  o'er  the  laces  of  their  sona !   Tha  throag 
Press'd  on,  and  in  tha  ampler  arcadaa  now 
Beheld,  as  floods  of  human  life  roU*d  by. 
The  uttermost  terrors  of  tha  dfiatinrd  honr. 
In  gory  vapours  the  great  sun  wen(  down; 
The  broad,  dark  sea  heaved  like  tha  dying  beail 
'Twecn  earth  and  heaven  hovering  o'er  tha  gran 
And  moan'd  through  all  its  watera ;  avaiy  dooM 
And  temple,  charr'd  and  choked  with  eeasek 
Of  suflbcating  cinders,  seem'd  the  hooaa   [showf 
Of  the  triumphant  deadator,  Death. 
One  dreadful  glance  sufficed^— and  to  tha  aea. 
Like  Lybian  winds,  breathing  deqwir,  Ihay  fled 

Nature's  quick  instinct,  in  moat  aavaga  faetsii 
Prophesies  danger  ere  man's  thought  aarakai, 
And  shrinks  in  fear  finom  conunc 
Made  gentle  by  its  terror ;  thoa,  o'e 
E'en  in  his  famine's  fury,  by  a  Power 
Brute  beings  more  than  homan  oft  adon^ 
The  lion  lay,  his  quivering  pawa  ontapiead. 
His  white  teeth  gnashing,  till  the  cniahing  thrai 
Had  pass'd  the  corridors ;  then,  glaring  vm 
His  eyes  imbued  with  samiel  light,  be  aaw 
The  crags  and  forests  of  the  Apanninea 
Gleaming  far  ofl^  and,  with  the  exulting  KMi 
Of  home  and  lone  dominion,  at  a  bound 
He  leap'd  the  lofty  paliaadei,  and  apmng 
Along  the  spiral  passagea,  with  howla 
Of  horror,  through  the  flying  mnltitadai^ 
Flying  to  seek  Us  lonely  nioimtain4air. 

From  every  cell  shrieks  bnrat;  hyenaa  cried* 
Like  lost  child,  wandering  o'er  the  wildenmi^ 
That,  in  deep  loneliness,  minglea  ita  iroice 
With  wailing  winds  and  atunning  wateifans; 
The  giant  elephant,  with  matchleai  atRngthp 
Struggled  against  the  portal  of  hb  tomK 
And  groan'd  and  panted ;  and  the  leopaid'a  yd 
And  tiger's  growl,  with  all  aammnding  criea 
Of  human  horror  mingled;  and  in  airp 
Spotting  the  luiid  heavena  and  waiting  pnj* 
The  evil  birds  of  carnage  hong  and  watdi'd. 
As  ravening  heirs  watch  o'er  tibe  miaei^a  eooch. 
All  awful  soimds  of  heaTen  and  earth  mat  nam 
Darkness  behind  the  ann-god'a  chariot  voU'd, 
Shrouding  destniction,  aave  whan  voloan  Area 
Lifted  the  folds,  to  glare  on  agony; 
And,  when  a  moment'a  terriUa  rspoaa 
Fell  on  the  deep  convalsions,  all  eoald  hear 
The  toppling  ctiffii  explode  and  oaah  balow^ 
While  mtUtitudinoua  waters  from  the  aea 
In  whiripools  through  the  channcTd  noyntam  roc 
Rnsh'd,  and,  with  hiasas  like  the  daniiied*a  i 
Fell  in  the  mightr  fnmaea  of  the  i 
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VISIONS  OF  ROMANCE, 


Wkkv  dark-browM  Dudaigbl  oV  tli«  alomberuig 

MjnttnoQi  flhMowfl  and  bewildering  throws. 
And  tii0  UT^  vrin^  of  hutnan  thought  9m  furlMi 
And  ri)trp  i\«scend?*^  like  dew  upon  the  t096^ — - 
Bow  6itl  of  Uim  the  poetV  vigiJ  hour, 
Whra  oVr  hbn  ddcr  titoe  h&th  tuagic  power  t 

BtS&Tft  his  «3r#  piMt  ages  stand  revealM, 
Wli*n  frtijjil  chiefa  held  lordly  banqtictting^ 
in  the  tpoik  reveHmg  of  ftood  and  6cld, 
Arotviag  thfn?  tbkuIa  proud^  anque-slionM  kln^: 
WhilL*  honotu'd  minitre]^  round  the  ample  board 
The  hy%  of  [oife>  or  iotigs  of  battle  potir^d. 

Th«  dlntiM]  hf^tmet,  with  ita  tiroken  cr«fft, 
na  imkil  MhTO)  tod  the  sthatter'd  shield 
Himg  rmind  the  waindcot^  dark,  and  well  expftes'd 
That  Willi,  fifrce  pride,  which  Bcorn'd,  unicathed.  to 
Th»  jiu:itjri'*i  there,  with  dusky  glory  rife,     [jield ; 
Wtrnn  iij^e  Co  Hgv  borcdo^rn  «tern  chEunctera  oi  strife. 

Amy  I0H15  U(je«  of  gbfioiw  imc^stty,  [walls, 

Whose  eye*  flaf»b*d  o*er  them  from  the  gnay,  old 
Wb»l  cmven  quaiJs  at  Danger^g  tightning  eje  T 
Wh.ll  w»mor  blenches  when  hia  brother  Mb  \ 
Bear  witnom  Creasy  and  red  AgincouH ! 
Bonewtht  ind  Bannockbum,  and  MarstoU  Moor! 

Tb*  lonjr,  bne  eorodors,  the  antler*d  hallp 
The  mmitve  walU^  the  all-command  Lng  towera — 
WbfTVi  r«vel  rdf n^d,  and  ma«queradms  ball, 
And  bcati^  wofi  iUni  i^amora  to  her  bowers — 
In  aitrivnt  EWideur  o*er  the  apuit  niov«, 
Wiih  %\l  their  forma  of  chiv&by  and  lovew 

Then  f  uio:l'  of  cfritnrios  buTnts  upon  the  sonl ; 
Lon^-bmiod  ai^es  wake  and  live  again; 
Pawl  fi-atj  of  hme  and  deed*  of  glory  roll, 
AirbieTrt!  for  Imlre-Iovo  m  knighthood's  ^tgn ; 
And  all  the  finipW  Atatc  of  of  den  time 
„li*umi?s  a  garb  majertic  and  sublime. 

Tlie  litect-eiaJ  '■hampjon  on  his  vauUing^  steed, 
The  mitf^^  primate,  and  the  Norman  Iord> 
Tlve  p*'erlc«s  maid,  awarding  vslour'e  mi^, 
And  th(*  meek  Te-'!ital,  who  her  God  adored-^ 
The  prifk,  Uie  pomp,  pie  power  and  charm  of  earth 
From  fancy's  dome  of  living  thought  come  forth. 

The  lifa«t  ia  oV*  the  hunUman's  eouree  k.  done. 
The  Ifump  of  war^  Ibe  shrill  bom  Eiounda  no  more; 
lift  lieroie  revellers  from  the  hall  have  gon<!. 
The  lone  hlsL^t  moans  the  ruiti'd  castle  o*er! 
The  apel!  of  lieauty,  an*l  the  pride  of  power 
If B»e  paaaM  forever  from  the  feudal  tower. 

Xo  more  the  drawbridge  echoes  to  the  tread 
Of  i-i-ietr^d  knijjbt*,  oVrcanopied  with  gold  ; 
n*er  mouTderLng  ;E^tea  and  crumbling  arehwaja 
Dart  ivy  waves  in  many  a  mazy  it»ld,       [(iprcad, 
WbCTe  rhiefs  flasbM  Tsngeanef  from  their  lightning 
ifTsinee^  [lance. 

And  gnisp*d  the  brand,  and  couch'd  the  conquering 

The  gofg««us  pageantry  of  time*  gone  by, 
Tlie  tilt*  the  toumameni,  the  vaulted  hall, 
Fadrt  in  its  glory  «n  the  spirit^a  eye, 
And  fancy  J  bright  and  gay  ereationa — all 


Sink  bito  dust,  when  reason^a  searching  glance 
Unmaaka  the  age  of  knighthood  and  rom^ce^ 

Like  lightning  hurtled  o*er  tJio  Imid  skies, 
l*heir  glories  flush  along  the  gloom  of  yeara ; 
The  beacon*lighDi  of  time,  to  wisdom'a  eye*, 
O^er  the  deep-rolling  stream  of  human  tcang. 
Fade  [  fade !  ye  vUto^is  of  antique  romance  \ 
Tower,  casque,  and  mace,  and  helm,  and  bannerM 
kneel 


AN  EVENING  SONG  OF  PIEDMONT. 

Atr  Maria  \  'tu  the  midnight  hour, 
The  sUrUght  wedding  of  the  earth  and  heaven, 
When  am»ic  breathes  its  perfume  from  the  Sower^ 
And  high  rc^ealinga  to  the  heart  are  gi%'eii; 
Soft  o'er  the  tneadowa  att-alu  the  dewy  air— - 
Like  dreama  of  bliBS ;  the  deep-blue  ether  glows, 
And  the  atream  munuura  round  ita  i^li^ta  fiur 
The  tender  nightrtong  of  a  charm'd  repoae, 

Ave  Marta  I  *i  b  tlie  hour  of  love, 
The  k(fls  of  mpture,  and  tba  link*d  embrace^ 
The  hallowed  converse  b  the  dim,  still  grove. 
The  elysium  of  a  heart-revealing  fiice, 
When  all  is  beautiful — for  we  are  blcss'd, 
When  all  ia  lovely— for  we  are  beloved, 
When  all  ia  ailent — for  imr  passions  rest. 
When  all  is  Csuthful — for  our  bope^  are  proved, 

Ave  Maria  I  't  ia  the  honr  of  prayer, 
Of  buish'd  communion  with  our&tflvcs  and  Heaven, 
When  our  waked   hearts  their  inmost  though ta 

declare, 
High^  pure,  far-searching,  like  Ihe  light  of  even; 
When  hope  becomes  fruilion,  and  we  feel 
The  holy  earnest  of  eternal  peace. 
That  bidif  our  pride  before  the  Omniacient  kneel, 
That  bids  oor  wild  and  warring  passiona  cease. 

Ave  Maria !  aoft  tbe  vesper  hymn 
Floats  throQgh  the  cloisters  of  yon  holy  pile. 
And,  mid  tbe  stillness  of  the  night-watch  dim. 
Attendant  spirits  seem  to  hear  and  amtle  T 
Hark  t  hatli  it  ceased  1    The  vestal  seeks  her  cell. 
And  reads  her  heart — a  melancholy  tale  f 
A  jsong  of  happier  ye-ars,  whoEo  echoes  swell 
O'er  her  Uwt  love,  like  pnle  bereavcment*s  wail* 

Ave  Maria  J  let  our  prayenj  a^end  , 

Prom  them  whose  holy  ollicea  afford 
No  joy  in  heaven — on  earth  wiilmut  a  friend — 
That  true,  though  faded  tmai^e  o(  the  Loan ! 
For  them  in  vain  the  face  of  nature  glows, 
For  them  in  vain  the  *un  in  glory  burns, 
Tbe  hollow  breast  conuome!*  in  fiery  woca, 
And  meets  de^air  and  death  where'er  it  tuma* 

Ave  Maria  I  in  the  deep  pbe  wood. 
On  the  ctear  Rtft-am,  and  oV'f  the  arure  ^ky 
Bland  midnight  fiiiiile*,  and  stany  fiolUude 
Breathea  hope  in  every  breeTo  that  wanders  by, 
A*e  Maria !  may  oar  lant  hour  come 
Ae  bright^  as  pure,  as  gentle*  Heaven  I  aa  tbla  I 
Let  faith  attend  us  amilinq  to  the  tomb. 
And  life  and  death  aie  both  the  heira  of  blias  * 


I 
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RUFUS   DAWES. 


(Bom,  ISA] 


Thx  fiunily  of  the  author  of  "Geraldinc"  is  one 
of  the  most  ancient  and  respectable  in  Massachu- 
setts. His  ancestors  were  among  the  earliest  set- 
tlers of  Doston ;  and  his  grandfather,  as  president 
of  the  Council,  was  for  a  time  acting  governor  of 
the  state,  on  the  death  of  the  elected  chief  magis- 
trate. His  father,  Thomas  Dawes,  wa9  for  ten 
years  one  of  the  associate  judges  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  Massachusetts,  and  was  distinguished 
among  the  advocates  of  the  Federal  Constitution, 
in  the  state  convention  called  for  its  consideration. 
He  was  a  sound  lawyer,  a  man  of  great  independ- 
ence of  character,  and  was  distinguished  for  the 
brilliancy  of  his  wit,  and  for  many  useful  qualities.* 

RuFus  Dawes  was  bom  in  Boston,  on  the 
twenty-sixth  of  January,  1803,  and  was  the 
youngest  but  one  of  sixteen  children.  He  entered 
Harvard  College  in  1820;  but  in  consequence  of 
class  disturbances,  and  insubordination,  of  which 
it  was  afterward  shown  he  was  falsely  accused,  he 
was  compelled  to  leave  that  institution  without  a 
degree.  This  indignity  he  retaliated  by  a  severe 
satire  on  the  most  prominent  members  pf  the 
faculty — the  first  poem  he  ever  published.  He 
then  entered  the  office  of  General  William  Sul- 
LivAir,  as  a  law-student,  and  was  subsequently 
admitted  a  member  of  the  Suffolk  county  bar. 
He  has  howe\«?r  never  pursued  the  practice  of  the 
legiil  profession,  having  been  attracted  by  other 
pursuits  more  congenial  with  his  feelings. 

In  1829  he  was  married  to  the  third  daughter 


of  Chief  Juitice  Cbai^cb,  of  Waihiiigtoii.  la 
1830  he  publidied  *•  The  Valley  of  the  NulMnrty, 
and  other  Poemj^*'  tome  of  whick  had  appeued 
originally  in  the  Cambridge  •*  United  Slatei  LH^ 
raiy  Gazette;"  and  in  1889,  ««Athflnn  ofDamaa 
cus,"  <«GerBldine,"  and  hia  mianrilaneoua  poetical 
writings.  His  last  work,  ^Nix'a  Mate,"  an  Uato- 
rical  romance,  appeared  in  the  firilowing  year. 

With  Mr.  DAWx%poeti7  aeeoM  to  ham -ben  a 
passion,  which  is  £ut  anbBding  and  gmng  plaea 
to  a  love  of  philoaophy.  He  haa  been  aaid  to  ba 
a  disciple  of  Colibidos,  bnt  in  reality  la  a  da* 
voted  follower  of  SwassaiBOBe;  and  to  ftiainfla* 
ence  rnuat  be  ascribed  the  air  of  myatkiaui  lAUk 
pervades  his  later  prodnctiona.  He  haa  frooi  liae 
to  time  edited  aeveral  legal,  lifteraij,  and  political 
works,  and  in  the  last  has  shown  himaetf  to  bo  an 
adherent  to  the  prindplea  of  the  old  FedenI  party. 
As  a  poet,  his  standing  ia  jet  nnaettied,  dm 
being  a  wide  difiercnce  of  opinion  wapefting  hii 
writings.  His  versification  ia  genenUj  < 
correct,  and  in  aome  piecea  he  ^^hiJMfc"  i 
ble  imagination. 

In  the  winter  of  184(M1,  ha  ddrrared  a  < 
of  lectures  in  the  dtf  of  New  Yoik, 
American  Institote,  in  which  be 
principles  of  the  French  edectica  and  the  1W- 
scendentalistfl,  contending  that  their  philooo|iby  ii 
only  a  sublimated  natural  one,  and  very  tu  »• 
moved  from  the  tnie  ayatem  of  caiiaea»  and  fns- 
ine  spirituality. 


LANCASTER. 

Thk  Queen  of  May  has  bound  her  virgin  brow, 
And  hung  with  blossoms  eveiy  fruit-tree  bough ; 
The  sweet  Southwest,  among  the  early  flowers, 
Whispers  the  coming  of  delighted  hours. 
While  birds  within  the  heaping  foliage,  sing 
Their  music-welcome  to  returning  Spring. 

O,  Nature  !*  lovelier  in  thy  green  attire — 
Dear  mother  of  the  passion-kindling  lyre ; 
Thou  who,  in  early  days,  upled*st  me  where 
The  mountains  freeze  alM)ve  the  summer  air ; 
Or  luredst  my  wandering  way  beside  the  streams. 
To  watch  the  bubbles  as  they  mock*d  my  dreams, 
Lead  me  again  thy  flowery  paths  among, 
To  sing  of  native  scenes  as  yet  unsung ! 

Dear  Lancaster !  thy  fond  remembrance  bringa 
Thoughts,  like  the  music  of  JEohan  strings, 

«  He  is  classed  by  Mr.  Kr-tell  among  the  American 
poet  J ;  and  in  the  Book  of  ^  Bpecimena**  published  by 
him  are  given  some  passaRei  of  hia  **Law  given  on 
Sbiai,*'  puUlabed  In  Boston  in  1777. 
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When  the  hush'd  wind  breadiea  only  aa  it  dktfa, 
While  tearful  .Love  hu  ansiona  vigil  keepa>— 
When  press'd  with  grief,  orated  with  the  ibow 
That  Pleasure's  pageant  ofln  hpn  htlJir, 
Midst  scenes  of  hcartlesa  mirth  or  jojlaaa  ^m, 
How  ofl  my  aching  heart  has  tnm'd  to  thoa^ 
And  lived  again,  in  memoiy'a  i 
The  innocence  of  youthful  I 

In  lite  8  dull  drMm,  when  \ 
Clings  to  our  being  with  ita  cankering  duda» 
When  lofty  thonghti  are  crampM  to  i 
The  vile,  rank  weeds  that  in  their  pad&waj  | 
Who  would  not  turn  amidst  the  dukenM  i 
To  memoried  spots  where  i 
And  dwell  with  fondneas  on  the  joyooa  hoan, 
Mlien  youth  built  np his  plea8ara<doine  of  floninl 

Now,  while  the  muaie  of  the  feathfli*d  <  ~ 
Rings  where  the  sheltering  1 
V^lien  dew-eyed  Love  looka  t 
A  silent  language  widi  hb  i 
I  think  of  thoae  delidouB  i 
Which  joyleaa  age  diaU  4 


RUrUS   DAWEa 


m$ 


w*  though  far  removed,  tbe  Mune  woxild  teH, 

^  f«w  may  Jiftcn,  what  sibe  loved  §o  welU 

J-  hotir^  of chj  Uihood,  y  oulh'*  pr<»[iiti  ogs  spring, 

L  TinM  fiuiu'd  onlj  rOflca  with  his  vv'vagy 

i  dreva*^  ihut  mock  maJily,  could  roOTfO 

rh)  sn  ei]d1«ti«  boljdaj  lo  Love^ 

do  j«  CKiwd  upon  tny  fevc/d  braio, 

b  tnngiiiitldii,  U¥«  vgiiin  I 

I  I  un  xrith  you  now,  th«  dopbg  green^ 

iny  A  KUftny  hill  i^  freshly  seen ; 

dorv  the  pUTpl«  clover  bends  to  ttte^U 

llDwer  their  dew^ropu  or*  the  pilgrini*fl  feel; 

mort  h<?  bretilbfts  the  fragrance  of  your  fieldjs, 

ID  arc  the  orchard  tree  its  h&nrcfit  yieidfi^ 

I  he  haiU  the  momini^  from  your  biltB, 

\niik*  the  cooUn?  wator  of  your  rillsit 

n,  "t^ith  A  heart  subdued,  be  &^ls  the  power 

Bffj  humble  shrub  nod  modest  flower. 

hou  who  jtsumcreat  throiig:h  tbftl  Eden-clime, 

tag  thj  deriout  way  to  dit^t  the  time^ 

fCful  NashaWBj!  bonde  thy  ^tresJUt 

wouliJ  I  paint  thy  beauties  m  thfj  gleam* 

itfie  river !  poet  of  the  woods  I 

ps,  in  thj  fkr  s^luded  soIitudeB, 

•tnd-Aymphi  sport  and  naiads  plush  ihy  wave^ 

chaj^i«  more  swwt  than  e^ci  Fancy  gave ; 

oil  with  Mantua's  t^rd,  from  school  tet  fin?e, 

BBiii^d  the  *ijver  Uacs  that  do^  like  thec^ 

Ai  OD  Uiy  euiersLld  banbp,  at  fuU  leni^h  laid, 

C  cbaaic  ehus  grvw  ]!avi:ih  of  their  shsik^ 

lolently  Ust^nMt  while  the  throng 

Icr  beiiig«  wok«  Iheir  summer  son^ ; 

j^  nJe  anf lin^  ^^^^  outwatcihcd  the  sail, 

teing  mine  to  deeds  by  W^i^toji  done, 

'  down  thft  silent  «trettm,  where  ancMng  Ireea 

Itieir  green  bouj3rhs  so  geritly  to  thn  breese, 

Iwe,  brood  ma*»  of  molten  ciystal  }k*t 

ing  the  mtrrorM  beaytiea  of  the  skies  i 

how  the  sunshine  bn?aks  upon  the  plains  I 
f  tleep  bJush  thi^ir  jflatter'd  glory  stains. 
Had  tie  river  f  on  thy  quiet  brea^tt, 
*  flanhM  the  salmon  with  hiii  lic^htning  ercit, 
Jtifi;  aico,  ihc  Indian's  thin  canoe 
n'd  tightly  a»  tlie  shadow  whit-h  it  threw ; 
*nf  aj^,  b*rside  thy  banks  of  green, 
n^ht'fire  hiazeil  and  nprcfid  itn  dismal  sheen, 
iiu  pe»*Tfid  Talley  I  when  I  think  how  fair 
rarious  hennty  sbinen,  l^evond  compare, 
M>t  cho^jse  but  owa  the  Power  that  gave 
»l  thj  WOP4  a  helping  hand  to  save, 
I  o  er  thy  hills  the  savns^  war-whoop  cnmc, 
|e*ohuion  rajrfd  its  funcrtvl  fliime ! 
»  nij^ht  f  the  wtijrs  are  kimltcd  in  the  sky, 
mn^er  wakeji  the  fiunii^lied  shr-woirw  cry, 
J,  o'er  the  crufted  snow,  the  careful  trcajj 
f*  the!  fcwirt  wh*Mie  pulscR  throb  with  drmd ; 
hckering  lis:ht,  kind  beacon  of  repo«  I 
reary  wanflcrcr's  homely  dwcllin;^  ^howa^ 
e^  hv  tlje  hSuLKin^  fins  bis  bosimrs  joy 

!o  her  he^rt  a  ulumbtriug  inf&nl  Iwy  ; 
)  every  sound  her  an^iiu<  1»osoiti  moytm^ 
lart*  and  li*t*tnit  for  the  one  )*hc  loTca  i — 
[   wa»*t  the  night-binj'!*  cry  that  met  her 

mv  the  blood  thai  llkiekena  with  cold  fbarl^ 


"  AgMU,  O  God  *.  that  voice,— *t is  his  !  'tis  hia  !" 
She  hean  the  denth-sbriek  and  the  arrow's  whii, 
When,  05  she  turns,  she  aeea  the  bursting  door 
Holl  her  dead  husband  bleeding  on  the  floor* 
Loud  aa  the  hurat  of  sudden  thunder,  rose 
The  maddening  war-cry  of  tlie  ombufih'd  foes ; 
Startling  in  sleeps  the  dreamksi;  ijtfant  wakes. 
Like   rnoming'a   smile  when  dayiigbtV  slumber 

"  For  mercy  I  ispare  my  childj  forbear  the  blow  T* 
In  vain  ; — the  warm  blood  crimsons  on  the  snow. 

OW  the  coJd  earth  the  captive  mother  aighs, 
Her  ears  still  tortured  by  her  infant's  cries ; 
She  cannot  weep,  but  deep  resolve,  unmoved| 
Plots  vengeance  for  the  victims  so  beloved ; 
Lo !  by  their  fire  the  glutted  warfions  licj 
Locked  in  the  death-fileep  of  ebriely, 
When  from  her  bed  of  snoWf  whence  slumher  fleWi 
The  frenwed  womsn  roee  the  deed  to  do ; — 
Firmly  beside  the  senseless  men  of  blood, 
With  vengeful  arm,  the  wretched  mother  stood; 
She  heara  her  giTOttuhig^  dying  lord  eipine^ 
Her  woman's  heart  nerves  up  with  madde-nmg  firrt. 
She  sees  her  infiuit  daghed  against  the  tree,— 
T  is  done  I — ^the  red  men  nU'cp  eternally*      [now, 

Stich  were  thy  wrongs,  sweet  Laueasler!  but 
No  spot  so  peaceful  ajid  serene  aa  Ihou ; 
Thy  hills  and  ficlJs  in  checkered  richness  stand, 
The  glory  ami  the  beauty  of  the  land. 

From  cnJm  repose,  while  gbw'd  the  eastern  sky, 
And  the  fresh  breeze  went  fraught  with  fragrance  by, 
Waked  by  the  noisy  woodbird*  free  from  care. 
What  joy  was  mine  to  drink  the  morning  sir ! 
Not  all  the  bliw  roaturer  life  can  bring. 
When  ripe^'d  manhood  aoan  with  ttrengthenM 

wing,— 
Not  all  th*^  rapture  Fancy  ever  wove, 
Nor  less  than  that  which  springs  from  mntna!  love. 
Could  challen^  mine*  when  to  the  ravjsh'd  sense 
The  sunrise  painted  Gon^A  magnificence  t 
George-bill,  thou  pride  of  Nasbaway,  for  thee, — ' 
Thyself  the  garden  of  fertility, — 
Nature  ha*  hung  a  picture  to  the  eye, 
\\'liefe  Beauty  smiles  at  sombre  Majesty* 
The  river  winding  in  it?i  coarse  below,         [erew. 
Through  fertile  fields  where  yellowing  harvests 
The  bowering  elnis  that  so  majestic  grew, 
A  green  arcade  for  waves  to  wander  through ; 
The  deep,  brosd  valley,  where  the  new^-mown  hay 
Loads  the  fresh  breezes  of  tltc  rising  day, 
And,  distant  far,  WachusettV  towering  height. 
Blue  in  the  lingering  shadows  of  th'e  night, 
Have  power  to  move  the  stemeflt  heart  to  love^ 
That  Nftture*s  loveliness  could  ever  move. 

Ye  who  Cdn  sluml^er  when  the  starlight  fades, 
And  clouds  break  purpling  through  the  eastern 

shades, 
Whose  cttre-woTO  spirits  cannot  wake  at  mon). 
To  lead  your  buoyant  footsteps  oVr  the  Iswn, 
Can  never  know  what  joy  the  ravishM  sense 
Feek  in  that  moment**  uacred  inftuenee. 
I  will  not  e»k  the  met-d  cvf  fortune'^  smile. 
The  i1afl«rer>  prtiine,  that  nm*k»  hia  heart  of  guile, 
So  I  can  walk  bcm^ath  the  ojnple  sky^ 
And  hear  the  bird**  discordant  melody. 
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And  lee  reTiving  Spring,  and  Summei'i  gloom, 
And  Autumn  bending  o*er  his  icy  tomb, 
And  hoary  Winter  pile  his  snowy  drifts ; 
For  these  to  me  are  Fortune's  highest  gifts ; 
And  I  have  found  in  poor,  neglected  flowers, 
Companionship  for  many  weary  hours; 
And  high  above  the  mountain's  crest  of  snow, 
Communed  with  storm-clouds  in  their  wrath  below ; 
And  where  the  vault  of  heaven,  from  some  vast 

height 
Grew  blark,  as  fell  the  shadows  of  the  night, 
Where  the  stars  seem  to  come  to  you,  I've  woo'd 
The  grandeur  of  the  fearful  solitude. 
From  such  communion,  feelings  often  rise. 
To  guard  the  heart  midst  life's  perplexities. 
Lighting  a  heaven  within,  whoue  deep-felt  joy 
Compensates  well  for  Sorrow's  dark  alloy. 
Then,  though  the  worldly  chide,  and  wealth  deny, 
And  passion  conquer  where  it  fain  would  fly. 
Though  friends  you  love  betray,  while  these  are  left, 
The  heart  can  never  wholly  be  bereft. 

Hard  by  yon  giunt  elm,  whose  branches  spread 
A  rustling  robe  of  leaves  above  your  head ; 
Where  wcaiy  travellera,  from  noonday  heat. 
Beneath  the  hospitable  shade  retreat. 
The  school-house  met  the  stranger's  busy  eye, 
Who  turned  to  gaze  again,  he  knew  not  why. 
Thrice  lovely  spot !  where,  in  the  classic  spring. 
My  young  ambition  dipp*d  her  fever'd  wing, 
And  drank  unseen  the  vision  and  the  Are 
That  break  with  quenchless  glory  from  the  lyre ! 
Amidst  thy  wealth  of  art,  fair  Italy  ! 
While  Genius  warms  beneath  thy  cloudless  sky. 
As  o'er  the  waking  marble's  polished  mould 
The  sculptor  breathes  Pro xalion's  prayer  of  old. 
His  heart  shall  send  a  frequent  sigh  to  rove, 
A  pilgrim  to  the  birth-place  of  his  love ! 

And  can  I  e'er  forget  that  hallowed  spot. 
Whence  springs  a  charm  that  may  not  be  forgot; 
Where,  in  a  grove  of  elm  and  sycamore, 
The  pastor  show'd  his  hospitable  door. 
And  kindness  shone  so  constantly  to  bless 
That  sweet  al>ode  of  peace  and  happiness  ? 

The  oaken  bucket — where  I  stoop'd  to  drink 
The  crystal  water,  trembling  at  the  brink, 
Which  through  the  solid  rock  in  coldness  flowM, 
While  creaked  the  ponderous  lever  with  its  load ; 
The  dairy — where  so  many  moments  flew. 
With  half  the  dainties  of  the  soil  in  view ;    [care, 
Where  the  broad  pans  spread  out  the  milkmaid's 
To  feed  the  busy  churn  that  labour'd  there ; 
The  garden — where  such  neatness  met  the  eye, 
A  stranger  could  not  pass  unheeding  by  ; 
The  orchard — and  the  yellow-mantled  fields, 
£ach  in  its  turn  some  dear  remembrance  yields. 

Ye  who  can  mingle  with  the  glittering  crowd, 
Where  Mammon  struts  in  rival  s))lendour  proud ; 
Who  pass  your  days  in  heartless  fashion's  round. 
And  bow  with  hatred,  where  ye  fear  to  wound ; 
Away  !  no  flatterer's  voice,  nor  coward's  sneer, 
(^un  find  a  welcome,  or  an  altar  here. 
But  ye  who  look  beyond  the  common  ken, 
•Solf-uncxalted  when  ye  judge  of  men. 
Who,  conscious  of  defects,  can  hurry  by 
Faults  that  lay  claim  upon  your  charity  ; 


Who  feel  that  thiilfiny  virioii  ofthe  ■»! 
Which  looks  through  ftitli  beyond  un  earthly  go 
And  will  not  yet  rdEiiee  the  homely  cure 
Which  every  being  shares,  or  onght  to  share; 
Approach !  the  home  of  Goodncsa  is  yoor  own^ 
And  such  as  ye  are  worthy,  such  akme. 

When  silence  hung  upon  the  dabbath*s  smilf 
And  noiseless  footsteps  paced  the  sacred  aisle^ 
When  hearts  united  wcjie  the  supfpliant  Isy, 
And  happy  iaces  bless'd  the  holy  daj ; 
O,  Nature !  couki  thy  worshipper  have  owiTd 
Such  joy,  as  then  upon  his  bosom  throned ; 
When  feelings,  even  as  the  printleas  snow. 
Were  harmless,  guileless  as  a  child  can  know ; 
Or,  if  they  swerved  from  right,  were  pliant  stiU, 
To  follow  Virtue  from  the  path  of  ill ! 
No !  when  the  morning 's  old,  the  miat  wiQ  rist 
To  cloud  the  fairest  vision  of  our  eyes; 
As  hopes  too  brightly  formed  in  rainbow  dyes, 
A  moment  charm — then  vanish  in  the  Aics ! 

Sweet  hour  of  holy  rest,  to  mortals  given, 
To  point  with  love  the  fairest  way  to  hcaiiim ; 
When  from  the  sacred  book  instrwction  came 
With  fervid  eloquence  and  kindling  flame. 
No  mystic  rites  were  there ;  to  God  alone 
Went  up  the  grateful  heart  before  his  throng 
While  solemn  anthems  from  the  organ  pour'd 
Thanksgiving  to  the  high  and  only  Loaa. 

ho !  where  yon  cottage  whitens  throuih  tke 
g««n. 
The  loveliest  feature  of  a  matchless  scene; 
Beneath  its  shading  elm,  with  jnous  fiear, 
An  aged  mother  draws  her  children  near; 
While  from  the  Holy  Word,  with  earnest  air, 
She  teaches  them  the  privilege  of  piayer. 
Look !  how  their  infant  eyes  with  rapture  speak 
Mark  the  flush'd  lily  on  the  dimpled  cheek ; 
Their  hearts  are  filled  with  gratitude  and  lofe, 
Their  hopes  are  centered  in  a  world  above, 
Where,  in  a  choir  of  angels,  fiuth  portitys 
The  loved,  departed  father  of  their  daya. 

Beside  yon  grassless  mound,  a  monmcr  kneel 
There  gudi  no  tears  to  soothe  the  pang  he  ffids; 
His  loved,  his  lost,  lies  coffin*d  in  the  sod. 
Whose  soul  has  found  a  dwelling-place  with  Goi 
Though  preasM  with  anguish,  mUd  religion  shov 
His  aching  heart  a  bahn  for  all  its  woes ; 
And  hope  smiles  upward,  where  his  krre  riuH  flz 
A  union  in  eternity  of  mind ! 

Turn  there  your  eyes,  ye  cold,  malignant  cm 
Whose  vile  ambition  dims  your  resson's  view, 
Ye  faithless  ones,  who  preach  religion  vain. 
And,  childlike,  chase  the  phantoms  of  jonr  hrui 
Think  not  to  crush  the  heart  whose  truth  hi 
Its  confidence  in  heavenly  love  rereal'd.       [seal 
Let  not  the  atheist  deem  that  Fate  decrees 
The  lot  of  man  to  misery  w  ease. 
While  to  the  contrite  spirit  fsith  is  giren, 
To  find  a  hope  on  earth,  a  rest  in  heaven. 

Unrivall'dNashaway!  where  the  willows  thn 
Their  frosted  beauty  on  thy  path  below. 
Beneath  the  verdant  drapery  of  the  trees, 
Luxuriant  Fancy  woos  the  sighing  breexe. 
The  redbreast  singing  where  Uie  fhiit-tree  weave 
Its  silken  canopy  of  mulb'ry  leaves; 
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Eii;tai«U*d  fields  of  ^reen,  wh«re  her dmg  kuie 
Crop  the  wet  gns&^  (vr  in  the  ihaJo  rBcLuie ; 
Tlw  Lipping  woodhipd,  ttjid  the  oiinMrel  bc«, 
Tlhc  sqtumi  mciiig  an  hb  mi>«i-grown  tree, 
WUk  doodB  of  |iLcafliLrtt  drcama,  demand  in  vaui 
CrMli^  ttwuglit  to  givfl  them  Ufi;  iigiuii* 

I  tarn  whenJt  irliuicmg  down,  the  eye  survcjB 
Art  building  up  the  wreck  of  other  Jayi ; 
Far  |rr%vo4  of  silent  tribiw  uph^avfl  the  Aod^ 
And  Science  «D]iba  where  savBge  Ptti  lip  trod  ; 
W||«v«  wing'd  the  pabon*d  iihfill  uloag  the  ikies, 
Tte  twoimer  ringSr  the  noiay  i^huUlo  Bie« ; 
Ibpervious  foreata  bow  before  the  blodcTi 
Ani  fieUb  rbe  up  in  yellow  i^bei  arrajM* 
N<i  lordty  p&lace  nor  ioiperial  mai 
OnipB  the  gW  soil  where  ffeemeo  plant  thmr 

feet; 
No  nUfiM  c^tle  bare  with  iry  wavea^ 
To  iaak«  as  blu*h  for  ancestry  of  i^hves ; 
Btf,  lo  i  unnumbered  dweHing^  meet  the  eje, 
Whoiv  TQ«n  lie  down  in  nabvc  in:ijei»ty ; 
This  morning  birda  spring  (Vom  their  le^fy  bed, 
A*  ^  ctem  plougliniJin  qutt4  hu!  happy  nhed ; 
Hii  arcn  U  stecil'd  to  tml^— his  heart  to  beair 
The  robe  of  pain,  tbttt  mortals  alwayit  wear; 
Thoiij:h  wealth  may  never  conies  a  plenleous  board 
Smile*  at  the  pomperM  rich  man's  joyle««  hoafd ; 
TVue,  when  among  his  sires,  no  gilded  hetr 
fihmll  piny  the  fool^  and  damn  himself  to  care, 
Bot  Industry  and  Knowledge  lead  the  way, 
Where  Independence  braves  the  roughest  day. 

Pfcurae  of  my  ctnintiy*s  mfkncy^  her  stay 
III  vimttiful  triab  and  in  danger*]^  day  ; 
III01MV0  Education !  'tii  to  thee 
8li*  owi«  ber  luountain^breatb  of  Liberty ; 
To  thee  ih£  loi:ikflt  through  timers  illusive  gloom, 
To  light  her  poJth,  and  flhlcld  her  from  the  tomb; 
B#ne«th  thine  Mg'm  tyranny  shall  fail, 
Before  thy  fmwn  the  tmilof'fi  heart  ehaU  qtiatli 
AfuLitioui  foes  to  liberty  may  wear 
A  patriot  iniii*k>  to  compass  what  they  darp. 
And  vting  the  thoug:ht1c!ia  nation,  while  they  smile 
Benlgnantly  and  mode«tly  th^  while ; 
But  thou  uhslt  fend  the  virtuoua-sceming  guise, 
Aod  guafd  her  from  (he  worst  of  enemies. 
Et^nal  Power  !  whow  tempted  thunder  sleepA, 
WTiile  heaven-eyed  Mefcy  turns  away  and  weeps; 
Thou  who  didnt  lea*l  our  faihcrn  where  to  send 
Their  free  devotions  to  their  God  and  friend  ; 
TT^ou  who  hast  swept  a  wilderness  away, 
That  men  may  walk  in  freed omV  cloudless  day ; 
Guard  well  their  trust,  test  impious  faction  dans 
trnlock  the  chain  that  bindjt  our  birthright  fair; 
That  private  viewi  to  pnldic  goad  may  yietd, 
And  honest  men  stand  fearless  in  the  field ! 

Once  more  I  Cum  to  thee,  fair  Nathaway ! 
The  farewell  tribute  of  my  humble  by; 
The  time  may  c^jme,  when  lofty  notes  shall  bear 
Thy  peerless  beaoty  to  the  gladdened  air ; 
Now  to  the  lyre  no  daring  hand  aspire-*, 
And  ni«t  giows  eankcrin?  on  iU  tunele.<is  wtre«. 

Our  lays  are  like  the  fitful  streams  that  flow 
from  Diretcffs  birdfit  that  carol  as  they  ro  ; 
Content,  Iwneath  the  mu until n-top  bo  sing, 
And  mily  touch  C««ta!Ua  with  a  wing. 


ANNE  BOLEYN- 

I  WKEP  while  gazing  on  thy  modest  face^ 
Thou  pictured  history  of  womitn'a  love  J 
Joy  spreads  hia  burning  pinions  on  thy  ehcek, 
Shaming  its  whitencsd ;  and  tbJne  tytvt  are  full 
Of  conscious  beauty,  as  tliey  undulate. 
Yet  all  thy  beauty,  poofj  deluded  firl ! 
Served  but  lo  Ughl  thy  ruin.— Is  there  not. 
Kind  Heaven  I  some  secret  talisman  of  hearts, 
Whereby  to  find  a  resting-place  for  love  1 
Unhappy  maiden  f  let  thy  story  teach 
The  beautiful  and  young,  that  while  their  path 
Softens  with  roseSj — danger  may  he  there ; 
That  Love  may  watch  the  buhblos  of  the  stream, 
But  never  trust  his  image  on  the  wavii. 


SUNRISE, 

Tut  laughing  hours  have  chased  away  the  night» 
Plticking  the  atarfi  out  frum  her  diadem  ? — 
And  now  the  blue-eyed  Mom^  with  rnodest  grac«i 
Looks  through  lier  half-nlrawn  curtains  in  the  coerl, 
Blushing  in  smiles  and  glad  as  infancy. 
And  seCf  the  foM>liah  Moon,  but  now  so  vain 
Of  borrowed  beauty,  how  she  yields  her  charms. 
And,  pale  with  envy,  stWs  herself  away  I 
The  clouds  have  put  their  gorgeous  livery  on, 
Attendant  on  the  day — the  muuntain*tops 
Have  lit  their  lieacons,  and  the  vales  lielow 
Send  up  a  welcoming ; — no  song  of  hinds, 
Warbling  to  charm  the  atr  with  melody. 
Floats  on  the  frosty  breeze ;  yet  Nature  hath 
The  very  soul  of  music  in  her  looks ! 
The  sunshine  and  the  rthade  of  poetry, 

I  stand  upon  ihy  lofty  pinnacle, 
Temple  of  Nature !  and  look  down  with  awe 
On  ihe  wide  world  beneath  rne.  dimly  seen ; 
Around  me  crowd  the  giant  sont  of  earth, 
Fixed  on  their  old  foundations,  unsubdued ; 
Firm  as  when  first  rebellion  bade  them  riisa 
Unrifled  to  the  Thunderer — now  they  seem 
A  Gunily  of  mountains,  clustering  round 
Their  hoary  patriarch,  emuloualy  watching 
To  meet  the  partial  gbneea  of  the  day* 
Far  in  the  glowing  east  the  dickering  Ughl, 
Mellow 'd  by  dlfftancc,  with  the  blue  sky  blending, 
Questions  the  eye  with  ever-varying  forms. 

The  sun  come*  up !  away  the  siiadows  iling 
From  tho  broad  hills — and,  hurrying  to  the  If  Ml 
Sport  in  the  sunfthine,  till  they  die  away. 
Tho  many  beauteous  mountain-f^t reams  leap  down* 
Out^welltng  from  the  clouds,  and  sparkling  hght 
Dances  along  with  their  perennial  flow. 
And  there  is  beauty  b  yon  river's  path, 
The  glad  Connecticut !  I  know  her  well, 
By  the  while  veil  she  mantles  o'er  her  charmj ; 
At  times,  she  loitera  by  a  ridge  of  hills, 
Sportfully  hiding — then  aijain  with  glee 
Out-mshc9  from  her  wild*wo*id  hirking-plice. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  bound,  the  ocean-waves. 
And  hilU  and  rivers,  mi^untidna,  kkes  and  wuodi, 
And  all  that  hold  the  facut^  etilruieed. 
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Bathed  in  a  flood  of  glory,  float  in  air, 
And  sleep  in  the  deep  quietude  of  joy. 

There  is  an  awful  still nesa  in  this  place, 
A  Presence,  that  forbids  to  break  the  spell. 
Till  the  heart  pour  its  agony  in  tear*. 
Bat  I  must  drink  the  vision  while  it  lasts; 
For  even  now  the  curling  vapours  rise, 
Wreathing  their  cloudy  coronals  to  grace 
These  towering  summits — bidding  mo  away  ;— 
But  oden  shall  my  heart  turn  back  again. 
Thou  glorious  eminence !  and  when  oppress'd. 
And  aching  with  the  coldness  of  the  world, 
Find  a  sweet  resting-place  and  home  with  thee. 


SPIRIT  OF  BEAUTY. 

Thf.  Spirit  of  Beauty  unfurls  her  light. 
And  whorls  her  course  in  a  joyous  flight; 
I  know  hor  track  through  the  balmy  air. 
By  the  blossoms  that  cluster  and  whiten  there ; 
She  leavcri  the  tops  of  the  mountains  green, 
And  gems  the  valley  with  crystal  sheen. 

At  mom,  I  know  where  she  rested  at  night. 
For  the  roses  are  gushing  with  dewy  delight ; 
Then  she  mounts  again,  and  round  her  flings 
A  shower  of  light  from  her  crimson  wings ; 
Till  the  spirit  is  drunk  with  the  music  on  high, 
That  silently  fills  it  with  ecstasy. 

At  noon  she  hies  to  a  cool  retreat, 

Where  bowering  elms  over  waters  meet ; 

She  dimples  the  w/ive  where  the  green  leaves  dip. 

As  it  smilingly  curls  like  a  maiden's  lip, 

AVhcn  her  tremulous  bosom  would  hide,  in  vain, 

From  her  lover,  the  hope  that  she  loves  again. 

At  eve  she  hangs  o'er  the  western  sky 
Dark  clouds  for  a  glorious  canopy. 
And  round  the  skirts  of  their  deepened  fold 
She  paints  a  border  of  purple  and  gold. 
Where  the  lingering  sunbeams  love  to  stay. 
When  their  god  in  his  glory  has  passed  away. 

She  hovers  around  us  at  twilight  hour. 
When  her  presence  is  ielt  with  the  deepest  power; 
She  silvers  the  landscape,  and  crowds  the  stream 
With  shadows  that  flit  like  a  fairy  dream ; 
Then  wheeling  her  flight  through  the  gladden'd  air, 
l*he  Spirit  of  Beauty  is  everywhere 


LOVE  UNCHANGEABLE. 

Yss !  still  I  love  thee :— Time,  who  seto 

His  signet  on  my  brow, 
And  dims  my  sunken  eye,  forgets 

The  heart  he  could  not  bow ; — 
Where  love,  that  caimot  perish,  grows 
For  one,  alas !  that  little  knows 

How  love  may  sometimes  last ; 
T«ikc  sunshine  wasting  in  the  skies, 

When  clouds  are  overcast 

Tlic  dew-drop  hanging  o*er  the  rose, 
Within  iU  robe  of  light. 


Can  never  tooch  a  leaf  tint  Uim% 
Thood^  meming  to  the  aght; 

And  yet  it  atm  will  linger  tfaoe, 

Like  hopeless  love  without  dcspilr^^ 
A  anow-drop  in  the  mn ! 

A  moment  finely  ezqniate, 
Alas !  but  only  one. 

I  would  not  have  thy  manied  heat 

Think  momently  of  me^— 
Nor  would  I  tear  the  cords  aput, 

That  bind  me  so  to  thee; 
No !  while  my  thoughts  eeem  pan  and 
Like  dew  upon  the  roses  wild, 

I  woukl  not  have  thee  know. 
The  stream  that  seems  to  thee  m  atiD, 

Has  such  a  tide  betow! 


Enough !  that  in  delicious « 

I  see  thee  and  forget— 
Enough,  that  when  the  i 

I  feel  my  eyelids  wet ! 
Yet,  could  I  hope,  when  Time  ahiU  6 
The  darkness,  for  creation's  pall, 

To  meet  thee,^ — and  to  iovar* 
I  would  not  shrink  from  aught  below, 

Nor  ask  for  more  abova. 


EXTRACT  FROM  "GERALDINI 

I  Kirow  a  spot  where  poets  6ia  would  dm 
To  gather  flowers  and  food  for  afterthou) 

As  bees  draw  honey  from  the  roaa'a  eeD, 
To  hive  among  the  treasures  thej  have  wi 

And  there  a  cottage  from  a  sylvan  screen 

Sent  up  its  curUng  smoke  amidst  the  gnm 

Around  that  hermit-home  of  quietodab 
The  elm  trees  whisper'd  with  the  anma 

And  nothing  ever  ventured  to  intruda. 
But  happy  birds,  that  caroU'd  wiUlj  the 

Or  honey-laden  harvesters,  that  flew 

Humming  away  to  drink  the  i 


Around  the  door  the  honeysodde  i 

And  Multa-flora  spread  her  countleas  m 

And  never  minstrel  sang  nor  poet  rhymed 
Ronumtic  scene  where  happineas  repoaei 

Sweeter  to  sense  than  that  enchanting  dell 

Where  home-sick  memory  fondly  lovw  to 

Beneath  a  mountain's  brow  the 

Hard  by  a  shelving  lake. 
Was  skirted  by  the  drapery  of  a  wood. 

That  hung  its  festoon  fottage 
Where  wild  deer  came  at  eve. 
While  moonlight  threw  thair 
brink. 

The  green  earth  heaved  her  giant  wavca  ai 
Where  through  the  mountain  viato  oi 
height 

Tower'd  heavenward  without  peer,  his  fi 
With  gorgeous  clouds,  at  times  of  changcfi 

While  far  below,  the  lake,  in  bridal  rest, 

Slept  with  his  glorious  picture  on  bar  1 
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WW9  BoBR  QKimir  wiia  bom  in  the  oele- 
riillc^  of  Wyoming,  m  Prnnsylvwiia,  oa 
ith  day  of  ^plembcr,  1804.  Diuing  hiif 
^  hu  paranta  lemoTcd  lo  New  York^  but  on 
i  «€  tke  delkftcy  of  hii  f onstituHon,  he  was» 
)d,  iliiitil  ha  WM  twcWe  years  old,  »t  vonoufl 

in  the  country,  ^Hc  entered  Columhk 
1^  in  Nefr  York,  in  1 B 1 9,  and  until  he  was 
toil  ^nir  ycai9  (tiWnvaTd£»  msLlntained  the 

imnk  in  the  Hucces^ive  c1eis!»g9,  Dudiig 
ciod  mo«t  of  bid  L^tin  imd  Kngliah  poetns 
<kmposed«  He  was  adcaiLtcd  to  dencon^B 
in  the  Bpiscop^  Cburd^  in  181^6,  ind 


after  iipcnding  two  ye*r«  in  the  active  discharge  of 
the  duties  of  hia  profcB«ion,  set  out  on  his  ti-nvel^i 
He  pOii^KNl  through  Fnmcc,  Ituly,  Bwitzerlondf  Eng^ 
hifid^  uDd  Scotlaodi  tad  retunicd  to  New  York  ill 
the  spring  of  1830.  He  wne  Iben  appomted  mi 
aiAAociate  profenisor  in  Colmnbia  CotLege,  but  re- 
^ii^nisd  the  office  nfter  a  few  Bioutbe,  in  co«sequenro 
of  iU  hmillh,  Qiid  clowd  it  life  of  euc^cffesful  dcifo* 
tlon  to  te;iLnung,  a]id  remarkable  moral  puritj^  on 
the  first  day  of  kieptember,  in  the  s^me  yejir,  Hi» 
travels  in  Europe,  aennon*,  and  miacellaneou* 
writings  were  pubUithed  in  two  large  ocUiro  to- 
lumes^  in  1831* 


!  WStTTEN  ON  LEAVING  ITALY. 


EbBlcun 


1  bell^o  ftlmen  pin  (brte/*— Ftwc4JL4, 


3  thnt  thou  wert  more  strong,  at  tca«t  Uss  fair, 
I  of  the  orange  grove  and  myrtle  bower! 
i  wboie  stnutd.  to  brvathe  whose  gcnrnt  air, 
bi  to  alt  who  feel  of  bljsfl  the  power ; 
i  apon  wboie  mornitalna  in  the  hour 
m  thy  »un  tmki  in  glory^  and  a  veil 
pl«  flow»  around  them,  would  restore 
\  of  beau^  when  ftU  cl^  might  fall* 


Ihat  thoa  werl  more  strong,  at  le^t  less  fair^ 
»t  of  fmil^  alaa  !  no  more  of  men  ! 

■pringi  the  oVxve  eVn  from  mountoina  bail?, 

yellqvr  han'ests  toads  the  scarce  till'd  plain. 

Deous  shoots  the  vine,  in  rich  feiitoon 

a  tree  to  tree  depending,  and  the  flower* 

ke  with  their  chaj.i^lets,  sweet  though  &ding 

•oon, 

,  fkUen  columm  and  decaying  towers. 

that  thou  wert  more  strong,  at  least  less  fair, 
ke  of  the  beautiful,  but  not  the  brave  I 

noble  form,  bold  oulline,  princely  air, 
MQguish  e'en  the  peajtant  and  the  slave : 
,  lUteUie  foddeas  sprung  from  ocean's  wave, 
mortal  sbtten  boaiit  immortal  grace, 
oil  tho«e  chsnns  which  partial  Nature  gave^ 
ift's  weidc  aiiU  <yT  fashion's  vain  grimace. 

that  thoQ  wert  more  strong,  at  least  less  fair, 
El  nurse  of  every  arV  fave  one  alone, 
t  of  «tlf-4le Fence  I     Thy  fostering  care 
^  out  a  nobler  life  from  senseless  ibi^ne, 
ds  e'en  einvasa  speak  ;  thy  miicjic  tone, 
nd  in  muiie.  now  en nsl initio  the  aoul 
ear*  tJic  p>wer  of  mrl<*dy  to  r»wu,        [troU 

now  witji  pdjL»ioriiiLe  tbrolM  Lhat  spurn  con- 

thjit  th^vu  ^vcrt  le**  fiir,  nl  least  mure  strong, 
re  af  ihc  mighly  dead,  the  living  mean  I 


Can  nothing;  rouse  yc  both  ?  no  tyrant'a  wrong, 
No  memory  of  the  brave,  of  what  has  been  T 

Yon  broken  arch  on<^  spoke  of  triumph,  then 
That  mouldering  wait  too  s^Kike  of  brave  defense ; 

Shades  of  departed  heroea,  riiie  a^in  ! 

Italians,  rwe,  and  thrust  the  oppresBors  henee  I 

O,  Tta!y  I  my  country,  fare  lljee  well  I 

For  art  tliou  net  my  country,  at  whose  brearf 
Were  nurtured  those  whose  thoughts  witlun  ma 
dwell, 

The  fathers  of  my  mind  7  whose  fame  impreia'd 
EVn  on  my  tnfant  tanej,  hade  it  rest 

With  patriot  fondness  en  thy  htlls  and  streams. 
E'er  yet  thou  did*t  receive  me  as  a  guest. 

Lovelier  than  I  had  «een  thee  in  my  dreams  1 

Then  fi#e  thee  well,  my  country,  loved  and  loirt : 

Too  early  lost,  alas  I  when  once  so  dear  j 
I  turn  in  sorrow  frorn  thy  glorious  eonet, 

And  urge  the  feet  forbid  to  linger  here. 
But  muni  I  rove  by  Amo's  current  clear, 

And  bear  the  rush  of  Tiber"*  ytdlow  jloed^ 
A  [id  wander  on  tha  monnt,  now  waste  jind  drear. 

Where  Css  4.11V  paUce  in  ita  glory  stood  \ 

And  «ee  aja:ain  Parthenope'a  loved  bay, 

A  nd  Paestnm*s  shrines,  and  BaiaeV  classic  short*} 
And  mount  tlie  hark,  and  listen  to  the  lay 

Thiit  float*  by   night   through  Venice— never 
Far  off  I  «eem  to  hear  the  Atlantic  roar —  [moroT 

It  washes  not  tliy  feet,  that  envious  eea. 
But  waits,  with  out*tretch*d  arm#,  to  waft  ma  o^ar 

To  other  lands,  far,  far,  aia4,  from  thee^ 


FariH'— fare  ihee  well  once  more.     I  love  Ibee  not 

As  other  things  inanimate*     Tbou  art 
The  cherish'd  mbtreKii  of  my  youth  ;  fonyot 

Thou  never  cJiust  l>e  while  I  luive  a  heart 
l^aimeh'd  on  thoi!«e  waters,  wild  with  slortn  aiid  wittd^ 

T  know  not,  ai^k  not,  what  «my  l*c  my  lot; 
For,  toni  from  ttn^,  no  fe^r  C4411  roui^h  my  nnnd. 

Brooding  in  gloom  on  ^at  i.mr  bitter  UiougliL 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  LOVE.  BY  VENUS. 

Though  old  iu  cunning,  as  in  yean, 

He  18  BO  small,  that  like  a  cl^Id 
In  face  and  form,  the  god  appears, 

And  sportive  like  a  boy.  and  wild ; 
Lightly  he  moves  from  place  to  place, 

In  none  at  rest,  in  none  content; 
Delighted  some  new  toy  to  chase — 

On  childish  purpose  ever  bent 
Beware !  to  childhood's  spirit  gay 

Is  added  more  than  childhood's  power ; 

And  you  perchance  may  rue  the  hour 
Thtit  saw  you  join  his  seeming  play. 

He  quirk  is  anger'd,  and  as  quick 
His  short-lived  {Nission^s  over  past, 

Like  summer  lightnings,  flashing  thick. 
But  flying  ere  a  bolt  is  cast 

I  \-e  seen,  myself,  as  *t  were  together, 
Now  joy,  now  grief  assume  its  place, 

Shedding  a  sort  of  April  weather, 
Sunshine  and  rain  upon  his  face. 

His  curling  hair  floats  on  the  wind. 
Like  Fortune's,  long  and  thick  before. 
And  rich  and  bright  as  golden  ore : 

Like  hers,  his  head  is  bald  behind. 

His  ruddy  face  is  strangely  bright. 

It  is  the  very  hue  of  fire. 
The  inward  spirit's  quenchless  light. 

The  glow  of  many  a  soft  desire.  ^ 
He  hides  his  eye  that  keenly  flashes, 

But  sometimes  steals  a  thrilling  glance 
From  'neath  his  drooping  silken  lashes. 

And  sometimes  looks  with  eye  askance ; 
But  seldom  ventures  he  to  gaze 

With  looks  direct  and  open  eye; 

For  well  he  knows — the  urchin  sly — 
But  one  such  look  his  guile  betrays. 

His  tongue,  that  seems  to  ha\-e  left  just  then 

His  mother's  breast  discourses  sweet. 
And  forms  his  lirtping  infant  strain 

In  words  scarce  utter'd,  half-complete ; 
Yet,  wiiftod  on  a  winged  sigh. 

And  led  by  Fliittery,  gentle  guide, 
Unsoi'n  into  the  heart  they  fly. 

Its  coldness  melt,  and  tame  its  pride. 
In  smilcii  that  hide  intended  wo. 

His  ruddy  lii>s  are  always  dress'd. 

As  flawers  conccid  the  liMtcning  crest 
Of  the  coifd  snake  that  lurks  below. 

In  carriage  courteous,  meek,  and  mild. 

Humble  in  «pooch,  and  sofl  in  look. 
He  S(*eins  a  wandering  orphan  child. 

And  asks  a  shelter  in  some  nook 
f  )r  corner  left  unorcupird  : 

But,  once  admitted  as  a  guest. 
By  flbw  de^rrecs  he  l;iy«  aside 

Thrit  l«>\vly  port  and  look  dUtress'd — 
Then  in»:oli«nt  as-MiriKM  his  reiq^n, 

Di.<pl:iys  hi"<  captious,  hiffh-l)reil  airs. 

Hi"*  run— |;*ns  yiets  and  joalous  fears. 
His  fickle  faticy  and  unquiet  brain. 


EMBLEMa 

Toir  rort,  thtt  bows  her  gneefol  bead  to 
The  welcome  vintant  that  brtnga  the  lu 

And  ipraada  her  leatet  to  gather  from  the 
The  cooloeM  on  its  early  pinions  borne 

Listing  the  music  of  its  whisper'd  tale. 
And  giving  stores  of  perfume  in  ictam 

Though  fair  she  seem,  full  many  a  thorn  dc 

Perhaps  a  worm  pollutes  her  bosom*B  prid 

Yon  oak,  that  proudly  throws  his  arms  or 
Threshing  the  air  that  flies  their  frequent 

And  lifts  his  haughty  crest  towards  the  sk 
Daring  the  thunder  that  its  height  prov 

And  spreads  his  foliage  wide,  a  shelter  ni$ 
From  noonday  heats  to  guard  the  weary 

Though  strong  he  seem,  must  dread  the 

And  e'en  the  malice  of  the  feeble  \ 


The  moon,  that  sits  so  lightly  on  her  throi 
Gliding  majestic  on  her  silent  way. 

And  sends  her  silveiy  beam  serenely  dow 
'Mong  waving  boughs  and  frolic  leaves 

To  sleep  upon  the  bank  with  moas  o'eign 
Or  on  the  clear  waveS)  clearer  fiu*  than 

Seems  purity  itself;  but  if  again 

We  look,  and  closely,  we  peroeiTe  a  staia 

Fit  emblems  all,  of  those  unworthy  joys 
On  which  our  passions  and  oar  hopea  < 

We  wound  ourselves  to  seiie  on  PleaisDre 
Nor  see  their  worthlessness  until  too  li 

And  Power,  with  all  its  pomp  and  all  its 
Meets  oft  a  sudden  and  a  hapleai  ftte; 

And  Fame  of  gentle  deeds  and  daring  hi| 

Is  often  stain'd  by  blots  of  foulest  dye. 

Where  then  shall  man,  by  his  Creator'a  h 
Gifted  with  feelings  that  must  have  an 

Aspiring  thoughts  and  hopes,  a  eountiess 
Affections  glowing  with  a  quenchleas  i 

And  passions,  too,  in  dread  array  that  ala 
To  aid.  his  virtue  or  to  stamp  his  aham 

Where  shall  he  fix  a  soul  thus  IbrmM  an 

Fix  it  on  God,  and  it  shall  rise  to  Haavra 


TO  A  LADY. 

Like  target  for  the  arrow's  aiaii« 
Like  snow  beneath  the  sonny  heati 

Like  wax  before  the  glowing  flame. 
Like  cloud  before  the  wind  that  flee 

I  am — *tis  love  that  made  me  so. 

And,  lady,  still  thou  sayst  me  no. 

The  wound's  inflicted  by  thine  eyes, 
The  mortal  wound  to  hope  and  me, 

Which  naught,  alas,  can  cicatriie. 
Nor  time,  nor  absence,  for  from  the 

Thou  art  the  sun,  the  fire,  the  wind. 

That  make  me  such ;  ah,  then  be  lun 

My  thoughts  are  darts,  my  soul  to  sm 
Thy  charms  the  sun,  to  blind  my  sei 

My  wishes — ne*er  did  passion  light 
A  flame  more  pure  or  more  intense. 

Iiove  all  these  arms  at  once  employs. 

And  wounds,  and  denies,  and  dettcoy 
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[Swn,  1104.    OM,  IWJ,} 


JftjTA-ntist  Hp3mirflro9i  Bmant  wai  bom  in 
^tkm,  MaaMchoMtto,  b  1804,  At  an  v»j\y  age 
hi  WfittI  to  New  York^  whet*  he  resided  »eyer»l 
7«iri»  ifter  wliich  he  lemoYed  to  Albany,  and  «tib- 
■equcnlJj  to  Ricbmond,  in  Virgin la,  wbi-re  he  was 
ntitifj.  In  the  sutumn  of  1836  he  mailed  for 
^cw  Orleans,  imd  voon  alWr  hiii  n^mvol  in  that 


THE  VISION  OF  DEATH. 

Til  niooti  woM  ht^h  in  Ui«  antnnm  nkf, 

Th*  lUn  waned  cold  and  dim, 
Wbcn  boi4fMl/  th«  mighiy  Onegoa 

Fmk  his  eternal  hymn  ^ 
And  the  prmirie-graas  bent  it*  seedy  head^ 

Far  Qvet  the  rive/i  biim. 

An  Impnise  I  mj^bt  not  defy, 

Contirain'd  my  fiwtatepa  there, 
WUfm  through  the  gloom  a  ted  #y  o  Imm^d 

With  5^'d;  aniJ  fit4^ady  glare ; 
And  A  bu^*  m)««hapen  form  of  miit 

Jjoom^'d  in  thu  midnight  air. 

Hien  out  it  vpaltc :  **  My  namn  is  Death  I" 
Tttidc  grew  my  blood,  and  chill^ — 

A  aeiMe  of  feai  weighed  down  my  breath, 
And  beU  my  puliM  »lill ; 

And  a  voice  (torn  that  unnatural  ehode 
CompeU'd  me  to  ite  will. 

"  Dig  me  a  ^raTe  ?  dig  ine  a  graTe  I" 

Tb?  gloomy  monster  Raid, 
■"And  tuoke  it  dciep,  and  long,  and  wide^ 

And  bur)'  me  my  dead^"' 
A  ct>rp»  withoni  aheet  or  shroud,  at  my  feet. 

And  ru3ted  mattciek  laid. 

With  trrmbling  hand  the  tool  I  ipajui'd, 
T  was  wet  with  blood>  and  cold, 

An^  from  ila  slimy  hanJle  hung 
The  gray  and  ropy  mould ; 

And  I  jiounht  to  detach  my  irtiflen'd  grasp, 
But  could  not  loose  my  hold. 

**  No«r  cmntioQsIy  turn  up  the  sod ; 

Ooi»*§  ima^  once  it  bore, 
And  tirtie  ►ball  he  when  each  tmall  blade 

Tif  life  Ho  will  restore, 
Anil  the  rrpanite  particles  shnll  take 

The  shape  which  first  they  wonj." 

Deeply  my  «pade  the  Bofl  earth  pietccd, 

h  toorh'd  the  festering  dead ; 
Ti^T  ab<>ve  ti«T  Ihe  coqise*  lay, 

Ai  U'ave*  in  antnnm  th^i ; 
The  FulUiTfl  cirrletln  nuJ  fiuppM  hi§  wingi, 

And  acream'd,  above  my  head. 


d^  was  induced  to  ascend  Ihe  Miaii5sippi»  to  tak« 
part  tn  a  mercantile  interest  at  Manchfrster,  where 
he  died*  very  suddenly,  in  the  tliiny-third  yciir  of 
bis  age.  He  was  for  leveral  yeans  a  writer  for  I  ha 
public  journal  lund  literary  magajinesi,  under  the 
Bignature  of  ♦*  Viator."  Hia  poetiy  has  nc^er  been 
pubLkbed  coIlDctively. 


0}  then  I  sought  to  rest  mj  brow, 

The  spude  I  held,  its  prop ; 
"Toil  on !  toil  on  1"  acr«am'd  the  ugly  fiends 

"  My  servants  never  stop ! 
Toil  on  I  toil  on  t  at  the  judgment^lay 

Ye '11  have  a  glorious  cropT* 

Now*  wher^BocVr  1  tum'd  my  eyet, 

*Tw(w  horrible  to  *ce 
How  the  grava  made  bare  her  seoret  work, 

And  disclosed  her  depths  to  me ; 
While  tbe  ground  beneath  me  heaved  and  roU'd 

Like  the  hiItow»  of  the  sea. 

The  spectre  aklnn'd  hii  yeUow  taethr— 

"  Yc  like  not  thia,  I  trow ; 
Six  thousand  years  your  feUow*man 

Has  counted  me  bis  foe, 
And  ever  when  he  curaed  I  laughed. 

And  drew  my  tktal  bow, 

«  And  generations  all  untold 

In  thit  dark  spot  I  've  l&id^ — 
Ths  fore^  ruler  and  the  young  • 

And  tender  Indian  maid ; 
And  moulders  with  their  carcsaaea 

Behemoth  of  the  gUde. 

**  Yet  bete  they  may  no  more  remain  ; 

I  fain  would  have  this  room : 
And  they  must  seek  another  teat. 

Of  deeper,  lonelier  gloom  i 
Long  agea  tince  I  mart'd  this  spot 

To  be  the  white  manV  tomb. 

''  Already  his  coming  steps  I  hear, 

From  the  eaat'i  remotest  line, 
While  over  hia  advancing  boala 

The  forward  banners  shine : 
And  where  he  builds  his  cities  and  town*, 

I  e^er  musl  build  mine." 

Anon  a  pale  and  silvery  miat 

W^flif  girdled  round  the  mi>on  : 
Slowly  the  dead  undo«ed  their  eyea, 

On  midni^bt'ft  solemn  noon. 
"  Ha  t"  routter'd  the  mocking  sprite,  "  I  feai- 

We've  waken'd  them  loo  soon  I 


"  Now  marshal  all  ibe  numerous  host 
In  one  concentred  bandi 
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And  hurry  them  to  the  west,"  nid  he, 
**  Where  ocean  meet*  the  land : 

They  shall  regard  thy  bidding  voice, 
Aad  move  at  thy  command." 

Then  first  I  spake — ^the  sullen  corpse 

8tood  on  the  gloomy  sod. 
Like  the  dry  bones  the  prophet  raised, 

When  bidden  by  his  God  ; 
A  might  company,  so  vast. 

Each  on  the  oUicr  trod. 

They  stalk'd  erect  as  if  alive. 

Yet  not  to  life  allied, 
But  like  the  pestilence  that  walks, 

And  wastcth  at  noontide, 
Corruption  animated,  or 

The  grave-  personified. 

The  earth-worm  drew  his  slimy  trail 

Across  the  bloodless  check. 
And  the  carrion  bird  in  hot  haste  came 

To  gorge  his  thirsty  beak ; 
But,  scared  by  the  living  banquet,  fled. 

Another  prey  to  seek. 

While  ever  as  on  their  way  they  moved, 

No  voice  they  gave,  nor  sound. 
And  before  and  behind,  and  about  their  sides, 

Their  withered  arms  they  bound ; 
As  the  beggar  clasps  his  skinny  hands 

His  tatter'd  g^arments  round. 

On,  on  we  went  through  the  livelong  night. 

Death  and  his  troop,  and  I ; 
We  tum*d  not  aside  for  forest  or  stream 

Or  mountain  towering  high. 
But  straight  and  swift  as  the  horricane  sweeps 

Athwart  the  stormy  sky. 

Once,  once  I  stopp'd,  where  something  gleam'd, 

With  a  bright  and  star-like  ray, 
And  I  stoopM  to  take  the  diamond  up 

From  the  grass  in  which  it  lay ; 
'T  was  an  eye  that  from  its  socket  fell, 

As  some  wretch  toilM  on  his  way. 

At  length  our  army  reached  the  veigQ 

Of  the  far-off  western  shore ; 
Death  drove  them  into  the  sea,  and  said, 

*«  Ye  shall  remove  no  more." 
The  ocean  hymn'd  their  solemn  dirge. 

And  his  waters  swept  them  o*er. 

The  stars  went  out,  the  morning  smiled 

With  rosy  tints  of  light, 
The  bird  began  his  early  hymn. 

And  plumed  his  wings  for  flight : 
And  the  vision  of  death  was  broken  with 

The  breaking  up  of  night. 


HE  WEDDED  AGAIN. 

Ere  death  had  quite  stricken  the  bloom  from  her 
cheek, 
( )  r  worn  off  the  smoothness  and  gloss  of  her  brow. 
When  our  quivering  lips  her  dear  name  could  not 
speak, 
And  our  hearts  vainly  strove  to  God's  judgment 
to  bow, 


He  estranged  hiimelf  ficoai  u,  and  dieerfi 
Sought  oat  a  new  object,  and  wedded  agi 

The  dost  had  msam  settled  itself  on  her ! 

Anditaeoft,nieltingtoiieeatin  held  captiv 
While  we  look'd  for  her  fingen  to  glide  o'er 

And  waited  in  fiuicj  her  sweet  Toice  tc 
He  tum'd  from  her  harp  and  its  melody  t 
Sought  out  a  new  mimird  and  wadded  ^ 


The  turf  had  not  yet  by  a  strtngor  been  1 
Nor  the  pansy  a  single  leaf  shed  on  he 

The  cypress  had  not  taken  root  in  the  lod, 
Nor  the  stone  lost  the  freshness  the  aenf 

He  tum'd  from  these  moumliil  remembnni 

Wove  a  new  bridal  chaplet,  and  wedded  a 

His  dwelling  to  us,  O,  how  hmdj  end  tm 
When  we  thood^t  of  the  lighl  death  hi 
away, 

Of  the  warm  hearts  which  onoe  in  itekeepin 
And  that  one  was  now  widow'd  end  both  i 

But  its  deep  desolation  had  fled  evm  thai 

He  sought  a  new  idol,  and  wedded  egain. 

But  can  she  be  quite  blest  who  piesMee  at  hi 
Will  no  troublesome  vision  her  happy  hen 

Of  a  future  love  luring  and  channing  her 
When  she  with  oar  lost  one  fiMfotten  i 

She  must  know  he  will  worah^peome  others 

Seek  out  a  new  love,  and  be  wedded  egiii 


SONG. 


Should  sorrow  o'er  thj  brow 

Its  darken'd  shadows  flings 
And  hopes  that  cheer  thee  bow, 

Die  in  their  early  spring; 
Should  pleasure  at  its  Uzth 

Fade  like  the  hoes  of  event 
Turn  thou  away  from  eeiflir— 

There'a  rest  for  thee  in  heaef«nl 


If  ever  life  diall  teem 

To  thee  a  toilsome  wnj. 
And  gladness  oeaae  to  bean 

Upon  its  clouded  day; 
If,  like  the  wearied  dove, 

0*er  shoreless  ocean  diiv«i« 
Raise  thou  thine  eye  abover* 

lliere's  rest  Hat  thee  in  heewent 

But,  O !  if  always  flosrem 

Throughout  iJbif  pathway  blooob 
And  gayly  peso  the  horn, 

Undimn'd  by  earthly  gloom ; 
Still  let  not  eveiy  thooj^t 

To  this  poOT.worid  be  gtven* 
Not  always  be  forgot 

Thy  better  rest  in  heemn  I 

When  sickness  palea  thy  cheek, 

And  dims  thy  lostroos  cye^ 
And  pulses  low  and  weak 

Tell  of  a  time  to  die- 
Sweet  hope  shall  whimper  then, 

«  Though  thou  from  eerdi  be  rivi 
There's  blias  beyond  thy  ken^— 

There'a  rest  for  Oee  in  heamnr 


OTWAY  CUEEY. 


[Bei^  I^M.    mti  tss&.] 


QmfiiSVh  JAJCti  CcraRT  of  VirKiiua  aemsd  in 
li  dfintinentil  army  dufing  tbe  greater  part  of 
li  jewlutloiiary  war^,  and  was  taken  prisoner 
ith  Ihe  forces  Aurreriderod  hy  General  LiN- 
a-i  u  Cbarle«ton  in  17  SO,  Aft*r  Ihe  ptdce 
I  Mtfraied  la  Ohio,  difftingutsbcd  himself  m 
li  i&inv  itiM  to  be  m  jodg^^  and  wu  onv  of  the 
■cton  of  Prt^dent  ivho  gave  the  vote  of  thai 
Vte  foT  jAJc:Ka  MoSROK*  Hia  «in,  Otwat 
HIT,  wift  born  in  ^hmt  i*  now  Greenfields 
l^bad  oonntj,  oa  the  twenty -sixth  of  March, 
M,  ai^  baTing  reeeived  such  infttruction  ai  waa 
ered  in  Ibe  common  ichoot,  and  dedinmg  an 
portonity  to  study  the  law,  he  proceeded  to 
dljtolhe,  and  there  worked  several  years  as  a 
pnt^r,  UDproYing  hif  mind  meanwhile  by  in- 
itrioQs  but  discuf^ve  reading  during  his  loisure 
tirv,  Ko  that  at  the  eod  of  hiii  ppprenticcahip  he 
3  a  faimliar  knowledge  of  th«  most  popular 
itcooponuy  literature,  and  a  capacity  for  writing 
ich  wsA  creditably  illuatratod  &om  time  to  time 
Baaayfl  (at  the  preaa. 

Be  now  remoTed  lo  CiDciDiXBti^  where  be  found 
ire  profitable  employment^  and  in  WZ7  pub^ 
Icd  in  the  journals  of  thai  dty^  under  the  sig- 
Inte  of  ^  Ahdallabi'^  se?«r&I  poenyt  which  at- 
et«d  eon«iderabte  AttontioD,  and  ted  to  bia 
inaiiitancc  with  William  D.  G.iLLAQiiiB  and 
att  young  men  of  congenial  taatcg«  At  this 
riod  he  was  a  frequent  plnyer  on  the  flute;  bia 
taici,  aa  well  a«  bis  poetry,  wa^  pen«Lv«  and 
^«my;  and  bia  personal  manners  were  singu- 
[y  monies!  and  engaging.     On  the  seventeenth 

December,  1838,  the  young  carpenter  was 
tTTJei  and  setting  out  on  Ms  travels,  be  worked 
Tirioun  places  in  the  lower  part  of  the  valley 

the  Mjii»is»s]ppt,  sending  Lijdck  occasional  lite- 
■y  p^rformanccJi  to  bia  Bend^  in  Cincinnati, 


THE  GREAT  HEREAFTER.* 

T  js  iweet  to  think  when  struggling 

The  goal  of  life  to  win, 
That  ]u4t  beyond  the  sborea  of  time 

The  l>ttt«r  years  begtn- 

When  Ibroogb  the  namelesa  agea 

I  cant  my  longing  eyes, 
Ben  ire  me,  Idte  a  boundless  sea, 

The  Great  Hereafter  bra. 

Along  ita  brimniing  bosom 

Perpetual  summer  erodes ; 
And  j^atbera,  like  a  golden  robe. 

Around  the  emerald  tslea. 

''  **l3f  tbt  t^rmi  htrmfter  I  aw  tbo  fUlabmnt  i^  mj  il»- 
m-  Tm,  aiaUl  mil  thlt  tianodil  atid  hamllUikiv  I  ^uter 
M4f  Bpock  ila  tmt  aiul  gkny.'^^— 7^  Hv^mmoL 


which  kept  al]?e their  friendly  interest,  and  greatly 
increased  bifl  good  reputation* 

Duuatistied  with  his  experienc^^a  in  the  South* 
he  returned  to  Ohio,  iu]d  for  some  time  turneil  bia 
attention  to  farmings  in  hu  native  town*  In  iS^iG 
and  1837  be  was  elected  to  the  iegistnlurc,  and 
while  attending  to  his  dutiea  at  Colurubus  en* 
gaged  with  Mr*  Gallaoheh  in  the  publicalion  of 
"The  Hesperian,"  a  moDtbly  maga£ioe>  of  which 
Che  first  number  was  issued  in  May,  1838.  In 
1839  bo  removed  to  Maymllii,  the  leat  of  jtii^ticv 
for  Union  oounty^  where  be  waa  admitted  to  the 
bajTH.  In  1843  he  waf  again  elected  to  the  tegij^ 
lattire^  and  during  the  aesalon  of  the  fnltoviing 
winter,  "The  Hesperiaii"  having  hcen  dl&con- 
tuiuedf  purchased  the  "Torch  Light,'*  a  news- 
paper printed  at  Xenia,  Green  county,  which  he 
edited  two  years,  on  the  eipiration  of  which  be 
retired  to  Maysville,  and  entered  tjpon  the  ptac^ 
tide  of  the  law.  In  1 860  he  was  cbosen  a  mem* 
her  of  the  State  Convention  for  forming  a  new 
Constitution;  in  185 1  he  tiought  the  ^'ScUito 
Gazette,"  a  journal  publi&bed  at  Chilicothe  \  and 
in  the  spring  of  18&4  returned  again  to  Mays- 
Yiile,  waa  made  Diairict  Aiiomey,  and  in  what 
seemed  to  Ite  an  opening  cart^ir  of  suecesa,  died 
suddenly,  on  the  flfteentb  of  Febmwy*  1855, 

Mr,  Ct^ani:  wrote  much,  in  prose  as  well  as  In 
verse,  and  always  with  apparent  since riiy  and 
eamcstneas.  He  woe  many  years  an  active  mem- 
ber of  the  Methodist  eburchj  and  bis  poema  are 
frequently  marked  by  a  fine  religiona  enihu*ia<nit 
which  appears  to  hai^e  been  a«  charaeterijRtic  of 
his  temper  as  their  mono  strictiy  poetical  qualt- 
lies  were  of  bia  intoUcet.  In  dying  bo  remarked 
to  a  friend  ttiat  one  of  hw  earlieat  compo^ittona, 
entitled  ''Kingdom  Como,"  embodied  the  belief 
and  hope  of  bia  Ufe  and  death. 


There  in  the  blue  long  distance, 
By  lulling  brecxea  fanned^ 

I  aeem  to  see  the  flowering  groves 
Of  old  BeulabV  land. 

And  far  beyond  the  island 
That  gem  the  wave  aereae. 

The  image  of  the  doudleas  shore 
Of  holy  Heaven  i«  seen. 

Unto  tb©  Great  Hereafter— 
Aforetime  dim  and  dark-^ 

I  freely  now  and  gladly  give 
Of  life  the  wandering  bark* 

And  in  the  fiLr-ofi"  haven. 

When  shadowy  eeaa  are  paaae^. 

By  angel  banda  its  quivering  aaili 

Shall  atl  be  furled  at  laat! 
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OTWAY  CURRY. 


KINGDOM  COME. 

I  DO  not  believe  the  sad  stoiy 

Of  ages  of  sleep  in  the  tomb ; 
I  shall  pass  far  away  to  the  glory 

And  grandeur  of  Kingdom  Come. 
The  paleness  of  death,  and  its  stillness. 

May  rest  on  my  brow  for  awhile; 
And  my  spirit  may  lose  in  its  chillness 

The  splendour  of  hope's  happy  smile; 

But  the  gloom  of  the  grave  will  be  transient. 

And  light  as  the  slumbers  of  worth ; 
And  then  I  shall  blend  with  the  ancient 

And  beautiful  forms  of  the  earth. 
Through  the  climes  of  the  sky,  and  the  bowers 

Of  bliss,  evermore  I  shall  roam, 
Wearing  crowns  of  the  stars  and  the  flowers 

That  glitter  in  Kingdom  Come. 
The  friends  who  have  parted  before  me 

From  life's  gloomy  passion  and  pain, 
When  the  shadow  of  death  passes  o*er  me 

Will  smile  on  me  fondly  again. 
Their  voices  are  lost  in  the  soundless 

Retreats  of  their  endless  home. 
But  soon  we  shall  meet  in  the  boundless 

Eflulgence  of  Kingdom  Come. 


THE  ARMIES  OF  THE  EVE. 

Not  in  the  golden  morning 

Shall  faded  forms  return, 
For  languidly  and  dimly  then 

The  lights  of  memoiy  bum: 

Nor  when  the  noon  unfoldeth 

Its  sunny  light  and  smile. 
Fur  these  unto  their  bright  repose 

The  wondering  spirit  wile : 
But  when  the  stars  are  wending 

Their  radiant  way  on  high. 
And  gentle  winds  are  whispering  back 

The  music  of  the  sky ; 

O,  then  those  starry  millions 
Their  Mtreaming  banners  weave, 

To  marshal  on  their  wildering  way 
The  Armies  of  the  Eve: 

The  dim  and  shadowy  armies 

Of  our  unquiet  dreams. 
Whose  footsteps  brush  the  feathery  fern 

And  print  the  sleeping  streams. 

We  meet  them  in  the  calmness 

Of  high  and  holier  climes; 
We  greet  them  with  the  blessed  names 

Of  old  and  happier  times. 
And,  marching  in  the  starlight 

Above  the  sleeping  dust, 
They  freshen  all  the  fountain-springs 

Of  our  undying  trust 

Around  our  eveiy  pathway 
In  beauteous  ranks  they  roam, 

To  guide  us  to  the  dreamy  rest 
Of  our  eternal  home. 


TO  A  MIDNIGHT  PHANTOM. 

Pals,  melanclioly  one! 

Why  ert  Ihou  linfferiiig  heral 
Memorial  of  dark  ages  gone, 

Herald  of  darkneas  near: 
Thou  Btand'st  immortal,  nndeHled — 
Even  thou,  the  onknown,  tho  Aiiifi,  d 
wUd, 

Spell-word  of  mortal  fear. 

Thou  art  a  ahadowj  fonn, 

A  dreamlike  thing  of  air; 
My  veiy  aighs  thj  robes  deform, 

So  frail,  so  passing  hat — 
Thy  crown  is  of  the  febled  gpam, 
The  bright  ephemeral  diadems 

That  unseen  spirits  wear. 

Thou  hast  revealed  to  me 

The  lore  of  phantom  aong^ 
With  thy  wild,  fearful' melody. 

Chiming  the  whole  night  loog 
Forebodings  of  untimely  doom, 
Of  sorrowing  years  and  djmg  gloom. 

And  unrequited  wrong. 

Through  all  the  dreary  nigh^     ■ 

Thine  icy  hands,  that  now  * 
Send  to  the  brain  their  maddemag  hBi^ 

Have  pressed  upon  mj  brow^— 
My  phrenzied  thoughts  all  friidlj  bland 
With  spell-wrought  ahapee  that  lonnd  i 
wend. 

Or  down  in  mo^eiy  bow. 

Away,  pale  form,  away— 

The  break  of  mom  is  nigh, 
And  fiir  and  dim,  beyond  the  dtj 

The  eternal -nigfatFglooms  lie; 
Art  thou  a  dweller  in  the  dread 
Assembly  of  the  mouldering  dend. 

Or  in  the  worlds  on  hight 

Art  thou  of  the  blue  wavat^ 

Or  of  yon  starry  clime — 
An  inmate  of  the  ocean  graves. 

Or  of  the  heavens  sublime  t 
Is  thy  mysterious  place  of  rest 
The  eternal  mansiona  of  the  blart. 

Or  the  dim  ahores  of  timet 

Hast  thou  forever  won 

A  high  and  glorious  name. 
And  proudly  grasped  and  giidled  on 

The  panoply  of  fem»— 
Or  wanderest  thou  on  weaiy  wing 
A  lonely  and  a  nameleas  things 

Unchangingly  the  samel 

Thou  answereat  not    The  eenled 

And  hidden  thinga  that  lie 
Beyond  the  grave,  are  unreveeled, 

Unseen  by  mortal  eye— 
Thy  dreamy  home  is  aJQ  onknown, 
For  spirits  freed  by  death  alone 

May  win  the  viewleai  aky. 


WILLIAM   CROSWELL. 


[Bflm,!©**    r«i4,l«l.] 


Wri.LiAJi  Cboswell  wm  bom  al  HuJiod,  ia 
Kew  York,  on  tii«  seventh  of  NoTemb?r,  1804. 
Hia  fmthrrt  then  cditnr  of  a  litemry  and  poUCtcal 
jOotnalT 'n  &  f^w  jf^arB  became  a  elc^ri^man  of 
lk»  Episcopal  cbttrcb*  And  removed  to  New  Ha- 
fCik,  Conncctkot,  tvbere  the  mm  wa«  preptied  for 
QollreF  hy  Mr.  Joel  Jo^ea*  liiicfi  well  koown  a« 
*Ofi  of  the  ju*ticea  of  the  Superior  (*oyrt  of  Penrj- 
iyh»in».  He  ^a»  graJualed  fti  New  Havon,  in 
Ii^SS,  iii«K  with  hia  brother  SHEHWAMt  eooft  aflcf 
oppiiin)  n  artect  school  in  thul  city,  which  waa  sur- 
rtfkdered  at  ihc  ond  of  the  wcorid  quarter,  afker 
«|lkii  be  pawKd  nearly  four  year?  m  dc«utlor7 
1Vm1Iii|  In  th«  hoiM«  of  hia  father.  An  in«^tatiofi  to 
itedtf  BsdkiiiCt  ^iUi  ^n  uncle,  waadedtned,  part* 
If  ftm  WM  VQ^n^uerable  avemion  to  surgical  ex- 
3ulwiion*i  and  a  ihort  cxpeirience  of  the  editoriaj 
pe$trghn,  in  the  office  of  hU  coupja,  Mr.  Euwiif 
ClidfVKix,  of  Ibe  Albany  Arguit,  divcou raged  all 
Aougjlta  of  d«tot3oa  to  iho  preM  aod  to  politic*. 
Is  t!i»  lumtDef  before  his  twentieth  liirlh-day»  hia 
tt\*Xit9thn  fiir  talents  waa  such  that  the  public 
sotlii:)riti4;a  of  llanfi^rd  rt^qtieated  him  to  deliver 
mtk  «ral4Dil  cn  the  aiinJTer«arr  of  the  dectBration 
•f  iDj#p«^lid<»ce,  and  he  accepted  the  Invitation, 
voli^titiinf  »  poem  of  several  hundred  lines  for 
a  di«cooT«e  in  prQ«e,  In  181:6,  a(\er  much  heai- 
Istiim,  aming  from  the  modHty  of  hb  nature, 
ajtd  his  teTi»e  of  the  dignity  of  the  prieaUy  office, 
b#  ei]trfr«l  the  Oenerd  Theotoprical  Seminary  of 
lliff  K|]ipro|ial  Church,  in  New  York,  and  there, 
*^d  Mili^equently  under  Bishop  Bnow^i^Lt,  in 
Hartl^Ttilt  purnued  theoaatl  courae  of  prafesslanal 
Kiuihrs*  rondueting  meanwhile  for  two  years,  with 
Mr.  tJi!  ^KT^,  now  Biahop  of  the  EpiscopsI  Church 
in  !Srw  JrfjH-v^a  ri^Ugfoas  newspaper  called  "  The 
Kpt*rt»p(il  W  fttchman."  An  intimate  friendship 
ihii*  commenced  between  Mr.  Ckoswell  and  Mr. 
lh*Ai;i!,  ended  only  with  Mr.  Caos will's  life. 
-  M*n  htfc  never  been  in  doser  bonds  with  man,*' 
•ay*  tbr  Qijihnp,  in  adiacounre  on  his  death,  ^  than 
hfT  with  Hie,  fur  fi?*  and  twenty  yearn. " 

Sh.  UtusiK  halting  resigned  hiji  profciisorship  in 
Wa^hin^ton  CoUege^  Haitford,  to  become  rector 
of  Trinity  church,  in  Dofiton,the  editorship  of  tbe 
•■  E(ii*c<Fpai  Watchman*'  w««  relinquished ;  and 
»oon  afier  Mr.  CttOsWELL  received  prie»t*s  orders, 
in  l^TJ,  he  too  went  to  Boston,  where  for  eleven 
jean  be  was  tettled  as  minister  of  Christ  churth. 
If]  tbta  fiedod  he  was  a  bachelor,  snd  passing  tooil 
of  hfs  lime  id  "  ihe  doister,"  a  room  fitted  up  in 
tbe  near  of  the  church  for  bii  study,  and  at  the 
Atheniciini,  attended  with  amgulsr  faith fulne«a 
tA  the  duUM  of  his  calling,  while  he  kept  up  a 
losing  ac4]Uiititance  with  literature  and  art,  and 
irilh  a  few  cnen  of  congenial  tastes  and  purauita. 


When  Mr*  DoAira  became  Mahop  of  the  Epia* 
eopal  eburdi  in  Kew  Jersey,  Boston  no  bmgof 
poaseaaed  iu  moet  agreeable  charm  for  hiM  frieisdf 
and  ho  wrote : 

*^  I  mlam  tbt*  at  tlM  mornttif  tJd*^ 

Ttto  ^larku;!  htiutijt  piinia; 
1  mill  t  biw  tiiTrt,  whi'ti  Oif  b**  dl»J<l, 

At  blniui4[l  iiT0iLtn((  tlmu. 
Ae  nlid^  thtt  trblt]^  houm  AWAy, 

81  m  art  tbou  unlbrgoi ; 
BLKi{»Jti|r  ur  YAliliig;,  nlfkt  and  day, 

When  4a  1  ihIh  tbee  aot! 


**  flnw  mn  T  ]vu9i  Ih&t  g 

Whtrns  mrmy  IkTurilv  ruom 
T h J  i^mwtiee  mtd^  no  br%bt  bsftn         * 

Ii  loiia]iD««ii  Mid  gloom  T — 
£aith  pk^:^  ^  b^rv  luOit  thou  toT'dit  to  bt, 

Thy  hiwu.'^  iby  b^use  of  prs>vr, 
Bfwni  iri-*rftln(C  fur  thy  rtmipw^  : 

I  ml**  tb4«  pTorr^hfrw.*' 

He  aljso  addressed  the  youthful  bishop  the  follow- 
ing sonnet,  which  see  nut  now  to  have  had  a  aort 
of  prophetic  signi^cance. 

•*JII>  AMlOtTM. 

«  Let  no  (cUdUijIiiv  Upi  dM»T>I«  thj  jwnth; 

Ulto^'  hLf,  the  grAl  A^*t1«'B  fe^oiitip  «cFti, 

WbOi«<  t^fljr  ruliN  at  t^f^bdwE  b^jflruii : 
Thy  t'ri{u  mad  tbj  Tbauailca— UtCbtanil  1^-atli— 

B«  tbjr  iir^ti^tlnn  tmm  Uu  Unij  Oim; 

And  tc*T  tbv  tlery  I^LjUa,  lat  tb^rv  bb^ 
A  KT#iifljld  i^Tftc*  on  thlu^  fenolnt;^]  h««d, 

Till  thjf  '  Hgbtoaward'  coarH  »ball  all  bit  run^ 
And  vhtu  tb^reirttily  fbami*ion*blp  U  tbrctiaitb, 

Tbj  «»r(kitF  fouKbt,  fhj  ImUli^  nnjtj, 
Atjd  |i«T*!n'ii  (Fwn  pAbnflcif  mumpb  bdidfht  In  xUw^ 

Mhf  tbl«  thj  tbrilllii»E  vi'lcomu  be  :  ^  WvU  dtMiul 
B4>cHiiw  ttiuii  bAift  bH^n  Mlbfiil  oy^rStWt 
A  mlgbtW  rul«  be  ttdnu,  O  iwtfttit  gwd  htid  tru«/  '* 

In  1840  Mr  CttOSWXLL  resigned  the  rectorship 
of  Christ  churth  In  Boston,  to  accept  ibut  of  Hi* 
Peter's,  in  Auburn,  New  York,  where  be  n?mtined 
four  year*,  during  which  period  be  was  married 
to  an  estimable  woman  of  Boston ;  and  this  laat 
drcumstance  was  perhape  one  of  the  eau«efl  of  hia 
return  to  that  city,  in  IS-U,  though  the  chief  cau*e 
was  doobilesB  hii  gympatby  with  several  of  hta  old 
fiends  there  as  to  those  views  which  ore  known 
in  the  EpUcopal  church  as  "  Traclarian."  A  new 
parish  was  organized,  the  church  of  the  Ad\ent 
was  erected,  and  be  became  iln  rector,  with  n  con* 
gregatjon  ia  which  wero  the  venerable  poet  DK' 
»A,  hia  son,  the  author  of  "Two  Years  before  ihe 
Mast,'*  and  other  persons  of  social  and  intellcrluai 
eminence^  Of  the  unhappy  eontiovctny  whidi 
enntjed  between  the  rect4>r  of  the  Advent  end  hts 
bishop  Ihiif  is  not  the  place  to  speak  \  nor,  wct4» 
it  otherwiae,  am  I  sulSdentlT  familiar  with   ita 
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merits  to  attempt  to  do  justice  to  either  party  in 
a  statement  of  it.  This  controversy  was  a  con- 
tinual pain  to  Dr.  Ckoswkll,  and  his  more  inti- 
mate friends,  until  his  death,  which  occurred  un- 
der the  most  impressive  circumstancesi  on  Sunday, 
the  ninth  of  November,  1851,  just  seven  yean 
after  his  return  to  Boston.  He  had  preached 
in  the  morning  and  during  the  afternoon  service, 
which  was  appointed  for  the  children  of  the  con- 
gregation, his  strength  suddenly  failed,  he  gave 
out  a  hymn,  repeated  with  touching  pathos  a 
prayer,  and  in  a  feeble  voice,  while  still  kneeling, 
pronounced  the  apostolic  benediction,  and  in  a 
little  while  was  dead. 

Since  the  death  of  Dr.  Croswell,  his  aged  fa- 
ther, who  had  previously  been  occupied  with  the 


arrangement  of  materwb  fbr  hia  own  raemoin 
that  they  might  b«  written  bj  hia  ton,  haa  pql^ 
lished  a  moat  intereating  Uogimpby  of  that  aon; 
and  in  thia  is  the  only  collection  of  bv  poenu 
which  has  appeared,  except  a  email  one  which 
Bishop  DoA5E  many  yeara  ago  added  to  an  edi« 
tion  of  Kbble'b  **  Christian  Year.*' 

Dr.  Croswell  had  a  fine  taste  in  litrrataie,  and 
among  his  poems  are  many  of  remarkable  grace 
and  sweetness.  They  are  Ibr  the  moat  part  souve- 
nirs of  hia  friendships,  or  of  the  vicianludea  of  hii 
religious  life,  and  seem  to  have  been  natnral  and 
unstudied  expressiona  of  hii  feelings.  Bishop 
DoAKE  well  deacribea  him  by  aaying  ••be  bad 
more  unwritten  poetiy  in  him"  than  any  man  he 
ever  knew. 


>/V/W>/V^^'\/>/%^/VN/WV^^ 


THE  SYNAGOGUE. 

"But  even  unto  this  day,  when  Modcs  U  read,  the  veil 
Is  upon  their  heart.  Neverthcleda,  when  it  ahull  turn  to 
the  I«ord,  the  veil  nhail  be  taken  away." — St.  Pavl. 

I  B\w  them  in  their  synagogue, 

As  in  their  ancient  day. 
And  never  from  my  memory 

The  scene  will  fiule  avray, 
For,  dazzling  on  my  vision,  still 

The  latticed  galleries  shine 
With  Israers  loveliest  daughters, 

In  their  beauty  half-divino ! 
It  is  the  holy  Sabbath  eve, — 

The  solitary  light 
Shedfl,  mingled  with  the  hues  of  day, 

A  lu.stre  nothing  bright; 
On  swarthy  brow  and  piercing  glance 

It  falM  with  saddening  tinge. 
And  dimly  gilds  the  Pharisee's 

Phylacteries  and  fringe. 
The  two-leaved  doors  slide  slow  apart 

Before  the  eastern  screen. 
As  riRC  the  Hebrew  harmonips, 

With  chnntcd  prayers  between. 
And  mid  the  tisdued  vails  disclose  J, 

Of  many  a  gorgeous  dye, 
Enveloped  in  their  jewelled  scarf^ 

The  sacred  records  lie. 

Robed  in  his  sacerdotal  vest, 

A  silvery-headed  man 
With  voice  of  solemn  cadence  o'er 

The  backward  letters  ran, 
And  often  yet  methinks  I  see 

The  glow  and  power  tliat  sate 
Upon  his  face,  as  forth  he  spread 

The  roll  immaculate. 

And  fervently  that  hour  I  pray'd. 

That  from  the  mighty  scroll 
Its  light,  in  burning  characters, 

Might  break  on  every  soul, 
That  on  their  hardened  hearts  the  veil 

Might  be  no  longer  dark. 
But  be  forever  rent  in  twain 

Like  that  before  the  ark. 


For  yet  the  tenfold  film  afaall  fiil, 

O,  Jodah  I  fixHn  thy  eight. 
And  every  eye  he  piuged  to  read 

Thy  testimoniea  right. 
When  thou,  with  all  MsaatAa'a  aigni 

In  Christ  distinctly  aeen^ 
Shall,  by  JsaoTAn'a  namvleBs  name^ 

Invoke  the  Nazaiene. 


THE  CLOUDS. 
**  CloDd  land !   Gorfeons  land  !**— CoLaaiaai: 

I  cANiroT  look  above  and  aee 

Yon  high-piled,  pillowy  maaa 
Of  evening  clouds,  so  swimmingly 

In  gold  and  purple  pass, 
And  think  not,  Lonn,  how  thou  wast  seen 

On  Israel's  dewrt  way. 
Before  them,  in  thy  shadowy  acrren, 

Pavilion'd  all  the  day ! 

Or,  of  those  rohes  of  gorgeoua  hue 

Which  the  Redeemer  wore* 
When,  ravishM  from  his  foUowen*  new, 

Alofl  his  flight  he  bore, 
When  lifted,  as  on  mighty  wing. 

He  curtained  hia  ascent. 
And,  wrapt  in  clouds,  went  tniunpUiig 

Above  the  firmament 


la  it  a  trail  of  that  earoe  pall 

Of  many-oolour*d  dyca. 
That  high  above,  o'ermantHng  all, 

Hangs  midway  down  the  ikieih— 
Or  bordera  of  thoae  sweeping  folda 

Which  shall  be  all  unfari*d 
About  the  Saviour,  when  he  holda 

His  judgment  on  the  world  ? 

For  in  like  manner  as  he  went, — 

My  soul,  h^  thou  IbigM? — 
Shall  be  his  terrible  deaoent, 

MHien  man  expedeth  not ! 
Strength,  Son  of  man,  agiripst  that  honr. 

Be  to  our  apiiita  given. 
When  thou  ahalt  come  agal 

Upon  the  dooda  of  hcmn* 
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THE  ORDINAL, 

At.Am  far  me  if  f  (qt^ 

The  memorj  of  that  daj 
Which  Mb  mj  wakmg  ihoughts,  nor  j& 

Wt>n  Alf«p  eftn  take  awaj  I 
In  dfeunji  I  still  renew  the  ritei 

Wbo#e  strong:  but  myBtic  ehaixi 
Tbfj  spirit  to  its  God  itinit«re, 

And  none  can  part  ag^in* 

How  <}f^  the  biflbop^s  form  I  see^ 

And  hew  thftt  thrillmg  lone 
Bemanding  with  autboritj 

The  hcsart  for  G(jd  alotie  ; 
Again  I  kneel  a*  then  I  knelt. 

While  he  9bove  m«  atanda, 
Aiid  seem  to  feel,  aa  then  I  felt, 

The  prenuiv  of  bia  hiUldB, 

A^n  the  prieetB  in  meet  array, 

A*  my  we«k  spirit  fails,. 
Bnwjff  me  bend  them  down  to  pmjr 

Beibm  the  chancfl-mila ; 
Ai  Hitn,  the  aacminenta!  host 

Of  QoB^i  elect  are  by, 
When  many  a  toicb  ita  utterance  loit. 

And  tean  dinun'd  many  an  eyes* 

Ai  then  Ihey  on  mj  vision  roae, 

Tho  Taialted  aisle*  I  see. 
And  imk  md  emhtonM  book  repose 

In  aoleiiui  nnctity, — 
The  mitje  o'er  the  marble  niche^ 

The  broken  erook  and  key. 
That  from  ft  byhop'i  tomb  flhone  nch 

With  poliahed  tfacery ; 

The  hanflrings,  the  bipliffmal  font, 

AU,  alU  mv9  me  unchanged. 
The  holy  tohle^  aa  wai  wont^ 

With  decency  amanged ; 
The  linen  cloth,  the  plate,  the  cup, 

Beneath  their  eoTering  shine, 
Ere  priestly  hands  are  liftetl  up 

To  bteaa  the  bread  and  wine. 

The  Mol^mn  ccfemonial  post. 

And  t  am  aet  apart 
To  serre  the  Lord,  from  tint  to  Uat, 

With  undiTitkd  heart ; 
And  I  have  sworn »  witli  ple«J|^i  dire, 

Which  Gon  and  man  hate  heard, 
To  ipeak  the  holy  imth  entire^ 

In  action  and  in  word. 

O  Then,  who  in  thy  holy  place 

Host  »et  thine  orders  three, 
Grant  me,  thj  meanest  servant,  gmee 

To  win  a  t^ood  dctfree  ; 
That  mo,  feplenish'd  &om  above. 

And  in  my  office  Ineil, 
Tbon  may  at  h«  honoured,  and  in  hff^ 

Thy  church  be  edified  I 


CHRISTMAS  EVE, 

Tai  thickly-woven  bo  ugh  6  they  wreathe 

Through  every  hallo w'd  fune 
A  aofti  Teviving  odouf  breathe 

Of  Hum  met*  B  gentle  ri'l^ ; 
And  rich  the  ray  of  mil  J  green  Ughl 

Whichj  like  an  cmeralira  p;low, 
Comes  ftruggling  throui^h  th<^  latticed  height 

Upon  the  crowd*  below» 

O,  let  the  streams  of  solemn  thought 

Which  in  those  temples  rise. 
From  deeper  souiceu  spring  than  o\ifht 

Dependent  on  th«  skies  I 
Then,  though  the  nummer  »  pride  »kparta, 

And  wmier*5  withering  chill 
Rests  on  the  checrlesN  woods,  our  hearta 

Shall  be  unchanging  stilL 


THE  DEATH  OF  STEFHEH, 

Wits  awfid  dread  his  murdereTS  flhook« 

As,  radiant  and  serene. 
The  lustre  of  hi»  dying  look 

Was  like  an  ang*?!'*  ueen ; 
Or  M 0411  ft'  face  of  paly  light, 

WTien  down  the  mount  he  trod, 
All  glowing  from  the  gloriouu  sight 

And  prcacnoo  of  hia  Gon. 

To  us,  with  all  bU  conalancy. 

Be  hla  rapt  idijon  given, 
To  look  abo-ve  by  faith,  ond  aee 

RcTeahncnu  bright  of  heaven* 
And  power  to  speak  our  triumph*  out^ 

As  our  last  hour  draws  near, 
While  neither  clouds  of  fear  nor  doubt 

Before  our  view  appear. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  OFFERING. 

Wr  CO  mo  not  with  a  costly  store, 

O  Loan,  Uke  them  of  old. 
The  roaatera  of  the  starry  tore. 

From  Ophir'i  shore  of  gold : 
No  weepings  of  the  incense  tree 

A™  with  the  gifts  we  bring* 
No  odorous  myrrh  of  Araby 

Blends  with  our  oflering. 

But  still  our  love  would  bring  ili  beat, 

A  spirit  keenly  tried 
By  fierce  affliction'*  fien,*  test. 

And  seven  times  purified  : 
The  fragrant  grar*^  of  the  mind, 

The  virtues  that  delight 
To  a^ve  Iheir  perfume  out,  will  find 

Aeoeptain^  in  thy  lif  hu 
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Me.  PRi!mcx  b  a  natiTe  of  Preston,  in  Con- 
necticut, and  was  educated  at  Brown  University, 
in  Providence,  where  he  was  gpraduated  in  1823. 
Ho  edited  for  several  years,  at  Hartford,  "The 
New  England  Weekly  Review,*'  in  connection,  I 
believe,  with  John  G.  WHiiTixm;  and  in  1831 


THE  CLOSING  YEAR. 

*Tis  midnif^ht's  holy  hour — and  silence  now 
Is  brooding,  like  a  gentle  spirit,  o'er 
The  still  and  pulseless  world.  Hark !  on  the  winds 
The  bell's  deep  tones  are  swelling;  'tis  the  knell 
Of  the  departed  year.    No  funeral  train 
Is  sweeping  past ;  yet,  on  the  stream  and  wood. 
With  melancholy  light,  the  moonbeams  rest. 
Like  a  pale,  spotless  shroud ;  the  air  is  stirr'd, 
As  by  a  mourner's  sigh ;  and  on  yon  cloud, 
That  floats  so  still  and  placidly  through  heaven, 
The  spirits  of  the  seasons  seem  to  stand,     [form. 
Young  Spring,  bright  Summer,  Autumn's  solemn 
And  Winter  with  his  aged  locks,  and  breathe 
In  mournful  cadences,  that  come  abroad 
Like  the  far  wind-harp's  wild  and  touching  wail, 
A  melancholy  dirge  o'er  the  dead  year, 
(irone  from  the  earth  forever.    'Tis  a  time 
For  memory  and  for  tears.     Within  the  deep. 
Still  chambers  of  the  heart,  a  spectre  dim. 
Whose  tones  arc  like  the  wizard  voice  of  Time, 
Il'^nrd  from  the  tomb  of  ages,  points  its  cold 
And  solemn  finger  to  the  beautiful 
And  holy  visions  that  have  pass'd  away, 
And  left  no  shadow  of  their  loveliness 
On  the  dead  waste  of  life.     That  spectre  lifts 
The  colTm-Iid  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  love, 
And,  bending  mournfully  above  the  pale 
Sweet  fonna  that  slumber  there,  scatters  dead  flowers 
0*cr  what  has  pa«i'd  to  nothingness.    The  year 
Hofl  gone,  and,  with  it,  many  a  glorious  throng 
Of  happy  dreams.     Its  mark  is  on  each  brow. 
Its  shadow  in  each  heart.     In  its  swift  course, 
It  waved  its  sceptre  o*er  the  beautiful. 
And  they  are  not     It  laid  its  pallid  hand 
Upon  the  strong  man,  and  the  haughty  form 
Is  fallen,  and  the  flashing  eye  is  dim. 
It  trod  the  hall  of  revelry,  where  throng'd 
The  bright  and  joyous,  and  the  tearful  wail 
Of  Rtricken  ones  is  heard,  where  erst  the  song 
And  reckless  about  resounded.     It  pass'd  o'er 
The  battle-plain,  where  sword  and  spear  and  shield 
FlashM  in  tlic  light  of  midday — and  the  strength 
Of  serrictl  hosts  is  shiver'd,  and  the  grass. 
Green  from  the  soil  of  carnage,  waves  above 
The  crush'd  and  mouldering  skeleton.    It  came 
And  ffulcd  like  a  wreath  of  mist  at  eve ; 
Yet,  ere  it  melted  in  the  viewless  air. 
It  heralded  itc  millions  to  their  home 
3S2 


he  removed  to  Louisville,  Kentockj,  when  he  I 
since  conducted  the  « Joamal,'*  of  that  cily,  o 
of  the  most  popular  gazettes  ever  puUHhed  in  tl 
country.  Nearly  all  his  poems  were  written  wh 
he  was  in  the  universily.  Thsj  have  luvw  bs 
published  odlectively. 


In  the  dim  land  of  dreams.    RemoneleM  l^me 
Fierce  spirit  of  the  glass  and  ■eythe— ^rhat  poii 
Can  stay  him  in  his  dient  eoane,  or  melt 
His  iron  heart  to  pity!     On,  elffl  on 
He  presses,  and  forever.    The  proud  faM, 
The  condor  of  the  Andes,  that  ceo  eoar 
Through  heaven's  un&thomeble  depdu^  or  bnv 
The  fury  of  the  nortbem  hnxriciae, 
And  bathe  his  plumage  in  the  thnndei'e  hoaw, 
Furls  his  broad  wings  at  nightfilUend  nks  doe 
To  rest  upon  his  moontain-uag^    hnt  Tune 
Knows  not  the  weight  of  sleep  or  noariiiew. 
And  night's  deep  darkness  has  no  diain  te  bind 
His  rushing  pinion.    Revolationa  eiraep 
O'er  earth,  like  troubled  viaona  o*er  the  1 
Of  dreaming  sorrow ;  dtiee  ifae  and  dnl 
Like  bubbles  on  the  water;  flay  ialaa 
Spring,  blazing,  fifom  the  oeean,  and  go  1 
To  their  mysterious  cavema; 
To  heaven  their  bald  and  blacken'd  < 
Their  tall  heads  to  the  plam ;  new  < 
Gathering  the  strength  of  hoaij  < 
And  rush  down  like  the  A^iine  i 
Startling  the  nations ;  and  the  ireiy  i 
Yon  bright  and  burning  Maaonj  of  GoBp 
Glitter  a  while  in  their  elan 
And,  like  the  Pleiad,  kivelieek  of  ~\ 
Shoot  from  their  gl<»ioiia  ^ihewi^  and  paaa  awi 
To  darkle  in  the  tradiees  iroid»--^  Tina- 
Tune,  the  tomb-builder,  hoUa  his  l^enu  eanvt 
Dark,  stem,  all-pitileH,  abd  panaaa  not 
Amid  the  mighty  wrecka  that  alraw  hia  palh* 
To  sit  and  muse,  like  other  oonqoareta^ 
Upon  the  feazfiil  nun  he  haa  wniiig^ 


LINES  TO  A  LADT. 

Ladt,  I  love,  at  evenlidi^ 

When  Stan,  aa  noir,  are  on  tfw 
To  stray  in  lonelinees,  and  mnaa 


Upon  the  one  dear  fi»m  thai  ^ 
Its  sunlight  to  my  boyhood;  oft 
That  same  sweet  look  sinka,  alill  and  ai 
Upon  my  spirit,  and  ^ipeaia 
As  lovely  as  in  by-gone  yeami 

Eve's  low^  &int  wind  is  breadiingnoiir. 
With  deep  and  souMike  asnnnnrin^ 

Through  the  dark  pinea;  and  thy  aivee 
Seem  borne  on  its  mystaiioaa  wing; 


GEORGE   D.  PRENTICE. 


333 


And  oft  mid  mosiiigs  md  and  hmt. 
At  ni^l'fl  de«p  nooot  ttut  thriHing  tone 
Swetb  in  the  wind,  low,  wild,  and  clfiBTp 
Like  music  in  Uie  dfeatoing  air. 

When  sleep*!  calm  wing;  ii  on  mj  brow. 

And  drettm  of  peace  mj  spirit  lull, 
BeJore  me,  like  &  mitAj  star, 

"rtuil  farm  flo«t»  dim  and  beautiiul ; 
And,  wben  the  gentle  mooub«atii  smiliM 
Oti  the  blue  utreajn*  and  dark-greDo  ieJeVj 
In  CTeTj  imy  pour'd  down  the  Bky, 
That  njoe  Ijg-ht  form  teem*  atealing  bf* 

It  it  ft  blewed  ptcturet,  shrined 

til  iDentory''§  nm ;  the  wing;  of  jeium 

Cmi  duuige  it  not,  for  thcra  it  glowft, 
rndimm^d  by  «  wedmesaefl  mid  tears  j^ 

Dcephiddrn  in  its  sttU  recem, 

It  htmtnM  with  Wto  »nd  holinea*, 

OW  h«>ur9  of  be  ingt  dark  and  doUt 

Till  UTe  seems  ahnoet  bc^utifuL 

Tbe  vivjon  cannot  fait^  mvr^y  ; 

Tis  in  the  itillnea*  of  mj  h^rt. 
And  aVr  itA  ljri$btne<ia  l  haTe  mused 

In  solitude ;  it  in  a  port 
Of  nij  exifitenee;  a  dear  flower 
Otullied  on  bj  Heaven ;  morn'i  e^fltigit  htHOt 
Tfaftt  flower  bedeWK^  and  ita  blue  eje 
At  «¥«  rtiU  i««U  upon  Ibe  sky. 

Ladjj  Eke  thnie,  mj  Ttnona  eltng 

lb  the  dear  shrine  of  buried  jmn  ; 
Ttkftfttt  the  past !  it  is  too  brigbt. 

Too  deeplj  beautiful  for  team ; 
W«  have  biX'n  blessed  ;  though  Iif#  is  made 
A  tear,  a  silence,  and  a  shade. 
And  Te«r«[  have  leH  the  Taomt  breail 
To  loneliniMe — we  hate  been  bJessM  ? 

ThoM  «tilK  those  toft,  those  sdmrner  eyes, 

When  by  our  faTaoritfl  stream  we  stood. 
And  watch'd  our  mtiigllng  shadows  theie, 

Soltfletured  in  the  deep-blue  floods 
8et[nM  one  enchantmenU     O  I  we  felt. 
As  thepe,  «t  loTe's  pur«  ihrinet  we  knelt, 
That  [He-  was  vweet^  and  oJl  ita  houTs 
A  glorious  dream  of  Ioto  and  flowera. 

And  fiill  'tis  !»wect.     Our  hopea  went  bj 

Like  sounds  upon  the  unl^rokcn  sea; 
Yet  memonr  wings  the  spirit  back 

To  decpt  undying  nudody  ; 
And  JFtiHt  around  her  earty  shiinef 
Fpp*h  flowers  their  dewy  chaplets  twine, 
Vouni^  Love  bis  brii^tectt  garland  wi«a&e% 
And  Eden^s  licheat  incense  braithe^ 

Ogr  hopci  are  flown— yet  pwled  hom* 
S^^ti  in  the  depths  of  metnoiy  lie, 

I*ike  night-ferns  in  the  silent  blue 
Of  ei]mmer*s  deep  and  brilliant  sky ; 

And  Lota's  bright  flashes  seem  again 

To  fill  upon  the  glowing  ehain 

Of  (fw  eiist^nee.     Can  it  be 

That  all  b  but  a  mockery  t 


Lady,  adieu  I  to  otbct  eltmea 

I  goj  from  joy,  and  hope,  and  thee; 
A  weed  on  Time's  dark  waters  throw n, 

A  wreck  on  life's  wild-beaving  aea; 
I  go  J  but  O,  the  past,  the  past  I 
Its  spell  is  o'er  my  being  cast, — 
And  stilly  to  Love's  remember^  eves, 
"With  ftll  but  hope,  my  spirit  deavei. 

Adieu  I  adieu !     My  farewell  words 

Arc  on  my  iyw,  and  tbcir  wild  flow 
Is  faintly  dying-  on  the  chord«» 

Broken  and  tunc^ICAs.     Be  it  bo  ! 
Tliy  name — O,  niay  it  never  swell 
My  strain  again — yet  long  'twill  dwell 
Sbrined  in  my  heart,  unbreatlicsd,  unspoken- 
A  Ireaant^  word — ftHcbnrith'd  token* 


THE  DEAD  MARINER. 

Slcvt  oiv  sleep  on !  ^hofe  thy  come 

The  winds  their  Sabbath  keep; 
Thi&  waves  are  round  thee,  and  thy  bieaat 

Heaves  with,  tbe  heavinf  deep. 
O'er  thee  mild  eve  her  beauty  flinga. 
And  there  the  while  gull  lifts  her  wingii 
And  thfs  blue  halcjop  loirea  to  lave 
Her  plumage  in  the  deep  blue  wave. 

Sleep  on  ;  no  willow  o'er  thee  benda 

With  melancholy  air. 
No  violet  springs,  nor  devrj  mo 

Its  eoiil  of  love  taya  bare ; 
But  there  the  sca-^owcr,  bright  on^  yoong, 
Is  sweetly  oVr  thy  slumbera  flung, 
And,  like  a  weeping  mourner  fair, 
The  pale  flag  hangs  its  tresses  tbera. 

Sleep  on,  sleep  on ;  the  glittering  deptha 

Of  Dcean^s  coral  caves 
Are  thy  brigbt  urn — thy  requiem 

The  music  of  ii«  wavea ; 
Tbe  purple  gems  forever  bum 
In  fadelesi  beauiy  round  thy  urn. 
And,  pure  and  deep  aa  infant  love, 
The  blue  sea  rolls  its  waves  aboT& 

Sleep  on*  eJeep  on ;  the  fearful  wrath 

Of  mingling  cloud  and  deep 
May  leave  its  wild  and  stormy  track 

Above  thy  place  of  alcep ; 
But}  when  the  wave  has  sunk  to  rest, 
As  now,  'twill  munnar  o'er  thy  brea^ 
And  the  bright  victims  of  the  sea 
Pei^anc«  will  make  their  homo  with  the& 

Steep  on ;  thy  corse  is  far  away, 

But  love  bewails  thee  yetf 
For  thee  the  heart- wrung  sigh  is  breathed. 

And  lovely  eyes  are  wet : 
And  she  J  thy  young  and  beauteous  bride, 
Her  thou^hla  are  hovering  by  thy  ad*. 
As  oft  she  tuma  to  view,  with  teiia^ 
Th0  Bdin  of  departed  ycara. 
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SABBATH  EVENING. 

How  calmly  sinks  the  pttrting  ran ! 

Yet  twilight  lingen  itill ; 
And  beautiful  as  dream  of  Heaten 

It  slumbera  on  the  hill ; 
Earth  sleeps,  with  all  her  glorious  things, 
Beneath  the  Holy  Spirit's  wings, 
And,  rendering  back  the  hues  above, 
Seems  resting  in  a  trance  of  love. 

Round  yonder  rocks  the  forestptrees 

In  shadowy  groups  recline. 
Like  saints  at  evening  bow*d  in  prayer 

Around  their  holy  shrine ; 
And  through  their  leaves  the  night-winds  blow 
So  calm  and  still,  their  music  low 
Seems  the  mysterious  voice  of  prayer, 
Soil  echo'd  on  the  evening  air. 

And  yonder  western  throng  of  clouds, 

Retiring  from  the  sky, 
So  calmly  move,  so  softly  glow. 

They  seem  to  fitncy's  eye 
Bright  creatures  of  a  better  sphere, 
Come  down  at  noon  to  worship  here^ 
And,  from  their  sacrifice  of  love. 
Returning  to  their  home  above. 

The  blue  isles  of  the  golden  sea, 

The  nighUarch  floating  by, 
The  flowers  that  gaze  upon  the  heaven^ 

The  bright  streams  leaping  by. 
Arc  living  with  religion— deep 
On  earth  and  sea  its  glories  sleep, 
And  mingle  with  the  starlight  rays, 
Like  the  soft  light  of  parted  days. 

The  spirit  of  the  holy  eve 

Comes  through  the  silent  air 
To  feeling's  hidden  spring,  and  wakes 

A  gush  of  music  there ! 
And  the  far  depths  of  ether  beam 
So  passing  fieur,  we  almost  dream 
That  we  can  rise,  and  wander  through 
Their  open  paths  of  trackless  blue. 

Each  soul  is  fiU'd  with  glorious  dreams^ 

Each  pulse  is  beating  wild ; 
And  thought  is  soaring  to  the  shrine 

Of  glory  undefiled ! 
And  holy  aspirations  start. 
Like  bleased  angels,  from  the  heart. 
And  bind — ^for  earth's  dark  ties  are 
Our  spirits  to  the  gates  of  heaven. 


TO  A  LADY. 

I  THiiTK  of  thee  when  morning  springs 
From  sleep,  with  plumage  bathed  in  dew, 

And,  like  a  youn|;  bird,  lifts  her  wings 
Of  gladness  on  the  welkin  blue. 

And  when,  at  noon,  the  breath  of  love 
O'er  flower  and  stream  is  wandering  free, 

And  sent  in  music  from  the  grove, 
I  think  of  thee— I  think  of  thee. 


I  think  of  thee,  when,  toft  and  wide, 
The  evening  spraads  her  robes  of  li|^ 

And,  like  a  young  and  tinnd  bride, 
8its  Uusldng  in  the  anns  of  nighL 

And  when  the  moon's  siweet  etmotat  springi 
In  light  o'er  heaven's  deep^  waveleas  sea. 

And  stars  are  forth,  like  Ueesed  things^ 
I  think  of  thee— I  think  of  thee. 

I  think  of  thee; — that  eye  of  flame, 
Thoee  tresses,  fiiling  bright  and  ftwy 

That  brow,  where  «Beaalj  writes  bcr  bmbb 
I  Uiink  of  thee— I  think  of  thee. 


WRITTEN  AT  MY  M0THER*8  GRA^ 

Tbb  trembling  dew-drops  fiJl 
Upon  the  shutting  flowen;  like  sooli  at  ihI 
The  stars  shine  i^ofionslj:  mod  all 
Save  me^  an  blesL 

Mother,  I  love  th  j  grave  I 
The  violet,  with  its  blosBoma  bhia  and  nild, 
Waves  o'er  thy  head;  when  shall  it  wavi 
Above  thy  child! 


A  IS  a  sweet  flower,  yet  i 
Its  bright  leaves  to  the  coming  lempest  bow; 
Dear  mother,  't  is  thine  emblem;  divt 
Is  on  thy  brow. 

And  I  could  love  to  die: 
To  leave  untested  life's  dark,  bitter  atnaai- 
By  thee,  as  ent  in  childhoodt  fis^ 
And  share  thy  i 

And  I  must  linger  here. 
To  stain  the  plumage  of  my  nil 
And  monm  the  hopes  to  i  ~ 
Withl 


Ay,  I  must  linger  here, 
A  lonely  bmnch  upon  a  withec'd  tiw^ 
Wlioee  last  frail  leai^  mitimd|j  mn^ 
Weoldownwidiaoa! 

Oft,  hoBk  life's  witfiei'd  boiwary 
In  still  communion  with  the  past,  I  tonip 
And  muse  on  thee,  the  only  flower 
Ini 


And,  when  the  evening  pale 
Bows,  like  a  mourner,  on  the  dim,  bine  wav 
I  stray  to  hear  the  nis^t-winda  wail 
Aronnd  thy  grave. 

Where  is  thy  spirit  flown  1 
I  gaze  above— thy  look  ia  imaged  there; 
I  Usten— and  thy  gentle  tona 
Is  on  the  air. 

O,  come,  while  here  I  preas 
My  brow  upon  thy  grave ;  mad,  in  Ihoae  nO 
And  thriUing  tonee  of  tendemeee. 

Blees,bieaBtliychiU! 

Tes,  bieas  yonr  weeping  diild; 
And  o'er  thine  am— religion's  1 
O,  give  hb  spirit,  nndeflled, 

ToblsndwitL; 


WILLIAM    PITT   PALMER. 
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Ms*  Palme*  b  descended  frmn  a  Poritan  &n- 
MHlor  wh^o  cmxm  to  Amfiica  in  the  neit  ship  iJtet 
the  Mmy  Flowtir.  Hi*  father  wqje  a  youthful  w>l- 
diei  in  the  Reifolntion,  wwi  one  of  the  latest,  if 
pet  th«  Wt,  of  Uie  ftorvivcirs  of  the  Jen^j  prison 
rfy|k  Having^  aoquireil  a  coiupctfjicj  as  the  caj^ 
t^  of  a  Kew  York  tncrchantman,  he  retired  from 
U)#  Ka  ewiy  in  the  present  century,  fcu  Stock- 
bodgc,  Bcrk^hiro  county,  Ma^iAOchufiftt^  ^heri?  he 
^ent  iIk  refti*iniW  of  his  daje,  tn  tlia(  eumhine 
dt  ]tr^  and  nap^  which  h^  gil<]t>d  the  declining 
reara  df  ki  many  men  of  our  hemic  age.  There, 
on  the  twcnty-«eoond  of  Fdiruanr,  1805,  our  poet 
m*  bora,  and  n^nMy]  in  bonouf  of  the  gTva£  onitor 
wbaae  claitDi  to  gtatttudfi  are  Teeogrtilitcd  among  ua 
ii  a  Ibotmnd  hving  manumenta  which  bear  th« 
aime  of  WiLLLix  Pitt. 


LIGHT. 

Flo  It  the  quic^ea'd  womb  of  the  prijuBl  gloom 

The  *un  ioU*d  black  and  bare, 
TfQ  I  wore  lum  a  vest  for  bia  EtMop  bitu^ 

Of  the  ihretda  of  my  i^olden  half ; 
AnJ  when  the  hroad  tent  of  the  firmamicnt 

Amae  093  its  airy  spara, 
I  penciUM  lllf  hue  0/  iu  matchleM  hluo, 

And  apang^lcd  it  r oiuid  i^ilh  fftaini, 

I  painted  the  flawcm  of  the  Eden  bowen. 

Ami  th*ir  leavej  of  liv'mg  green, 
And  niin«  wet«  ibe  dycA  in  the  mjalcm  eym 

Of  Eden*B  virgin  qooen ; 
And  when  the  fiend^i  art,  on  her  Cmrtful  heart. 

Had  fiXlvnti  ita  mortal  ipcU, 
In  the  K^rtTf  ffphefc  of  thu  first-1x>m  tear 

To  th«  tiemblLng  earth  I  fclL 

Wli*n  the  waTe«  that  burst  o'er  a  woild  accuraod 

Their  work  of  wrath  hath  sped. 
And  the  Ark'a  bne  few,,  the  tried  and  Cme, 

C»me  forth  among  the  dead ; 
With  the  wondrotis  gleam*  of  my  bnuded  beams 

I  bade  their  terrom  oea$e ; 
Aa  I  wrote  on  the  roll  of  the  stomtV  dark  ecroU 

Goti'a  coreuanl  of  pence. 

Like  a  paQ  at  rtst  on  a  palaclcM  breast, 

Nighi'i  funeral  abadow  ilept. 
Where  thepherd  <wain«  on  the  BetliSehem  plalni 

Their  lonely  vigils  kf'pt ; 
Whm  I  flaib'd  on  tJ^eir  eiii^t  the  herdda  bright 

Of  hea¥en*«  redeeming  plan, 
Ai  they  chtJiled  the  mom  of  a  ^avimir  bom — 

Jojf  joy  to  tbje  outcaMt  man  I 


In  hk  nativ4^  county,  Mr,  Filvkr  hot  told  me,  tha 
fimt  and  happieet  half  of  hk  tife  wa«  Epent  on  the 
famii,  in  tlte  desultory  adquieition  of  aucb  know- 
ledge sa  eould  then  be  obtained  &om  a  New  Eng* 
land  common  school,  and  a  "coMege"  i^ith  a  singlo 
profegfior  The  other  half  haii  lieen  chiefly  poseed 
in  New  Yorki.  a»  a  medical  student,  teacher,  writer 
for  the  gazettes,  and,  for  aoTcral  yeaia,  clerk  in  a 
public  office* 

Mn  Palmer  is  a  man  of  warm  affections,  who 
6ndj  a  heaven  in  a  quiet  home.  Ho  is  a  lover 
of  nature,  hJo,  and  like  mort  inhabitanta  of  the 
pent-up  city,  whose  early  doy«  have  been  passod 
in  the  country,  he  delights  in  reeollech^iu  of  rural 
life^  Bome  irf"  his  poems  have  much  lentlemesB 
and  delicacy,  and  thej  are  generally  vrry  compkto 
and  polished* 


Equal  favQUT  I  ahow  to  the  loftv  and  lorwp 

On  the  just  and  unjiist  1  descend ; 
E^en  the  blind,  whose  vain  spheres  roll  in  darknen 
and  tears, 

Feel  my  smile  th«  beat  smile  of  a  friend ; 
Nay,  the  flower  of  the  wast^^  by  my  love  b  «mbrac^ 

As  tlte  ros^  in  the  garden  of  kings ; 
As  the  chryaalia  bier  of  the  worm  I  appear, 

And  lo!  the  guy  butterfly V  wings! 

The  desolate  Mom,  like  a  moumer  forlorn. 

Conceals  all  the  pride  of  her  ebann«, 
Till  I  bid  the  bright  Horns  ehas@  the  Night  &Dm 
her  bowers, 

And  lead  the  young  Day  to  her  arms; 
And  when  the  gsy  rover  jwcks  Eve  for  hij  lowTp 

And  sinks  to  ber  balmy  repoae, 
I  wrap  their  t^^h  rest  by  the  xephyr-fann^d  wcat, 

In  curtains  of  amber  and  roae. 

From  my  aentinel  steep,  by  the  night-brooded  doc{H 

I  gaze  with  unslumliering  eye. 
When  the  cynoayro  star  of  Ihc  mariner 

Is  blotted  from  the  sky ; 
And  guided  by  me  through  the  mernleas  ae% 

Though  iped  hy  the  hurricane'a  wingip 
His  compaflflless  bark,  !on'\  weltering,  dark, 

To  the  haven^home  safely  he  bringiu 

I  waken  the  flowers  in  their  dew-spangled  bowers. 

The  bu\Js  in  their  cb ambers  i>f  gr^en, 
And  motinliim  and  plain  glow  with  l^auty  again, 

As  they  bosk  in  my  matinal  iiheen. 
O,  if  mieh  the  c;lad  worth  of  my  preflpnre  lo  e^tith 

Thouj^h  fillul  (ind  fifctinisr  the  while. 
What  gloriea  mAi«t  rest  on  the  home  of  the  btess**^ 

Ever  bright  with  the  Deitt'h  male ! 
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LINES  TO  A  CHRYSALIS. 

Soul  of  man  in  dypt  of  dij ! 
Bide  the  d^ 

Mutiirtf  kmg  I  adcod  me  thii^ 

ChiynEB, 
Lying  helplefls  in  my  path, 
ObriouB  to  mortal  scaUi 

When  thj  lateni  wings  diaU  be 
Plumed  for  immoitafitj. 

And  with  tnuHpoft  marvelloiis 

From  a  carelcM  paaaer  by, 

O'er  Elysian  fields  to  oov 

What  thy  life  may  signifyl 

Evennoral 

Why,  from  hope  and  joy  apart, 

Thus  thou  art! 

Nature  aurcly  did  amisB, 
Chiy  Balis, 

THE  HOME  VALENTINE 

When  she  lavish'd  fins  and  winga 
Nerved  with  nicest  moving-springs, 
On  the  mote  and  madripore. 
Wherewithal  to  swim  or  soar ; 
And  dispenaed  so  niggardly 
Unto  thee. 

The  baid,  at  eve  vBtirad, 
Bat  smiling  o'er  the  ammal  aoiif 

His  home's  dear  Mine  inqned: 
And  as  he  traced  her  virtues  BOir 

With  all  love's  vemal  glow. 

E'en  the  very  worm  may  kiss, 

A  grsy  hair  from  bis  bonoed  now. 

Chrysalis, 

Roses  on  their  topmost  stems 

FeD  to  the  page  below. 

BlaTon'd  with  their  dewy  gems, 
And  may  rock  him  to  and  fro 

He  paused,  and  with  a  moomfiil  mm 

As  the  zephyrs  softly  blow ; 

Whilst  thou  lyest  dark  and  cold 

And  long  upon  its  silveiy  shooi 

On  the  mould. 

In  pensive  silence  gaied: 

And  if  a  sigh  escaped  him  then. 

Quoth  the  Chrysalis,  Sir  Bard, 

It  were  not  strange  to  aay; 

Not  so  hard 

For  foncy's  fitvoorites  an  bat  men; 

Is  my  rounded  destiny 

And  who  e'er  folt  ttie  ■Coie  whm 

In  the  great  Economy : 

First  coD«30U8  of  deci7 1 

Nay,  by  humble  reason  view'd, 

There  is  much  for  gratitude 

Just  then  a  soft  dieek  prasi^d  hb  own 

With  beauty's  fondest  tev. 

Of  my  lot 

Though  I  seem  of  all  things  bom 
Most  forlorn. 

Thus  murmur'd  in  hia  ear: 
Ah,  sigh  not,  love  to  muk  tlw  Inn 

Most  obtuse  of  soul  and  sense, 

Next  of  kui  to  Impotence, 
Nay,  to  Death  himself;  yet  ne'er 
Priest  or  prophet,  sage  or  seer, 

It  was  not  manhood's  oatwud  gmoeb 

No  charm  of  foulttessfomi  or  frn» 

That  won  my  heart  mud  hnd. 

May  sublimer  wisdom  teach 

Lo!  dearest,  mid  then  matraa  bck% 

Than  I  preach. 

Twin-foted  with  thine  own. 

From  my  pulpit  of  the  sod, 

A  dawn  of  olveiy  lustre  modDi 

Like  a  god. 

The  midnight  they  have  known: 

I  proclaim  this  wondrous  truth. 

But  time  to  bligfated  cheek  and  ta«i 

Farthest  age  is  nearest  youth, 

May  all  his  news  impart; 

Nearest  glory's  natal  porch. 

Yet  Shalt  thon  fed  fai  my  eann 

Where  with  pale,  inverted  torch. 

Death  lights  downward  to  the  rest 

No  winter  of  ttie  heart! 

Of  the  blest. 

Mark  yon  airy  butterfly's 

The  grateful  bard  replied. 

Rainbow-dyes ! 

As  nearer  and  with  tenderer  kki 

Yesterday  that  sliape  divine 

He  pressed  her  to  his  side: 

Was  as  darkly  hearsed  as  mine ; 

Forgive  the  momentary  tear 

But  to-morrow  I  shall  be 

To  manhood's  foded  prime; 

Free  and  beautiful  as  she, 

I  should  have  felt,  hadst  dum  bean  bm 

And  sweep  forth  on  wings  of  light, 

Our  hearts  indeed  have  nought  to  fen 

Like  a  sprite. 

From  all  the  fioeta  of  tiuB ! 

^ 


GEORGE   W.   BETHUNE. 


t^An^UlM 


■end  Gedeoe  W,  Bkthuni;^  D.D*  ii 
■w  York.  When  twenty  ooe  jt^ars  ftf 
d  the  minUtfj  of  the  Preebjteri«j] 
V  hicti,  in  the  follow  ing  year,  be  passed 
le  Di^tch  Reibmied  chureh'  After 
tjibobeclt,  ind  Utiet,  in  New  York, 
moTcd  to  Fhilftde!pEiii,  whi!r@  he  re- 


mained until  lS49t  mi*hi<:h  ycu  lifl  lipoftme  p»*- 
tor  of  H  diurcti  in  Brw4lyn,  Theri?  «re  in  tbe 
Amem^an  pulpit  tew  bctUir  «cholarfl  or  niore  elo* 
quent  prcftcbeffc  Ho  hiui  puhJifheJ  several  vo- 
lUTDee  of  literatry  and  rdigious  diAcouneJi,  and  in 
\M1  ^ave  lo  tbo  pubEie  ■  volume  orgrDccful  and 
elcg&nl  poems,  entitled  "Layiof  Lotoaad  Faiitu  * 


Jl|^>S,^^rt,fVlMl<tji 


TO  MY  MOTHER, 

^M«iibood*e  anxious  brow 

r  CMit9  ha^e  Lang  been  mme; 

tljpe  fondly  now^ 

pon  thj  bo»omV  ^inn^ 

sla  w(^e  gc'ntly  hu^h'd  to  n^Jt, 

vlii«per*d  pmjcrs  my  idumber  blesi'd- 

wt  gentle  niunei 

!  but  [  Am  again 

d;  the  very  «ame 

k)  «t  cby  knee;  and  Ma 

St,  in  momentary  joy^ 

re  can  be  iby  happy  boy  ;-^ 

vj',  to  whom  Ihj  amite 
ine,  and  thy  frown  ita4i  nlghl, 
that  frown,  and  brief  tbe  whik 
m  me  (h J  loving  light ;) 
I'd  tatfk,  ambition^s  highest  bltM, 
Lhine  approving  lips  a  kiafl. 

xigfa  forefprn  landa  to  roBin, 

o'er  nmny  a  daaaic  scene ; 

i  thought  of  that  dear  botnev 

e  wafi  oura^,  ofl  intervene, 

lose  again  my  weary  eye 

lee,  and  thoAO  sweet  day  a  gone  by. 

home  of  firuita  and  Howera, 

the  HndaonV  verdant  atde 

ve  their  jttjmjne  bowcri^ 

i  lovedp  at  eventide 

on^  oomc  from  di^tairtt  U^  to  bleai 

I  chiidrrn's  radiant  bappinesfl» 

tge  -  the  rattling  car 
red  strre»s  pmfane*  the  spot, 
m  aod,  we  ww'd  tlie  Suir 
etn,  and  Forge:  Uine>^Dt. 
imiDOCi'*  desolating  reign ! 
U  find  on  earth  a  bouie  again! 

r  many  a  yclbiw  poge 

wbdom,  and  hnve  won, 

Khokr^i  narm' — but  cngo 

n  never  t4u«ht  thy  aon 

aft  «o  fraught  with  holy  truUi, 

nother*a  faith  ahed  on  hia  youth, 

ionr*i  gTae«  made  meet, 
ill  own  my  life  and  love^ 


Metbinka,  when  aingtng  at  Hi  a  feet, 
Amid  the  ranioni*d  throng  abore. 
Thy  name  upon  my  glowing  lipe  «hall  t>f, 
And  I  will  b]£«8  that  grace  for  heaven  and  the«. 

For  tbee  and  heaven;  for  thou  didst  tread 
The  way  that  leads  me  heavenward,  and 

My  oflcn  wayward  footfitt'jia  led 

In  th«  name  path  with  patient  hand ; 

And  when  I  wander'd  fart  t^y  earned  caU 

Reetored  my  aoul  from  ain'a  deceitful  thrall- 

I  have  been  bln»'d  with  other  tiea. 
Fond  tiei  >od  tme,  yet  never  deem 

That  I  the  leas  thy  fondnesi  priie  ^ 
No»  mother !  in  my  warmest  dream 

Of  uLswer'd  paadon,  through  thia  heart  of 

One  chord  wUl  vibrate  lo  no  name  hut  tMnOi 

Mother !  thy  name  la  widow— well 

I  know  no  love  of  mine  can  fill 
The  waAl£  place  of  thy  heart,  or  dwell 

Within  one  sacred  r««s» ;  atill 
T^ean  on  the  faithful  bosom  of  thy  aon. 
My  paieiit;  thou  art  mine,  my  Wy  one ! 


I 


NIGHT  STUDY, 

I  i.M  alone ;  and  yet 
In  Ihe  atill  aolitude  there  is  a  raah 

Around  me^  b»  were  met 
A  crowd  of  viewlcaa  wings  ;  I  hear  a  gnah 
Of  uttcr'd  barmonie§~4ieaven  meeting  earth* 
Making  it  to  lejxHGe  with  holy  mirth* 

Ye  winged  Myateriea, 
Sweeping  befcKie  my  ipirit  a  eonacuna  eye. 

Beckoning  me  to  arise,       " 
A  nd  go  forth  from  my  i^cry  ^%  and  fly 
With  yon  far  in  the  unknown^  unseen  immenaa 
Of  worlila   beyond    our  sphere— What  are   yel 
Whence  T 

Ye  eloquent  voicea. 
Now  aoft  aa  breathings  of  a  distant  flute, 

Now  etfong  aa  when  njoicea^, 
TTie  trumpet  in  the  victory  and  pmvnil} 
Strange  are  ye,  yet  familiar,  as  ye  tmB 
My  aoul  to  widte  from  earth'a  sense  and  ila  Ihrall 

I  know  you  now — T  pee 
With  more  than  natural  light — ye  are  tho  good 
The  wise  ifcparfcrf— ye 
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Are  come  from  heaven  to  claim  yoor  brotherhood 
With  mortal  brother,  struggling  in  the  strife 
And  chainsi  which  once  were  youn  in  this  sad  liSk 

Ye  hover  o'er  the  page 
Ye  traced  in  ancient  days  with  glorious  thought 

For  many  a  distant  age ; 
Ye  love  to  watch  the  inspiration  caught, 
From  your  sublime  examples,  and  so  cheer 
The  fainting  student  to  your  high  career. 

Yo  come  to  nerve  the  soul 
Like  him  who  near  the  Atonsb  stood,  when  Hi, 

Trembling,  saw  round  him  roll 
The  wrathful  potents  of  Gcthsemane, 
With  courage  strong:  the  promise  ye  have  known 
And  proved,  rapt  for  mo  from  the  Eternal  throne. 

Still  keep !  O,  keep  me  near  you. 
Compass  me  round  with  your  immortal  wings : 

Still  let  my  glad  soul  hear  you 
Striking  your  triumphs  from  your  golden  stringB, 
Until  with  you  I  mount,  and  join  the  song, 
An  angel,  like  you,  'mid  the  white-robed  throng. 


LINES 

WariTEN  ON  8EEIKG  TnORWALDSEM'8  BA8-B£LI£P 
REPRESENTING   NIOHT. 

Yes  !  bear  them  to  their  rest; 
The  rosy  babe,  tired  with  the  glare  of  day, 
The  prattler  fallen  asleep  e*en  in  his  play. 

Clasp  them  to  thy  soft  breast, 
O  Night, 
Bless  them  in  dreams  with  a  deep  hush'd  delight 

Yet  must  they  wake  tigaia, 
Wake  soon  to  all  the  bitterness  of  life, 
The  pang  of  sorrow,  the  temptation  strife. 

Aye,  to  the  conscience-pain — 
O  Night, 
Canst  thou  not  take  with  them  a  longer  flight) 

Canst  thou  not  bear  them  far — 
E*en  now  all  innocent — ^before  they  know 
The  taint  of  sin,  its  consequence  of  wo^ 

The  world's  distracting  jar, 
O  Night, 
To  some  ethereal,  holier,  happier  height! 

Canst  thou  not  bear  them  up 
Through  starlit  skies,  far  from  this  planet  dim 
And  sorrowful,  e'en  whUe  they  sleep,  to  Him 

Who  drank  for  us  the  cup, 
^  Night, 
The  cup  of  wrath  for  hearts  in  fiedth  contrite  1 

To  Him,  for  them  who  slept 
A  babe  all  lowly  on  His  mother's  knee, 
And  from  that  hour  to  cros»«rown'd  Calvary, 

In  all  our  sorrows  wept, 

O  Night,  [light 

That  on  our  souls  might  dawn  Heaven's  cheering 

So.  lay  their  little  heads 
Close  to  that  human  breast,  with  love  divine 
Deep  beating,  while  his  arms  immortal  twine 

Around  them  as  he  sheds, 

O  Night,  [might 

On  them  a  brother's  grace  of  God's  own  boundless 


Lei  diem  immoital  wak» 
Among  the  fareetUesi  flowera  of  PteadiM, 
Where  engel-eoiige  of  welcome  with  emprin 

Tbie  theb  last  sleep  m^  bnak, 
O  Night, 
And  to  oeleetial  joj  thdr  khadred  eonli  invite. 

There  cm  come  no  aorrow. 
The  brow  shall  know  no  shade,  the  eje  no  tean^ 
For  ever  young  through  heaven's  eternal  yeai^ 

In  one  unfeding  morrow, 
O  Night, 
Nor  sin,  nor  age,  norpun  their  chernMnaotj  bl||ta 

Would  vre  could  sleep  as  thej. 
So  stamless  and  so  calm,  at  rest  with  theey 
And  only  wake  in  immortality! 

Bear  vm  with  them  awaj, 
O  Night, 
To  that  ethereal,  holier,  happier  hei^ 


TO  MY  WIFE. 

Afak  from  thee !  the  morning  hfeab^ 

But  morning  Inrings  no  joj  to  me; 
Alas !  my  spirit  only  wakea 

To  know  I  am  a&r  finom  dietb 
In  dreams  I  saw  thy  bleased  fiwe, 

And  thou  wert  nestled  on  my  1 
In  dreams  I  felt  thy  f<md  embnoe, 

And  to  mine  own  thy  heart  waa  pna^d. 

A&r  from  thee !  'tis  solitude! 

Though  smiling  crowds  anrand  me  bey 
The  kind,  the  beautiful,  the  good. 

For  I  can  only  think  of  thee ; 
Of  thee,  the  kindest,  lovelieat,  besl^ 

My  earliest  and  my  x»lj  one ! 
Without  ihee  I  am  all  mifalea^d* 

And  wholly  Ueas'd  with  tfaee  akoBb 

A&r  from  thee !  the  words  of  praise 

My  Ustleas  ear  unheeded  greet; 
What  sweetest  seem'd,  in  better  dejiy 

Without  thee  seems  no  lon^ 
The  dearest  joy  &me  can  bestow 

Is  in  thy  moisten*d  eye  Id  eee, 
And  in  thy  cheek's  onosiul  glow, 

Thoa  deem'st  me  not  nmwMlhy  1 

Afar  from  thee !  the  night  ia  eome, 

But  slumbers  from  mj  pillow  flee; 
Oh,  who  can  rest  so  Ux  fimn  home  1 

And  my  heaifs  home  i%  lovebwith  fhm, 
I  kneel  me  down  in  oknt  pnjer. 

And  then  I  know  that  thoa  nt  ni^: 
For  God,  who  seeth  everywhere^ 

Bends  on  us  both  his  watdhfiil  eye. 

Together,  in  his  loved  embnoe^ 

No  distance  can  onr  hearts  divide ; 
Forgotten  quite  the  mediale  ^mos^ 

I  kneel  thy  kneeling  fimn  beaide. 
My  tranquil  frame  then  sinks  to  sleeps 

But  soars  the  spirit  &r  and  free ; 
Oh,  welcome  be  night's  rinmben  deem 

For  then,  sweet  love,  I  am  wilh  tbes. 
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Tuft  Jiuthot  of  «  Gr«yilaer  "  «  Wild  Scene*  in 
ftc  FoT*^  mtid  the  Frame  "  etCn  t»  a  brother  of 
Ihl  HoDOonblcr  Oesw  Hoffman,,  and  a  son  of 
the  bte  CDainent  Iawjct  of  thn  same  tiEunc^^*  Ho 
h  th«  child  c»f  m  second  marnage.  Hb  maternal 
puidl&cher  was  Jdhif  Fxsr^d^  of  PhiluddphtOf 
tat  of  ihe  ftbiest  political  wrilcrB  of  the  old  Fcde- 
n)  paity,  during  the  admuii^tration  of  WAsui^jo- 
ToifH,  The  tiunlEy,  which  is  a  nuEn^FOua  one  bi 
Att  ilate  of  New  York,  pkntod  themaelvcs,  at  on 
itflf  4aj,  in  the  valJej  of  thf^  Hudson,  m  appears 
from  the  Dutch  twcor^s  of  Pete  a  8TtJiTiajjfT''« 
gloried  retgiu 

Mr.  Horrx4n^  Wi»  bora  in  New  Yorlt^  in  tho 

jrear  1805,     He  wft«  tent  to  a  Latin  gmmmaz- 

■hod  in  that  oCy,  tvhcn  olx  jcars  old*  from  which, 

M  file   age  of  nine,  he  was    tTanaforred  to  Iho 

PoQ^kcepiiie    acidecaj,    n   seminary    upon    the 

8nd«on,  mbool  c^ij^hty  m\m  from  New  York,  which 

il  thai  time  enjojed  pvat  reputation.     The  harsh 

it  be  received   here  induced  him  to  mn 

,  «nd  hiff  £ithcr,  ^dii3g  that  he  had  Dot  inir 

under  a  course  of  sevGritj,  did  not  insist 

ip|Hn2  hi^  return^  but  placed  him  under  the  cmx^  of 

'  BO  iiccomplisheJ  Scottish  gentleman  in  one  of 
Ibe  n^rat  TiUag^fl  of  New  Jer^ej.  During  a  risil 
Iwime  from  this  place,  and  when  about  twelve 
ytmrt  of  age,  be  md  with  an  injury  which  in- 
"volTftd  the  aeeesmtj  of  the  immediate  amputa- 
tion oi  the  rif^ht  leg,  above  the  knee.  The  pain- 
ful drcum^tancea  ore  minutely  detailed  in  Lhe 
New  York  "  Evening  Post,"  of  tbe  twenty-Sfth 

h  of  Octol»M^,  181T,  from  which  it  appears,  that 
while,  with  other  ladi,  attempting  the  dangerous 
fttttof  kaping  aboard  a  gteamo-  as  she  poHcd  a  pier, 
mi)er  &U  wa^,  he  was  caugbt  betwe<*n  the  veasel 
and  tbe  wharf.  Tbe  steamer  swept  bj,  and  left 
him  cUnging  by  his  bande  to  the  pier,  crushed  in 
a  manner  too  frightful  for  description.  This  de- 
privation, instead  of  acting  as  A  di^qudificaCion 
ibr  the  manly  sportj  of  youth,  and  thus  turning 


tbe  sobj«rt  of  it  into  a  retired  atudent,  seems  rather 
to  have  giTen  young  HorrMAir  an  especial  ambi- 
tion to  eEcel  in  swimming,  riding,  etc,  to  the  stdt 
further  neglect  of  pcrbapa  more  useful  acquire- 

When  filleen  yean  old,  be  entered]  Columbia 
Colkg«.  and  here,  as  at  preparatory  schools,  was 
noted  rmther  for  auooeaa  in  gymnastic  exercises 


BID' 


llkt 

or 


*  JudtKffoFrsiAS  wsii  In  early  lifo,  one  af  the  mo9^ 

n^uitul^ifLl  idvc>cit€i  St  lhe  AnTerkSEi  bar.     He  won 

(irmt  rj  iii«  In  N*w  Jene^  si  tbe  ar«  of  tfirsnteen  i  tbe 

i«iM  of  cniini«|  Of  the  ImluliFiicv  of  tbe  court  |Jvlh| 

tii«  opportunUy  lo  tpvalt.     At  twenty-one  tie  iuc* 

hi*  fklh^T  ti  rsinnH^nUtlve,  from  New  Vc^fk,  In 

KAM  IWfblHtitre.    At  twehtjr-«LK  be  AIM  tbe  flffics 

atlnmef-ivnenil ;    an*]  ih^nre^forth  tbe  bIIiII  youtbnil 

f  nvi*  often  ibe  vnreeivrul  (^niinpetitor  &t  Htvtt^ 

I,  ftysH,  Pl}rs3isT,  and  oibir  profenJonsI  flants,  for 

hIgtMsl  bonniifi  of  lbs  Isfol  foruta. 


than  in  tho«e  of  a  mot^  intenectuo]  rboractcr^. 
His  reputation,  judging  from  bis  low  position  In 
hiA  clu&s,  contra8ti::<d  with  the  honours  tbat  wera 
awarded  him  by  tho  collegia-societies  at  their  unni- 
verenjy  eihibitionsi,  was  greater  with  the  sto dents 
than  with  the  faculty,  though  the  honomry  degree 
of  Master  of  ArU,  conferred  upon  him  undOT  pc?- 
culiarly  gmtifying  circumstan^Jjtt,  after  leaving  tbe 
institution  in  his  third  or  junior  yesr^  without 
"Tiaving  graduated,  clearly  impUes  that  hu  was  slill 
a  favourite  wirh  his  alma  mfiicr.* 

Iromedietcly  aftei  leaving  college — being  then 
eighteen  years  old^bo  commenced  tbe  study  of  iho 
law  «ith  the  Honourable  U4aM43ir«  BLKscsaBi 
of  Albany,  now  Charge  d\iffaires  of  the  United 
States  at  tbe  Hague,  When  twenty -^net  he  was 
admitted  to  the  bar,  end  in  tbe  sacc^oding  three 
yeam  he*  practised  in  the  courts  of  tlie  city  of  New 
York*  During  this  f>criod  he  wrote  anonymously 
for  the  New  York  American— bafing  made  bis 
first  essay  as  a  writer  for  the  ga^ttes  while  in  Al- 
bany—and  I  bcUeve  finally  became  associated  with 
Mr.  CHABtva  K  1:170  in  the  editorship  of  that 
paper.  Certainly  lie  gave  up  the  legal  proftaiton, 
for  tbe  Bucce*»ful  prt>«ecutioo  of  which  be  sppean 
to  have  been  unfitted  by  his  Jove  of  books,  society, 
and  the  rt)d  and  gun.  His  fueling?  at  this  period 
flt^  described  in  some  rhymes,  entitled  "Forest 
Musings"  from  which  the  following  stonxas  aro 
quoted,  to  show  the  5 no  reUsh  for  forest-life  ami 
scenery  which  ha*  thrown  a  peculiar  charm  orountl 
every  pmduclion  from  his  pen  :— 
The  bunt  fci  tip— 
Thf!  merri  woodland  ibout. 
That  rung  iliese  echoing  fladei  about 

Ah  haut  ogone, 
Itnih  iwefii  beyoail  thr  esstem  MlLi, 

Whrrc,  pale  and  lone. 
The  moon  hpr  mvvtie  cUf  I*j  filli  j 
A  vtdle  scroas  tb«  Betilnf  Ban*!  broad  dive 
Tbediiiky  tarch, 

Ai  If  to  pierce  the  blue  o'erbsniing  artb, 
Llfte  111  titll  o1)f!llilc.  • 

And  now  from  thkket  dark, 

Whf^ri^,  t)y  the  mlit-wreatbed  tinTt 
T)i«  fitff-fly'i  *pttffc  . 

WiJl  lllful  quiver. 
And  l^uljbkt  round  the  Hly'i  cap 
From  lurkinf  troni  come  c«irsbiff  npj 
Tbe  dne  bstb  led  her  ^wn  lo  drink; 

WliUe,  feared  by  ttep  to  neur, 
rpHflin^  firom  thft  ipd^  brink  ' 

TJw  lonnly  bjiierii'i  cry  wil)  link 

tlpon  tbe  rtariled  ctsr. 
And  thuf  upon  my  dream  tnf  youth. 

When  tHiyliood'i  fmmtwia  pLflmivd  no  morSi 
And  yoqnf  Romanise,  tn  eniie  or  Truth, 
Uinrp'd  the  heart  aLI  the  he  before  j 

•  At  tbe  flr*l  epitilH^miennlsl  enniv^risry  of  Ibe  In* 
corporetlofl  of  Columbis  Colle^fet  thi;  tfeahomri'  defret 
Maitcr  of  An#  f^st  conferred  upon  PmMGs^ii«  tr^^L 
t.ica,  WiLUAH  CvixKK  Bbviwt,  anil  CuiaLiss  Fesho 
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Thus  broke  ambition*!  trampet-note 

On  Viiiiona  wild. 
Yet  blithesome  as  this  ri?er 
On  which  the  smiling  nK>0D4Mami  flott. 
That  thus  have  there  for  ages  smiledi 
And  will  thus  smile  forever. 
And  now  no  more  the  (Vesh  green-wood. 

The  forest's  fretted  aisles 
And  leafy  domes  above  them  bent, 
And  solitude 
So  eloquent ! 
Mocking  the  varied  skill  that  *m  blent 

In  art*s  mo«t  gorgeous  piles — 
No  more  can  socilhe  my  soul  to  sleep 
Than  they  can  awe  the  sounds  that  sweep 
To  hunter's  horn  and  merriment 
Their  verdant  passes  through, 
When  fresh  the  dun-deer  leaves  his  scent 

Upon  the  morning  dew. 
The  game's  af(»ot!— and  let  the  chase 

Lo.id  oil,  whate'er  my  destiny — 
Though  fate  her  funeral  drum  may  brace 

Full  soon  for  me ! 
And  wave  death's  pageant  o'er  me— 
Tet  now  the  new  and  untried  world 
Like  maiden  banner  first  unfurPd, 

Is  glancing  bright  before  me ! 
The  quarry  soars !  and  mine  is  now  the  sky, 
Where,  **  at  what  bird  I  please,  my  hawk  shall  fly  !** 
Yet  something  whispers  through  the  wood 

A  voice  like  that  perchance 
Which  taught  the  hannter  of  Eoria's  gror* 
To  tame  the  Roman's  dominating  vapod 

And  lower,  for  awhile,  his  conquering  lance 
Before  the  images  of  Law  and  Love— 
6ome  mystic  voice  that  ever  since  hath  dwelt 

Along  with  Echo  In  her  dim  retreat, 
A  voice  whose  influence  all,  at  times,  have  felt 

By  wood,  or  glen,  or  where  on  silver  strand . 
TTbe  clasping  waves  of  Ocean's  belt 
Do  clashing  meet 
Around  the  land: 
It  whimpers  mc  that  soon— too  soon 

The  pulses  which  now  beat  so  high        * 

Impatient  with  the  world  to  cope 
Will,  like  the  hues  of  autumn  sky, 
Be  chanired  and  fallen  ere  life's  noon 
Should  tame  its  morning  hope. 
It  tells  nic  not  of  heart  betray'd 
Of  health  impair'd. 
Of  fruitleRS  tnil, 
And  ills  alike  by  thousands  shared. 
Of  which  each  year  some  link  is  made 
To  add  to  •*  mortal  coil :" 
Afid  yet  its  strange  prophetic  tone 
So  faintly  murmurs  to^y  soul 
The  fate  to  be  my  own, 
Thnl  all  of  these  may  be 
Reserved  for  me 
Ere  manhood's  early  years  can  o'er  me  roll. 

Yet  why, 
While  rro|te  so  JtKrund  singeth 
And  with  her  plumes  tlie  gray-beard's  arrow  wlngeth, 

Hhimid  I 
Think  on1<'  of  thf>  barb  ithringethf 
Thoiiffh  every  dream  deceive 

That  to  my  youth  iii  dt^arest. 
Until  my  heart  thoy  leave 
Like  forest  lenf  whrn  seirest— 
Yet  Milt,  mid  forest  leaves, 

Wh«*re  now 
Its  ti<i«ii«  thus  my  idle  fancy  weaves, 
btlll  with  heart  ncw-hlossoming 
While  h>aves,  and  buds,  and  wild  flowers  spring. 

At  Nature's  vhrine  1*11  bow; 
Nor  seek  in  vain  that  truth  in  her 
She  keeps  for  her  idolater. 


From  that  period  Mr.  HorvMAV  dunM  kb 
tttentioii  almoit  cmiilintly  lo  lilenliive.  WUb 
oonneded  with  the  « AnMricm,*'  he  pghMied  a 
tenet  of  briHunt  ertkiee  in  Ihift  paper,  onder  the 
ligntture  of  a  star  (*),  whidi  attmetod  mnch  a^ 
tenCion.  In  1833,  for  the  benefil  of  hie  hnkh, 
he  left  New  York  on  a  traTeUmg  toor  far  the  •ta 
wett,"  and  hit  letten^  wiittan  dnrinf  hit  abane% 
were  alto  firrt  pohlithed  in  t£at  popular  joomL 
They  were  aftorwaid  ineloded  in  hit  «•  Wmlar  in 
the  Wett,"  of  which  the  fint  impntwM 
in  New  Yoi^ in  183i,and  the  eeoond, 
in  London.    Thit  woifc  hat  patted  Araagh  naaj 

editiont,  and  it  win  eontinoe  to  ba  popular  ao  hav 
at  gnphio  deicriplioiit  of  teantrf  and  fhaiartwr, 
andrichnettandpiuitjofttfle^anadmind.  Hit 
next  work,  entitled  <«  WHid  Soanet  in  the  Fonal 
and  the  Prairie,"  wat  firtt  printed, in  1637,  an^ 
like  its  predeoeeeor,  it  rontaine  many  •iimS—Ht 
picturet  of  tceneiy,  inwoven  with  lagendt  of  tha 
western  coontxy,  tnd  detcriptiia  poetiy.    nit 
was  followed  bj  a  romance,  entitled  <*  Oiaj^ati;'* 
founded  npon  the  fimioat  criminal  trial  of  Bkavw 
CHAMP,  for  the  murder  of  Colonel  SnAnri.  tha  8^ 
Ucitor^General  of  Kentnckyg— tilt  potienlMi  of 
which,  softened  away  in  the  no«ei«  am  mimili^ 
detailed  in  the  appendix  to  hit « Winte  hi  the 
West"    "GreytUer"  waa  atncoeatibl  noiel  - 
two  editions  having  appeared  in  the  anthoi'anliit 
city,  one  in  Philadelphia,  and  a  firaith  in  henkm, 
in  the  same  year.  It  plaeed  him  in  the  Irani  nak 
of  American  novelistt.    He  deacribea  in  It,  witk 
remarkable  felicity,  American  lowittlifc,  and  ^ 
vage  warfare,  and  givet  a  tmer  idea  of  tha  btadw 
contests  of  tlie  ReVolotion  than  any  lormal  bi» 
tory  of  the  period  that  hat  bean  poUiahed. 

The  Knickerbocker  nrngMBna  waa  flnt  mhI 
under  the  editorial  anqdcea  of  Mr.  Hotphav. 
He  subsequent^  beeama  the  prapriator  of  thi 
American  Monthly  MagaBne^  (ona  of  the  afaltrt 
literary  periodicab  ever  publiriied  in  Une  oonnliy,) 
and  during  the  long  term  of  which  ha  waa  tha 
chief  editor  of  thit  jooroal,  ha  aboy  far  ana  yaai^ 
conducted  the  New  Ydric  Minor,  fi»r  ita  propriutof, 
and  wrote  a  seriee  of  lealooa  papeta  in  frvoor  af 
international  copyright,  for  tha  Now  Yorter,  tha 
Corsair,  and  other  jonmali. 

Mr.  HoppxAsr  publUied  m  1848  «  Tha  V«il  af 
Faith,  a  Legend  of  the  Andirondack  MonaCain^  and 
other  Poems ;"  in  1844, «  Tha  Echo^  or  Borrowed 
Notes  for  Home  Circulation;"  and  in  1848,  a  mtm 
complete  collection  of  hit  variooa  lyrieal  eomp»> 
sitions.  under  the  title  of  «Lova'a  GaltDdar.** 

When  the  firat  edition  of «  Tha  POcta  and  Po- 
etry of  America"  appeared  thava  had  been  prialad 
no  volume  of  Mr.  HomiA>*a  aonga,  and  few  ts- 
cept  his  intimate  friends  knew  what  hatted  writ- 
ten. He  was  more  largely  qnoCad  by  me  becansa 
it  was  not  then  prpbable  that  hie  pieces  would  be 
accessible  in  another  fonn.  la  a  raviewal  of  my 
book  in  the  London  «•  Foreign  Quartariy  Reriaw" 
it  was  remarked  that  *•  American  poetry  it  littla 
bettor  than  a  far  off  echo  of  the  fether-land,"  and 
Mr.  Hoffman  was  particulariy  attacked  aa  a  pl^ 
giarist,  much  stress  being  laid  upon  •'tha 
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[telle  of  hw  obUgttlif>nfl  lo  Mr.  Moobk/*     This  led 
fSo   lb«  |iabUc«IJoQ  nf  "  Tht?  Echa,  or  Borrowed 

K«>U«."  mhkh  *»»  »iiiljrtji*ed  to  uie  in  the  Ail* 

lowing  tetu/ : 

TO    »rnjB    W.  ORIAWOtD, 

VBtanp  undrr  *hi(;b  mj  Utfitjimiw  ^vr*^  )i4d  4ppM»il 
Ik  JiaiWitt  Aawrtwi  peflndkalt  duHnjc  tbo  lut  tfr^utjr 

Wufei  •ll^h  f(>«r  frw  mia  t)stt#Hiitf  un.  In  *Tbo  Foutr? 

tea  raJtl^  ^iit  lu  ■<'^i4>  qiurtj^iik.    1  hflfe  ofWo  Pivn1.tcd 

^^1^  aaivvfwt  Ibc  »nul  pUf|K»4a  fur  tMiblj!!!  thif^  wefv 
to  tH  tl^Qi  fu^unuta :  iv;;Tt«tt«d  11,  not  from  tmf 

but  ^1^1)1^  bfptatwe,  ilka  maDjr  *  mth 
Mte  ^  Iti4alaat  psMMi  orlflQ^f  conscli^uiL  of  nth^ 
ihU  pMtfa  «iftf»tl9es,  1 1»4*  trina  mj  boyhood  aftwrnrtl, 
hsm  mdf  ifMnhwwl  immfd,  Mlvtfd  alonji  la  bop?  of  do- 
^  mitthfti:  «  et'b*c'  tn  ttt«  wjt^r  af  m  iKwm  that  loj 
i»«tI»JW<l  goall  oe^t  DDwilLlQgir  let  Uir?:  una  b#c«af« 
t«k6t  thn«  f«<i>l«blj  BincJi  DT«mtlog  |)£ivtlt  povcn  In 

Ax  k  rlnr*jrL«t  uprrti  oif  vHttiLfi  k  ml^t  te  dUlleait  tu 

LiX  toy  iiib8#qB*nt<cfti3<rt  la  » 1%h«raFdtfr  of  oiioi^ 

tliAt  eui<-lfiit  rxvnrt  J/  Hr^e  fr>«U*il^  luu.  vUh  tb« 

^wn  wbifli  It  AiHTtti);,  bi^n  iiwiillt>Wi*J  up 

h^  by  ■  twUlf  vhk^  1 4#«iD  of  atnrn  ImpHHom  moment 

1^^  may  ihiui  iUtnUuc  ■*««  tii(«urjr  ri;piit«tk»n. 

**<)a#  el  IbW  firUlftb  ntrbv^i  vhlr-iu  ^d  tbe  nbKonev  of 

«B  iBltfBAiJinul  fofrrtflbV  fii)  Ul«  ihitililiDi^  o(  tlilj  eou&- 

llf  llpott  Wnflfy  mititiitKt  JWd  wbkh.  yua  know.  ar«  rtr- 

w  vlddf  40>d  ftrv  of  mii^h  ^iitfatvItT  hAre  tlut  k  Lb 

Kir  AV   Auk.tI'^u  auUirjf  tn  r«ifiin<  Ur  p1(4d  to  Ahj  lo- 

tlivy  nmjr  |irrfVrt  bAA  nicpiitl  v  doiu^  mo  I1il<  honor. 

pnHi  m  cii«fi*4  ittut  of  iii4i»rliiiilB«t«  »<'l  UHlioiiB  iipitiut 

Sf  ««fe»fiMi  ftl  lugSt  to  ivlMt  mp  »pt>Hiajl^  Kod  IndtT!- 

dmltl  ibr  lb'  «4iMU  r&iv|^of  ktu*  And.  mUbirlia  unbAn^ 

'^  !C«fr,  my  dNsr  >ir.  vhUa  It  b(  dib»  ta  joq  ta  rtlWB  ^a 
fr0»4l]  rtf^OlUltiltlTT^  u  t^i>44^tlM<r  of  tlUM  qUHitioiubl» 


'  *'  A  if  fN««^*d  .^  C%<K<i  Fkwu  Biifmtam  la  iiat*ttt4  4^  ^■ 

fe  ^  UUJCAf  MM^  Mit^**^  |c"ld  1^  ^Aifi  ffka'^ap  dud  M4#i«i#w^ 

^  lirlfe^^     '  Ko  4Bi<n^4«>a/  u.7«  Mr.  f^HiViild,  '  U  ci.itAf4rvbk  Id 

ma  s«c%lia<1c  ff  hit  oiiitfiLlin n*  m  Uvuf*,     Baltio^ii  i  i  li^m  b vruKd 
B  «&Ftrt.     Hl«  «i*u«s  »ro  rtfiitismtnUi*.     Tb«  ImrfiB 
I  cj  tb4  isafefn,  tbc  KluliLitlt»f  «»««llfr^ 

I  anl  tt«  b^vt'—*  bla<  lakcD  O^n  '  Blmnv  not  the  bu4  / 

■fcrtitf,  '  iliw  ^mmpmft^^  tB^lB***.  ■(  parUb^.'    Il<«iriuui  U  me  ». 
k«»4  vtsfr—*  Htafia  tottcb  Mb  blot  4ff«^^  mau  onlr  Iha  kd^-oot*, 

11  f*K4  iBlo  «rlbi4ii  ttw»  Ab4  T««*i,  U  aiar*  UN  a  iwwlj  ihu  *  atm- 
*  'Ti*  l«  nwuf  «^  lib  th)<.  *liFA  «ub  boana 

Tfa«^  *HT  UDtf  ar>iujt^  til  ib«'qk4  btrwr, 

W'  ■MlJ'  hrv«>L]^r  lhrH<Q|jb  tA>r  IkACt  irf  a  h«4pti«r, 
411  *v  4riBk  ui  ibe  iBTrdc  ud  alML' 
**  R*  bM  VMin^i  iiiv«*«n«  r^nrliMt  is  b^i  «wr,  Ukd  d<iu«4lM  « 
riwikr  I*  i<b*  mktS*  «r  Uh  f  rii  quiir«ln-^h«4f4  ibi  tpiMlfl  rr4m  tlUi 
wp*fl  Tl4  liilN  Hit  iMna  Ua4«  mm>  k4  w:b«>.  4f  «.  nmtA,  vliUMI 
tb«  ■uMiaai  pi«rU(t«  9f  ebwalDf  «f  ■pvll^nltivB  la  lA^^K  tb«|  Sfll' 
fObrt*  t%»  «MP*«*,  amvtIiehM,  b^  *bkb  li^^fftaBa  Imku^v  iba  4a»*' 
ttoaa*  Limp  i^m  tmk  Miimtmhtr,  mbA,  »  Ikr  u  tbc  ma,m  is  <sa 
■araii*.  ikx  «««  *viiM  b«  MaHflaiTj'  Li»proir«i.  '^/w*^  ^wnw^^^ 

«lu4t  bi4  lii^iiy^AK  aaf  foird^v  1JM7  •!»  e«L    Jii  (•  «MiaJfttr  ni*^ 
lAtifa  ataal  Urt  ■ItollATtt;  »f  '  labwar*,^  m  »4^  «*«  Hhl  fH4l>  l«t 


MtBitir  nl  tk.m>4bk  vltb  »;b4M  IwIMai^i  i^iftci  mt  Hwm'm  a|aa  vU^ 
*bfl  ^ali  a  mrl»«lrr  10  aaDHtkiia  h.6w  Akf  ^  bu  *i«h  '  bfin^vd/  Haj 


i^fTujiionjt,  hf  jmUMiUiK  tbem  madbr  mj  nw«  tutna,- 

i«ry  a  tbarK*  c*d  b*  full/  01  et,  wUhoiit  taTetrlnjr  mjmlt 
to  *>iffiti#.ilral  ejrptanatloni  &r  WM»  tbim  thoM  I  am  fSu^ 
iilnbiDf  bein,  bevusc  tbjoj  would  be  »ndlc«&,  I  )ut^ 
tbowfort^  M  tbo  ii«e«tioB  k  (m«  of  cftoivWer.  Aod  oot  of 
mmn  Utflnrf  bu^  enjllmoiea.  iiU  tba  pinna  bj  wbl^b  I  liato 
■tfafiBptHi  ■  to  httvm  I3h  ABieriinwi,'  U»t  I  could  Uf  mj 
baud!  iipoo  ;  and  tbuusb  tbo  QdcDdAflniM  bajiovltloa  baft 
b«rii  ruanlsg  on  m  loog  th*t  many  m»j  bafa  mttped  nu, 
y«t  ib0T«  ftn*  «iiou^b  ^f  all  UadA  for  Uk^  pf«wjit  purfWH ; 
vbti^b  [j  to  girti  tbal  porUon  at  tbci  Abu5iL-d  |?ulhlW  wbti  frti 
anj  latoroit  ta  ihie  m«tteri  &n  opportuDttj  of  dncidlng  (lUil 
vb«1b*T  It  il  fMJd  poetiy,  Ibr  tbat  b  not  tfa«  auv^tJ^'n^'^W^) 
«bKtb«f  tbaj  bate  tmXly  baan  takoa  In  so  mia^'b  ftlli^tllj 
wfciutber  ftr  Qot  the  atfc«dinj|;  pf^H^mont  of  tka  •otftbl* 
PaHilati  wbo  ipokt?  prr-if  for  10  manj  j(?«^  vllte^ut  kam^ 
likg  Lt,  baa  IViand  a  vbtmfl-vi  ccivntMr^Hut  Ijei  ttM  aofl»p 
icSoiu  11**  orib*f»i'/iT?  of  oLborfl  bj  lb*  *rf  Iwr  of  Hihh'  i*(Tu- 
diOEia:  «  vbvlbia-,  i^DaUj,  ihpy  dt>  ■onhitlmt'*— bi^w#r*r 
nir«ly— (tolJnprow  tto?  lanxuajtrip  of  inj  fiicndt;ir  ratk^iir) 
'  pTkMwMW  tb«  properij  dfwrrlbed  ia  ibe  OKM^klntf  btrd«-^ 
aoLltarx  bota  of  fiteirowD.^    I  ftos,  datr  tir,  j  our  h-bfud  atbd 

>i  BW  Yoi£«  Ai&n0ry  33tf,  ISU. 

Mr.  HoffMAX  h*i!  olretd^  publwh(^cl  "Tlio 
Vigil  of  Fiith,"  the  longcdt  of  hi»  (mcmfi,  and 
perhaps  the  best  lon^  poem  in  our  litenittim  up- 
on a  subject  connert*d  with  the  Indiana.  Tw0 
chiofa  (LTP  rivals  in  lave,  an  J  thfl  ftcr^pird  Ujv<>r 
in  al>aut  to  be  made  ba|ip^,  wbcn  bb  brtlAU]*d  tt 
muj-dcred  by  tho  chiftf  who  bai  tw^en  dis4?Ardf!J# 
He  ten  go  t»  Bought  ra  the  eiroful  pmerv^ttcin  of 
the  lUfl  of  the  aMOAim,  te«t  be  ahoulJ  be  tbo  5nl 
to  meet  the  maiden  in  the  other  world. 

Ou  tbfl  first  of  May  J  1847,  Mr,  H*>J^rH\;s  be- 
came ooinnected  with  tb*  **  hiH^nTy  World,'* 
which  had  then  reached  only  it*  Bevfnth  injmhc'r, 
and  be  conducted  thiv  periodkal  until  tlin  h^){  in- 
ning of  October,  lilB,  when  he  roii^ned  it  to  the 
brotherB  Di  yiEiKCK,  the  eldefit  of  wUorn  hnd 
been  its  lirst  editor^  In  Ihia  paper  he  wrote 
mueh  and  well ;  in  hia  retationa  w^ilh  the  authora 
of  the  eountiy  he  waa  always  courteoua,  and 
though  inTariably  dispoaed  to  kindness,  wa»  in 
the  maid  candid  and  just.  After  retiring  from 
its  management  he  contributed  to  it  a  aerie*  of 
esaays  on  American  society,  whkh  are  among 
the  happiest  and  most  characteriatitr  of  his  pro 
ductions^  though  wrilten  afler  the  couimcnce- 
menl  of  thai  aad  maUdy  which  sir^ce  186U  b(Ui 
quito  withdrawn  him  from  the  public. 

in  what  J  have  written  of  General  Moiim^i,  I 
have  endeavored  to  define  the  sphere  and  dignity 
of  the  song:  but  whatever  may  be  ihoufjhi  nf  it 
as  ati  order  of  writing*  I  am  saliafied  thai  Mr. 
HofFHA?!  has  romc  as  near  to  the  hight^^t  at  and- 
ard  or  idea  of  excellence  which  belongs  tu  thia 
apecies  of  rompotiiion,  aa  any  American  poet  haa 
done  in  bis  own  department,  whatever  that  de- 
partment  may  be»  Many  of  bis  productions  hava 
received  whaterer  testimony  of  merit  i»  aflbrded 
by  great  and  continued  {10  pulajr  fa  tor;  and  though 
there  are  undoubtedly  some  sorti  of  compoulion 
i^vpeciing  which  the  ipplause  or  silence  of  the 
multituiJe  is  right  or  wrong  only  by  accident,  yet, 
aa  regards  a  song,  popularity  appears  to  me  to  be 
the  only  test,  and  lusting  popularity  to  be  an  in 
fjaUihh  teat  of  ejccelieoc*. 
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MOONLIGHT  ON  THE  HUDSON. 

WRITTEN  AT  WEST  POUTT. 

I  'x  not  romantic,  but,  upon  my  word, 

There  are  aome  momenta  when  one  can't  help 
feeling 

Ab  if  his  heart's  chords  were  so  strongly  stirr'd 
By  things  around  him,  that  'tis  vain  concealing 

A  little  music  in  his  soul  still  lingers, 

Whene'er  its  keys  are  touch'd  by  Nature's  fingers : 

And  even  here,  upon  this  settee  lying. 

With  many  a  sleepy  traveller  near  me  snoozing. 

Thoughts  warm  and  wild  are  through  my  bosom 
flying, 
Like  founts  when  first  into  the  sunshine  oozing: 

For  who  can  look  on  mountain,  sky,  and  river, 

Like  these,  and  then  be  cold  and  calm  as  ever ! 

Bright  Dion,  who,  Camilla-like,  dost  skim  yon 
Azure  fields — ^thou  who,  once  earthward  bending, 

Didst  loose  thy  virgin  zone  to  young  Ekdtmioh 
On  dewy  Latmos  to  his  arms  descending — 

Thou  whom  the  world  of  old  on  every  shore, 

Type  of  thy  sex,  Triformis,  did  adore : 

Tell  me — where'er  thy  silver  bark  be  steering. 
By  bright  Italian  or  soft  Persian  lands, 

Or  o'er  those  island-studded  seas  careering. 
Whose  pearl-charged  waves  dissolve  on  coral 
strands ; 

Tell  if  thou  visitest,  thou  heavenly  rover, 

A  lovelicc  stream  than  this  the  wide  world  overt 

Doth  AchclOus  or  Araxe&  flowing 

Twin-bom   from   Pindus,    but    ne'er-meeting 
brothers — 
Doth  Tagus,  o'er  his  golden  pavement  glowing. 
Or   cradle-freighted  Ganges,  the   reproach   of 
mothers. 
The  storied  Rhine,  or  far-&med  Guadalquiver — 
Match  they  in  beauty  my  own  glorious  river  1 

What  though  no  cloister  gray  nor  ivied  column 
Along  these  clifis  their  sombre  ruins  rear  1 

What  though  no  frowning  tower  nor  temple  solemn 
Of  despots  tell  and  superstition  here — 

What  though  that  mouldering  fort's  fiist-crumbling 
walls 

Did  ne'er  enclose  a  baron's  banner'd  hall»— 

ItF  sinking  arches  once  gave  back  as  proud 
An  echo  to  the  war-blown  clarion's  peal — 

As  gallant  hearts  its  battlements  did  crowd 
As  ever  1)eat  beneath  a  vest  of  steel. 

When  herald's  trump  on  knighthood's  haughtiest 
day 

Call'd  forth  chivalric  host  to  battle-fray: 

I'^or  here  amid  these  woods  did  he  keep  court. 
Before  whose  mighty  soul  the  common  crowd 

Of  hcrooa,  who  alone  for  fame  have  fought. 
Are  like  the  patriarch's  sheaves  to  Heaven's 
chosen  bow'd — 

He  who  his  country's  eagle  taught  to  soar, 

And  fired  tliose  stars  which  shine  o'er  every  shore. 


And  aigfat*  tad  mmaiM  tt  wliidi  tbe  worid  hi 
woDdflr'd 
Within  then  wild  mviiiM  hsfe  had  tbcir  faiitl 
Young  Freedom's  eumon  from  dwn  gkoa  ha 
thundered, 
And  lent  their  slarding  admei  o*er  dia  enth; 
And  not  a  veiQant  glade  nor  moqnCuii  lioarf 
But  treasuiee  up  within  the  glorious  itoiy. 

And  yet  not  rich  in  higb-eonl'd  i 

Is    every    moon-kise'd 
gleaming. 
Each  cavem'd  glen  and  leafy  iraUey  loodj. 

And  silver  tonent  o'er  the  bald  rock  abeamini 
But  such  soft  fiincies  here  may  breathe  anmnd, 
As  make  Vauchiae  and  Clarens  hailow'd  gnmnd 

Where,  tell  me  where,  pale  waftdier  of  the  night- 
Thon  that  to  love  so  oft  has  lent  its  soul, 

Suice  the  lorn  Lesbian  languish'd  'neath  thy  light 
Or  fiery  Romeo  to  hb  Juliet  stole 

Where  dost  thou  find  a  fitter  plaea  on  earth 

To  nurse  young  love  in  hearts  like  thcus  to  hiilh 

O,  loiter  not  upon  that  fiuiy  shora. 
To  watch  the  lazy  boiiu  in  distance  ^adia. 

When  sunset  brightens  on  their  sails  no  man. 
And  stem-lights  twinkle  in  the  dnsky  tid^- 

Loiter  not  there,  young  heart,  at  that  soft  hour, 

What  time  the  bird  of  night  prodaims  love's  pome 

Even  as  I  gaze  upcfti  my  memory's  tiaek. 
Bright  as  that  coil  of  light  along  the  deep, 

A  scene  of  early  youth  comes  dreom-Iike  back, 
Where  two  stand  gazing  from  yon  tidMradi 
steep— 

A  sanguine  stripling,  just  toward  manhood  fimhiiii 

A  girl  scarce  yet  in  ripen'd  beauty  Wnshing. 

The  hour  is  his— «nd,  while  his  hopes  an  ssarint 
Doubts  ho  that  maiden  will  become  his  brids  1 

Can  she  resist  that  gush  of  wild  adoring» 
Fresh  from  a  heart  full-volnmed  aa  the  lido! 

Tremulous,  but  radiant  is  that  peerless  danghlif 

Of  loveliness — as  is  the  star-paved  water ! 

The  moist  leaves  glimmer  as  they  gUmmei'd  thsn- 
Alas !  how  oft  have  they  been  since  nnew'd  \ 

How  oft  the  whip-poor-will  from  yonder  g|cn 
Each  year  has  whistled  to  hsr  callow  biood ! 

How  oft  have  lovers  by  yon  star'i  aame  heam 

Dream'd  here  of  bUss--and  wakenM  fimn  the 
dream! 


But  now,  bright  Peri  of  the  skies, 
Thy  pearly  car  hangs  o'er  yon 

And  Night,  more  nearly  now  each  step 
As  if  to  hide  thy  envied  plsoe  of  nd 

Closes  at  last  thy  veiy  couch  beside^ 

A  matron  curtaining  a  viigin  brida. 


Farewell!  Though  tears  pn  evciy  leaf  are  I 
While  through  the  shadowy  boughs  thy  glano 
quiver, 

As  of  the  good  when  heavenward  hence  departioj 
Shines  thy  last  smile  upon  the  placid  fiver. 

So— could  I  fling  o'er  gloiy's  tide  one  i^— 

Would  I  too  steal  from  this  daik  worid  aiwsy. 
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THE  FOREST  CEMETERY. 

Wtt»  T4Wi*iWTitA!*  Ja  thy  biook-raccd  gltn 
-  (uts  her  lo«t  fawn's  bleating, 
ape  J  fri>in  hmitpr  s  keUt 
I  the  ctlKM  o*ef  di$t4tit  hUtri  rf)trQating  ; 

Tfc«  IcidiBn  Bifhcrt  from  hii  *♦  stiU-hianl**  lajr* 
Wingi  t!ui  dcatb-abail  wliich  hath  that  mozneni 

Wbatt  Ptto  BWiii^d  foil*d  upon  her  footstq^A  tbere : 

wad  TiwtMsdu !  on  thj  con«Hrtrcw'<!  «od, 

Or  whtcfa  joa  Pine  his  giant  arm  b  benditig» 
K«  iDon  Urn  Mohawk  niaiks  its  Jark  erowQ  noil 
Jh^imt  fhv  nm'm  broad  diik  towanl  night  de- 

iCtlDduiff, 

IVv  croucblftgdawn  beiide  the  brand  a  that  redden 
ThB  eotttmn'd  trank*  which  rrar  %  leafy  dame^ 

Fm^H*  bk  toik  in  hunler*!  ij umbers  Jeaden^ 
Or  yimmiM  vf  the  r«d  m«D*«  ipint  batne ; 

Sui  where  hii  cdumet  by  tlii&t  lone  5rp^ 
Al  &igbl  Wnesth  these  clobiter'd  bought  wta 


Th«  Chnritkn  orpi&an  wiU  in  pimyrr  aipire, 
TIm  C^KFtJan  parent  uHmni  hk   prmid  hope 
bliighted; 
And  in  tty  ibsde  the  rndther's  heart  will  Uitan 
n»  lyiiiNij  of  liftbe  ^e  ctiiqw  na  more, 
Alut  when  dtj  ritk  throagh  bctnloek-brnnehai 

gii*ten^ 
There  mtnjF  t  mold  her  lover  will  deplore-* 

Here  ebtldren  link'd  in  Eove  and  aport  lofethor^ 
Who  check  their  mtnb  ts  ttcukM  the  ijow  bwne 

^. 
Will  totter  tonely  in  hfe's  autumn  weather, 

To  ponder  where  Ufe**  »pring'tinjc  blos^qmi  lie ; 
And  whefe  the  rjrgin  w>l1  was  never  dinted 

By  the  rude  ploughdaare  nnce  creation V  birth,. 
Year  af^f  jear  freih  furrowa  wiiL  tie  printed 

Upon  the  tad  cheek  of  the  grioTtng  Eartti* 

Ton  «un  returning  in  nn wearied  stagei^ 
Win  gild  the  cenotaph's  aecending  spire, 

OV  namea  on  hiitoi^'i  jet  unwritten  pagee 
That  nnbom  crowds  will,  worrfiipptng,  admh«  ; 

Ksniee  th«t  shall  brighten  ihrough  mj  countiy^s 


Like  meteor  hues  (hat  €re  her  autumn  woodst 
Encircling  high  her  onward  eour«e  of  gtorj 
Like  the  taight  bow  which  spans  her  moiintaiiif- 


Uera  wheie  the  Howers  have  b1oom*d  and  died  for 
age*— 
Bkx»n*d  aU  nnseen  and  perinh'd  ail  unsung — 
Qd  ]^onthV  green  grave,  traced  out  beside  the 
sage' I, 
Will  garlands  now  by  votiTe  hearU  be  flung ; 
And  scalpvtur'd  marble  and  funereal  um, 
O'er  wtach  gmy  birches  to  the  night  air  wave, 

*  Ti^asratbs— meiiiibif,  la  Moh«w1(,  "The  pliwe  oi  (ha 
mnj  4esd''-l«  tbe  florlj^pproprUUe  dhisv  of  die  a«w 
f  orrsf  C^mtfiitrf  tm  Cbo  IwiVt  u(  tb^  UudsoUt  betWHO 
Aibuif  And  Tru]r- 


WU]  whiten  Ihrough  thy  gladea  at  CTcry  turn. 
And  woo  the  moonbeam  to  same  poets  grave! 

Thus  back  (o  Nature,  fuithful,  do  we  come. 

When  Art  hath  tsngbt  us  alt  her  best  bt^guiling; 
Thoa  blend  their  tnhiifitry  around  the  tomb 

W  hcroT  i^otnting  npwan!,  still  sits  Nattjre  i^iiiiling  F 
And  never*  Nature's  halb)W*d  q)ot»  adornint;, 

Haih  Art,  with  bc^r  a  sombre  garden  dress'dy 
Wild  Tawasentha  I  in  tlii#  vale  of  moumiug 

With  more  to  consecrate  their  chUdren^a  rest 

And  stilt  that  t^eam  will  hold  its  winsome  way, 

8pQrkling  as  now  upon  tbe  frosty  air, 
MHiBn  aU  in  turn  sbiill  troop  in  pale  array 

Tc  that  dim  land  for  which  so  few  prepare. 
Still  will  yon  oak^  which  now  a  lapling  waves. 

Each  year  renew'd,  with  hardy  vigour  grow, 
Eicpatiding  HtiEl  to  shade  the  nameless  graves 

Of  nameless  men  that  haply  steep  be  low  ♦ 

Nameless  as  they — ^in  one  dear  memory  blest. 

How  tranquil  in  thtse  phantom^bptcd  bowers 
Could  I  here  watt  the  partner  of  my  test 

In  some  green  nook  that  should  be  only  oura ; 
Under  old  boughs^  where  molet  the  livelong  sum* 
mer 

The  mtMS  is  greeo  and  springy  to  Ihe  tread. 
W'hcn  thou»  my  friend,  shouldst  be  an  often  coumt 

To  pierce  the  thicket,  seeking  for  ray  bed  t 

For  thickets  heavy  all  around  shonld  screen  it 

From  careless  gaxer  that  might  wander  near; 
Nor  e'en  to  him  who  by  some  chance  had  tieen  it, 

Would  I  have  aught  to  »tch  his  eye^  appear  t 
One  lonely  stem — a  trunk  those  old  bougbn  bfUng, 

Should  mark  the  spot ;  and^  bapty^  new  thrift  owe 
To  that  which  upward  through  its  sap  wiw  drifting 

From  what  lay  mouldering  round  its  roots  below. 

The  wood^uck  there  her  glas«ry-lhroated  brood 

Should  nnmoleitcd  gather  to  bcr  wioE^ ; 
Tbe  schoolboy,  awed,  as  near  that  roound  be  stoud, 

Should  spore  the  redstart's  nest  that  oVr  it  swingn, 
And  thrill  when  there,  to  hear  the  cad^noed  wind- 
ing 

Of  boat  man's  horn  ttpon  the  distant  nter, 
Defl  unto  doll  in  long-link'd  edioes  binding — 

Uke  Jkr-o£f  requiem^  floating  on  for  ever. 

There  my  freed  spirit  with  Ihe  dawnV  flrst  beaming 

Would  come  to  revel  round  the  dancing  spray ; 
There  would  il  Unger  with  tbe  day*e  l;ist  gWaming, 

To  watch  thy  footsteps  thilhcr  track  tbeir  way* 
The  quivering  leaf  should  whisper  in  that  hour 

Things  that  for  thee  alone  would  have  a  sound, 
And  parting  boughs  my  spirit-glances  shower 

In  gleams  of  ligh!  upon  the  mossy  ground. 

There,  when  Jong  y«ari  and  all  thy  joumering* 
over — 

Loosed  from  thia  world  thyself  to  join  the  free, 
Thon  too  wouldit  come  to  rest  beside  thy  lover 

In  that  Bweet  cell  beneath  our  tiyslingtree  j 
\%'h€rc  earliest  birds  above  our  narrow  dwelling 

8bouid  pipe  their  matins  as  the  morning  roeo, 
And  woodlsnd  riympboniet  majestic  swetUng, 

£n  midnight  antbam,  baUaw  our  repoaa. 


I 
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THE  BOB-0-LINKUM. 

Thou  vocal  gprite — thou  feathered  troubadoor! 

In  pilgrim  weeds  through  many  a  clime  a  ranger, 
Com*st  thou  to  doff  thy  ruaset  auit  once  more, 

And  play  in  foppish  trim  the  maaquing  atmnger  ? 
Philosophers  may  teach  thy  whereabouts  and  nature, 

But  wise,  as  all  of  us,  perforce,  must  think  *cm. 
The  school-boy  best  hath  fix'd  thy  nomenclature, 

And  poets,  too,  must  call  thee  Bob-O-Linkum. 

Say !  art  thou,  long  mid  forest  glooms  benighted. 

So  glad  to  skim  our  laughing  meadows  over — 
With  our  gay  orchards  here  so  much  delighted. 

It  makes  thee  musical,  thou  airy  rover  1 
Or  are  those  buoyant  notes  the  pUfer'd  treasure 

Of  fairy  isles,  which  thou  hast  leam'd  to  ravish 
Of  all  their  sweetest  minstrelsy  at  pleasure. 

And,  Ariel-like,  again  on  men  to  lavish  1 

They  tell  sod  stories  of  thy  mad-cap  freaks 

Wherever  o'er  the  land  thy  pathway  ranges; 
And  even  in  a  brac«  of  wandering  weeks. 

They  say,  alike  thy  song  and  plumage  changes ; 
Here  both  ar»  gay ;  and  when  the  buds  put  forth. 

And  leafy  June  is  shading  rock  and  river, 
Thou  art  unmatch'd,  blithe  warbler  of  the  North, 

While  through  the  balmy  air  thy  clear  notes 
quiver. 

Joyous,  yet  tender — was  that  gush  of  song 

Caught  from  the  brooks,  where  mid  its  wild  flowers 
TIio  silont  prairie  listens  all  day  long,  [smiling 

The  only  captive  to  such  sweet  beguiling; 
Or  didst  thou,  flitting  through  the  verdurous  halls 

And  column*d  islesof  western  groves  symphoni- 
Learn  from  the  tuneful  woods,  rare  madrigals,  [ous. 

To  make  our  flowering  pastures  here  harmonious? 

Caun;lit'8t  thou  thy  carol  from  Otawa  maid,     [ing, 

Wlicre,  through  the  liquid  flclds  of  wild  rice  plash- 
Brushing  the  ears  from  off  the  burdcn'd  bUde, 

Her  birch  canoe  oVr  some  lone  lake  is  flashing? 
Or  did  the  reeds  of  some  savannah  South, 

Detiin  thoe  while  thy  northern  flight  pursuing. 
To  plarc  those  melodies  in  thy  sweet  mouth* 

The  spice-fcd  winds  had  taught  them  in  their 
wooing? 

Unthrifty  prodigal ! — ia  no  thought  of  ill 

Thy  ceaseless  roundelay  disturbing  ever  ? 
Or  doth  each  pulse  in  choiring  cadence  still 

Throb  on  in  music  till  at  rest  for  ever? 
Yet  now  in  wilder'd  maze  of  concord  floating, 

'T  would  seem  that  glorious  hymning  to  prolong. 
Old  Time  in  hearing  thee  might  fidl  a-doating 

And  pause  to  listen  to  thy  rapturous  song ! 


THE   REMONSTRANCE. 

Yof :  give  up  the  world !  why,  as  well  might  the  sun, 

When  tired  of  drinking  the  dew  from  the  flowers. 

While  his  rays,  like  young  hopes,  stealing  ofl*  one 

by  one. 

Die  away  with  the  muezzin's  last  note  from  tho 

towers. 


Declare  that  he 

With  one  rosy  smile,  the  yoniig  mom  in  ha  Inft ; 
But  leave  weeping  Day,  with  her  aonowfiil  tam 

Of  hoon^  to  grope  o'er  •  pell^owei^d  evth. 


The  light  of  thfd  aool  onee  m>  briDiaiit  end 

So  far  can  the  inoenae  of  flattoy 
That,  at  thought  of  the  world'of 
ahpeady. 

Like  Macedon's  madmen,  joa  weep  for  enedMr  1 
O !  if  sated  with  this,  you  would  eeA  worlda  nntria^ 

And  fircah  as  was  oun^  when  lint  we  began  i!^ 
Let  me  know  but  the  ephere  when  70a  neit  wfll 
abide. 

And  that  initant,  fiir  one,  I  nm  off  for  tfaatplaMfc 


PRIMEVAL   WOODS. 

Yes  !  even  here,  not  leaa  than  in  the  oowd, 
Here,  where  yon  vanlt  in  fennel  iweep  aMnt  fiU 
Upon  the  pinea,  monotonooalj  pnmd. 
Fit  dome  for  &ne,  within  whoae  hoeiy  JtSi 
No  ribald  voice  an  echo  hatfa  defiled^- 
Where  Silence  aeema  aiticulato ;  np<<reling 
Like  a  low  anthem's  heavenward  wan>~ 
Oppressive  on  my  boaom  weigfaa  the  ftefing 
Of  thoughts  that  language  cannot  iba]^ 
For  song  too  solemn,  and  for  prayer  too  wild^— 
Thoughts,  which  beneath  no  homan  pow«  codd 

quail. 
For  lack  of  utterance,  in  abaaement  bow'd^— 
The  cavem'd  waves  Uiat  straggle  fcr  icvediqg; 
Upon  whose  idle  foam  akne  God'a  Ugjhl  hilh  nU 

Ere  long  thine  eveiy  stream  ahall  find  a  tengiH^ 
Land  of  the  Many  Watera !    But  die  aomid 
Of  human  music,  theae  wild  hilla  among^ 
Hath  no  one  save  tiie  Indian  moliier  filing 
Its  spell  of  tendemeaa  ?    Oh,  o'er  thia  groinid 
So  redolent  of  iJeoK/y,  hath  there  plaj*d  no  I 
Of  human  poesy — none  beside  the  wori 
Of  Love,  as,  murmured  these  old  bougfae  brneal^ 
Some  fierce  and  aavage  suitor  it  hath  elirr*d 
To  gentle  issues — none  but  theae  been  heaid  T 
No  mind,  no  soul  here  kindled  but  nijy  oaml 
Doth  not  one  hoUow  trunk  about  naonnd 
With  the  fiunt  echoee  of  a  aong  hmg  fiiNiB» 
By  shadows  like  itself  now  haply  heaai  alanel 


And  Ye',  with  all  this  primal  giowtfi  mnat  go! 
And  loiterfera  beneath  aome  kmly  Bprea4nig  ahadib 
Where  pasture4daBing  breeiee  ihaU,  en  then,  haw 

play'd, 
A  century  hence,  will  doubt  that  fSbtn  could  gmv 
From  that  meek  land  such  Titane  of  the  glade! 
Yet  wherefore  primaif  whan  beanath  way  tread 
Are  roots  whoee  thrifty  growth,  paidianoe^  hitfh 

arm'd 
The  Anak  spearman  when  Ua  tnuDp  alann*dl 
Roote  that  the  Dduge  wate  hath  plmiged  balowi 
Seeds  that  the  Deluge  wind  hath  acattesM; 
Berries  that  Eden's  waiblen  may  have  fled , 
Safe  in  the  alime  of  earlier  woride  eiiibalm*d : 
Again  to  quicken,  genninete  and  blow,    [cftamU 
Again  to  charm  tiie  land  ae  ent  ffaa  bad  tfMj 


wo  BRAVO. 

Rjo  Bbato  ^  Itio  Brtvo  I— aiw  men  ever  «ic4i  a 

<igbt 
^Ude  the  6^1d  of  Eonce«vftll««  tcwi'd  the  &te  of 

tauiy  a  knight ! 
Ikrk  a  Pub  Alto'i  st[>rj^-Mid  Rfisacn  Polmt'a 

TOUl — 

Ab  tne !  upon  th<Me  fteld*  ao  giory  how  man j  a 

fiJIjinl  Life  went  out 
tteft  our  befit  and  bravedl  l&nce^  shiTarM  'gainst 

Iht  Northern  steel, 
1«^  tfM  vnliatit  hcaru  thai  couched  them  *Qeatb 

the  NoiiherD  fhar^er's  heel* 
1^  Brmro  I  RJo  Bihto  !  brtve  hearts  ne'er  moum'd 

muvh  a  oij^ht^ 
Smk  the  tiodt^t  tcMt  their  Iife>-b]ood  in  the  Ron- 

cesralba  jSghL 

TWe  Aaiit4,  best  and  brmve«t — tliere  RiotrKir>, 

tried  and  tnie^ 
Qm  te  frtat  field  thcru  EaTsst,  RubJy  did  aFI  mea 

eouki  do; 
Tiibiiy  there  ihoae  heroea  nlljt  Castile  on  Mojc* 

Ti£C3tA'i  «bor«y 
Tiialj  tbens  ahotis  Ajtec  valour  brightly  oi  it 

•hon*  ^f  yofo, 
Bki  BmTo!  Rio  BraTo!  saw  men  ever  inch  a 

idght, 
Siiiee  the  dews  of  Hoinecnrallci  wepl  for  poJodb 

and  knight  t 

Hoard  je  not  the  wounded  courser*  ahriekinfif  on 

yon  trampled  bonka^ 
A«  the  Northern  vring'd  artillery  thnndef'd  on  our 

Jitinttc^'d  ranks! 
On  the*   c*EiMr — ^those  Northern  horsemen — on 

like  eagjei  toward  the  sun  ; 
Followed  then  the  Northern  bayonet,  and  the  field 

wa*  lost  »nd  won. 
&IO  Uravo  f  Rio  Bravo !  mitiitrel  neVr  ming  such 

a  fiftbt, 
8iiK»  the  lay  of  Roncecralles  «ang  the  £une  of 

martyred  knight. 

Rio  BraTcj !   ratal  n^er .'  «aw  ye  not,  whilo  red 

with  gofe^ 
One  earafier  i!1  headlevt  ^uher,  a  nadielev  (rank 

upon  thy  ubope  I 
Other  champions  not  ieoa  noted  uteep  lieneath  iby 

fttMen  wave : 
Sullen  water,  thou  boat  floated  armies  to  an  oeean 

gi^ve. 
Itio  Bravo  *  Rio  Bra  TO  i  lady  fieVr  wept  soch  i 

««hl, 
Btmx  the  moon  of  HonceKrallea  kia»*d   in  death 

her  own  loved  knight 

Wrrpcft  thoUt  lorn  Lady  iTfEi,  for  thy  lover  mid 

the  aiiiin  ! 
Mtavr  Li.  V'eva's  trenchant  sabre  cleA  his  atayer 

to  the  brain — - 
BniTe  La  Vie i  J  who,  alt  Jonely.by  a  host  of  foen 

¥kliled  up  bit  falchion  only  when  his  e<|aal  theto 
be  mat 


Oh}  for  HoL4^o'i  horn  to  rally  his  paladins  by  that 

sad  ahorD  f 
Rio  Brnvo,  Roncearallefl,  ye  are  n&mea  link*d  «Tor- 

niore^ 

SuHoo  nter !  sulLen  river !  ^Itnnea  drink  thy  gory 

wave. 
But  they  blor  not  those  lored  fcaturoa^  which  not 

Love  him^lf  could  witc. 
Rio  Bravo,  thou  wiiU  nama  not  that  lone  cofiv 
I  tipoQ  thy  shore, 

I  B  ut  in  prayer  aad  1  !t  i^  n  amea  him — namea  hhn 

praying  evermore. 
Rio  Hravo  I  Rio  Bravo  I  lady  ne^er  moum'd  ffocii 

a  knight, 
Siiwe  the  fondeat  hearts  were  broken  by  the  Boii> 

ce«Talle4  fight 


LOVE*S  MEMORIES. 

To-n lOB^r  !  to-night !  what  mcmatiea  tD<iigbt 
Came  thronging  o*er  me  as  I  stood  near  tbce  I 
Thy  form  of  love  Lin  eaa,  thy  brow  of  light, 

Thy  Toice's  thrilling  flow^^ 
All,  all  were  there ;  to  me — to  me  as  bright 
As  when  they  claimed  my  ooul*a  idolatry 
Yooia,  long  y  e«Ta  ago. 

That  gulf  ofyeare  I  Ob,  God '  hadst  thou  beer)  minet 
Would  all  that 'a  pttdous  have  been  awallow'd. 
there ! 
Youlh*fl  meteor  hope,  and  manhssod**  bugh  deaign, 

Loat,  lost  forever  loet — 
Loit  with  the  love  that  with  them  all  would  twbe, 
The  love  that  left  no  harvest  but  despair — 
Unwon  at  auch  a  coat 

Waa  it  ideulj  that  wild,  wild  love  1  bore  thee  ! 

Or  thou  thy^If — didst  thou  my  souJ  eiithralL  I 
Such  OS  thou  art  to-night  did  I  adore  thee, 

.\y,  idoliiw— in  vain! 
Sueh  aa  thoti  ait  U^night — -coM  time  reatore  nM 
That  wealth  of  loving — aboulilst  thou  have  it  all^ 
To  waste  pejrchance  again  I 

N41 J     Thou  didst  break  the  coflera  of  my  heart 

And  set  so  Ug^blly  by  the  hoard  within, 
That  I  too  learned  at  laat  the  squanderer^a  sit^-* 

Went  idly  here  and  there* 
Filing  my  aoul,  and  lavishing  a  part 
On  each,  lew  cold  than  tboa,  who  cared  lo  win 
And  ieem'd  to  prcBe  a  aharo. 

No !    Thou  dtdflt  wither  wp  my  flowering  yotilh. 

If  btameleAs,  still  the  bearer  of  a  blight ; 
The  uncon^iuua  agent  of  tho  deadliest  mth 

That  homan  heart  bath  riven  ; 
Teaehtng  me  ecom  of  my  own  spirlt^i  truth; 
Holding,  not  mo,  but  that  fond  worship  tight 
Which  linkM  my  tout  to  Heaven. 

No,  no  !^For  me  the  weakeat  heart  before 
One  «o  untouched  by  tendemeiiB  aa  thine; 
Angela  havo  entered  through  the  frail  tent  dooir 

That  paaa  the  palace  now — 
And  Us.  wboapakeihe  words,  " Go^  ain  no  more,* 
Mid  human  passions  saw  the  tfpaHt  divin«, 
But  not  in  auch  as  thou  I 
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ROSALIE  CLARE. 

Who  owns  not  she  *&  peerless,  who  calls  her  not  £ur, 
Who  questions  the  beauty  of  Rosalib  CLAmil 
Let  him  saddle  his  courser  and  spur  to  the  field. 
And,  though  harness'd  in  proof,  he  must  perish  or 

yield; 
For  no  gallant  can  splinter,  no  charger  may  dare 
The  lance  that  is  couchM  for  youngRosiLii  Clabx. 

When  goblets  are  flowing,  and  wit  at  the  board 
Sparkles  high,  while  the  blood  of  the  red  grape  is 

pour'd. 
And  fond  wishes  for  fair  ones  around  ofTer'd  up 
From  each  lip  that  is  wet  with  the  dew  of  the  cup, 
What  name  on  the  brimmer  floats  oftener  there. 
Or  is  whis^icr'd  more  warmly,  than  Rosalis  ClahxI 

They  may  talk  of  the  land  of  the  olive  and  vine. 
Of  the  maids  of  the  Ebro,  the  Amo,  or  Rhine ; 
Of  the  houris  that  gladden  the  East  with  their 
smiles,  [isleti; 

Where  the  sea's  studded  over  with  green  summer 
But  what  fiower  of  &r-away  clime  can  compare 
With  the  blossom  of  ours — bright  Rosalie  ClareI 

Who  owns  not  she 's  peerless,  who  calls  her  not  fair? 
Let  him  meet  but  the  glances  of  Rosalie  Clare  ! 
Let  him  list  to  her  voice,  let  him  gaze  on  her  form, 
And  if,  seeing  and  hearing,  his  soul  do  not  warm. 
Let  him  go  breathe  it  out  in  some  less  happy  air 
Than  that  which  is  bless'd  by  sweet  RosalieClabb. 


THINK  OF  ME.  DEAREST. 

Thikk  of  me,  dearest,  when  day  is  breaking 

Away  from  the  sable  chains  of  night. 
When  the  sun,  his  ocean-couch  forsaking, 
Like  a  giant  first  in  his  strength  awaking. 

Is  flinging  abroad  his  limbs  of  light ; 
As  the  breeze  that  first  travels  with  morning  forth, 
Giving  life  to  her  steps  o'er  the  quickening  earth — 
As  the  dream  that  has  cheated  my  soul  through  the 

night. 
Let  me  in  thy  thoughts  come  fresh  with  the  light 

Think  of  me,  dearest,  when  day  is  sinking 

In  the  soft  embrace  of  twilight  gray, 
When  the  starry  eyes  of  heaven  are  winking, 
And  the  weary  flowers  their  tears  are  drinking, 

As  they  start  like  gems  on  the  moon-touch'd  spray. 
Let  me  come  warm  in  thy  thoughts  at  eve, 
As  the  glowing  track  which  the  sunbeams  leave, 
When  they,  blushing,  tremble  along  the  deep. 
While  stealing  away  to  their  place  of  sleep. 

Think  of  me,  dearest,  when  round  thee  smiling 
Are  eyes  that  melt  while  they  gaze  on  thee ; 

When  words  are  winning  and  looks  are  wiling, 

And  those  words  and  looks,  of  others,  beguiling 
Thy  fluttering  heart  from  love  and  me. 

Let  me  come  true  in  thy  thoughts  in  that  hour ; 

Let  my  trust  and  my  fidth — ^my  devotion — ^have 
power. 

When  all  that  can  Ime  to  thy  young  soul  is  nearest, 

To  summon  each  truant  thought  back  to  me,  dearest 


I  WE  PARTED  IN  SADNES& 

Wb  parted  in  ndnesi,  bnl  qpoka  not  of  ptitmg; 
I       Wetalk'dnotofbopeatlialwobolhniiutnsqiii, 
'  I  saw  not  her  eyea,  and  hot  ono  totTidiop  ataitiii^ 

Fell  down  on  her  hand  as  it  trcnUed  in 
I  Each  felt  that  the  pait  we  eoold  new 
i       Each  felt  that  tbo  future  no  hope  could 
She  shuddear'd  at  wringing  the  heart  of  her  kntt, 
I  dared  not  to  aaj  I  moat  meet  bcr  no  mon. 

Longyearshavegone  bj,uid  dftB  spiingi-tiaieaiBki 
ever 
As  o'er  our  young  krresitfintmilad  in  their  both. 

Long  years  have  gone  by,  yet  that  puling^  0!  never 
Can  it  be  forgotten  by  etther  on  euth.    '  [vfOt 

The  note  of  each  wild  Inid  that  eaiob  towvd  heft- 
Must  tell  her  of  swift-winged  hopes  thatwemuM^ 

And  the  dew  that  steals  over  each  blowomalefia^ 
Tells  me  of  the  tear-drop  that  w^  their  dedhM 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  MINT  JULEFS. 

And  first  behold  this  cordial  Julep  bera, 
That  flames  and  dances  In  ba  cryaial  boeidib 
Wiih  ipirits  of  balm  and  fhifiant  aymps  alndi 
Not  that  Nepenthes  which  the  wife  of  Tnon 
In  Egypt  gave  to  Jove*boni  HiLBia| 
Is  of  ■uch  power  to  stir  up  Joy  as  thls^ 
To  life  80  friendly,  or  so  co<d  to  thinL 


T  IS  said  that  the  goda,  on  Otympoe  of  oU, 
(And  who  the  bright  legend  profrnei  widi  i 
doubt!) 

One  night,  'mid  their  revels,  hj  BACcava  wen  toll 
That  his  last  butt  of  nectar  had  ■ouiehow  lun  OBil 

But,  determined  to  send  round  the  goblet  onee  nflNi 
They  sued  to  the  filter  inunovtala  fiw  aid     [o*a^ 

In  composing  a  draught,  which,  till  drinking  i 
Should  cast  every  wine  ever  dnnk  in  the  T 

Grave  Cbrss  herself  bUthelj  yielded  bcr  eon. 
And  the  spirit  that  lives  in  eadi  amber  hned  gruB, 

And  which  first  had  its  birth  firam  the  dowaof  Iht 
mom. 
Was  taught  to  steal  ontinbrig^  dew^^ropa  agaoL 

PoMOKA,  whoee  choioeat  of  fruila  on  Hbm  board 
Were  scattered  profnaely  in  eveiy  ona^a  seacb, 

When  called  on  a  tiibate  to  eoU  fton  ibn  haui, 
Express'd  the  mild  juice  of  Che  drikala  pwach 

The  liquids  were  mingled,  wlule  YwKv  1 
With  glances  so  tmfjbt  widi 
power. 
That  the  honey  of  HyUa,  e'en  when  they  i 
Haa  never  been  miaaed  in  the  c~ 
hour. 


Floka  then,  firom  her  boaoni  of  flagmxyt  i 
And  with  roaeate  fingerapveai^ddownintbebowlp 

All  dripping  and  freah  aa  it  eama  firam  die  brook. 
The  herb  whoee  aroma  ahonld  flavonr  tha  iHiole. 


The  draught  waa  delidooab  aacb  god  did 
Though  aomething  yet  wanting  tfacnf  all  did  b»* 

But  julepa  the  drink  of  immortalB  baramab   [)va3; 
When  JoTB  himeelf  added  a  baadfiil  of  hriL 


I 

I 


LE   FAINEANT* 
'■  Ifttv  wmme  thjee.  Sir  Kni^bl,  from  Hmc  indoleni 

me  £»  thj  lady — etriri?  hofil  for  the  prisw^^ 
And  thj  ftierdoin  sh«U  beam  fi^om  her  tovtytighlnl 

»l  dbhnk  not  tbe  triftl,^' that  blulT  knight  T«]>!li<d— 
*  Bat  1  battle — mt  J-^or  an  unwiliiii^  lirido ; 
%'ljrtv  tiw  Mdeiit  maj  Tenture  to  do  and  to  dare, 
Mj  ^«ai»on  illAa  flutter — m j  bu^b  pea!  thjerc  t 

•I  qaai]  not  tt  idiglit  in  die  itniggje  of  lilev 
tm  mil  nil  utiproT*d  even  tmrn  m  the  Btrilb, 
But  xhe  wn^th  thai  I  wtji,  dt  imaidrd-— «lonc, 

i  A  Wlcrmg  bmw  it  fthiUl  never  be  thrown  ?*' 


•How  §i  on  thy  miuibood^  to  dwm  U  a  sin 
T*»t  thf  tovctJi  Ihe  gTory  thy  felehioti  might  wb ; 
trt  thrtn  dotibt  of  thy  prcw«^  and  furtanc  no  mam ; 
Ip!  iHr  Knight,  for  thy  lady^-and  do  thy  dj^yoirt" 


,  thnink  from  my  sido,  ishe  hath  EaU'd  In 
Iwrtrtut, 
IfM  fvKed  <m  my  blade,  but  rpmjcmber'd  ttt  nwt ; 
ll  atinU  tmethlAn  oncifr  mon*  m  thi3  fieM  of  it9  ^mc^ 
Bol  n  »  lUit  for  her  I  would  now  wm  a  name*'* 

flp  kni^  Hide  Bway,  and  tho  [tidy  atie  eigh'd, 
t  h*  |fe*tly  u  cTer  hk  steed  would  h^tiide, 
I'  the  mould  from  tho  banner  ho  abofik  to  the 
win^d 

drem'd  lo  fkll  an  Ihr  hrv'AM  ho  loft  aching  behind. 

Pnt  thr  ruvt  on  hb  gliivi!i  and  tliv  rust  in  bii  besn 
U»l  rorrodeid  t^>o  U>iig  nrnl  Uk>  deep  to  di'fHirt, 
And  the  tirand  only  brt^htenM  in  honour  oac^  rnoro^ 
Whrti  til*  hcurt  ccajK^d  to  Iwat  oti  the  fray^tnunpLed 
■horc 


TO  AN  AUTUMN  ROSE. 

Tftii  her  I  kre  her — lore  her  for  Ihooe  oyaa 
>'<?ff  soft  with  &«iini^»  radiant  now  with  mirth 
Which,  like  a  lake  refl^iing  autumn  «titw, 
Eietv«l  two  heaven*  here  to  m  on  Eartti — - 
Tbe  one  in  whieh  their  voutful  beauty  [ie^ 
And  that  wherein  sach  Boulfulnefls  h&s  birth; 
G0  to  my  Udy  ere  the  Reason  ftie», 
Ajm)  the  rude  winter  comes  thy  bloom  to  blast — 
Go  r  and  with  all  of  eloquence  thou  ha«l. 
The  burning  ftoiy  of  my  lovo  diacovcr, 
And  if  the  theme  should  fail,  idaa  f  to  move  her. 
Tell  htT  when  yodth^n  mrAy  buddin^time  ia  [jmat, 
And  jFummefi  ffnudy  flowering  id  o^ef. 
Like  the«,  my  kve  wiU  bloawna  to  the  last! 


SYMPATHY. 

W^Lt !  rail  it  Frirmiihtp .'  have  I  a*k*d  for  more, 
Etm  in  thoae  momentii,  when  I  fiive  thee  moat  * 
*Twiw  but  for  thee^,  I  lookM  no  far  liefbre  I 
I  aaw  oar  bark  waa  hurraing  blindly  on, 
A  fUM&etDtf  thutf  Upiin  a  d^ngeiotu 
^ 2S         _ 


With  thee — witJi  tbee^  wbore  would  J  not  have  gon«T 
But  could  I  pec  thw  tfnp  npm  the  idiorr, 
Unknowint;  drift  upon  a  idM>rt^H  iirikriowri ! 
Y«i,  eoll  it  Frieiiddup,  aud  let  no  revcabnf 
If  love  l>c  tbore^  oVr  n^nke  love's  wild  name  hefttd^ 
It  will  not  die,  if  it  lie  worth  eoneeAliiig  J 
Cull  it  then  Friendship — ^but  oh,  let  llmt  word 
Bpeak  but  fhr  mc^^rnr  nit*,  a  di^'^r  fwlmg 
71iaii  ever  yet  &  kYer's  bosom  stiir^d  \ 


A  PORTRAIT. 

Not  beis  the  eharm^  which  Laura^K  lover  dreWp 
Or  Tjtiaii^a  pencil  on  the  canvus  threw ; 
N^  eoni  entindled  benenth  !?iiutheiti  nkht 
Glow'd  on  her  cheek  and  aparkletl  in  h«r  fyw  i 
No  pnirtent  charms  net  off  her  wlender  fcrm 
With  Bwt'll  voluptuous  aitd  with  cotiiour  wann; 
W^Ie  each  proportion  was  by  Nsiturp  tyld 
In  miaiden  beautj''«  most  bewilchtni?  nioukL 
High  on  her  peerl^^e  brow— a  radiant  throne 
tintnk'd  with  aught  of  earth— ^le  geniu*  vat  ilooc* 
And  yel,  at  timea^  within  h«r  eye  there  dw«It 
Softneni  that  woiild  the  ateme^t  bosom  totU  i 
A  depth  of  tendemefw  wliich  showed,  wlirn  woke^ 
That  wom^n  there  «a  well  aa  angel  apoke, 
Tel  well  that  eye  could  flash  reiientmenf a  raya, 
Or,  proudly  scornful^  check  tbe  boldest  face  ; 
Chill  bciriiins  panion  with  a  rnlm  dbdkiin* 
Or  with  one  glance  rekindle  it  ucrrtln. 
Her  mouth — Ob  i  never  f»j«  itjUjuu  met 
Near  woman**  lips  half  bo  allnrin^  yet  r 
For  round  her  mouth  iberx*  pbi>*d.  at  tiriMVt,  a  «mite^ 
Wiieh  a*  did  man  fruju  PDrh^lipi'  U^iiile  j 
SucJi,  cnuld  it  lijfht  him  throuf^i  tbii  world  of  pain^ 
As  bcM  not  barter  Bden  to  ft-gain. 
What  though  that  Amilo  Ditght  hei^tn  ahke  on  aQ ; 
What  though  that  gtance  on  each  aa  kindly  laJl ; 
What  though  you  knew,  while  wor&hipping  Ihfiif 

power* 
Your  homage  but  the  pastime  of  the  honr> 
ytiil  they,  however  guarded  we-re  tht^  heart. 
Could  every  fpi-ling  from  itit  ffuitneAn  j*tart — 
Deceive,  one  irtil(,  howeer  deceived  lieforr. 
And  make  him  wvih  thua  to  be  ebe^tcd  inore» 
Till  grown  at  laat  in  ifueh  illuVonii  tarniy^ 
Faith  followed  Hope  and  utole  with  Lov«  ttway« 
Such  waa  Ahnda;  such  in  her  eonibtned 
Thow  chanua  which  round  our  very  nature  wind ; 
^Tiich,  when  to^etlier  they  in  one  eotiKptn*, 
Be  who  admirea  muat  love^—wbo  «H?fl,  admire. 
VaHahly  perilous;  upon  the  Might 
Now  beam*d  her  beauty  in  re^initeM  light. 
And  auhtly  no^  into  the  heart  it  Rtole* 
And,  ere  it  fitantedt  ooi-npied  the  whole, 
Twaa  well  for  her,  that  lovely  miachief,  well 
That  ihe  could  not  tbe  paniD^  it  waken'd  tell; 
That,  like  the  prtnce^^  in  the  fairy  tale. 
No  soft  emotion*  t^nild  her  bouI  aaitail ; 
For  Nature, — that  Alimla  vliould  not  fcel 
For  woundn  Her  eyes  mia;ht  make,  hut  never  HetJ,  ^ 
In  mercy,  while  i^'j  did  ench  fi^t\  impiul 
Of  rarcft  eierllencte,  m  hhttii  1  Hurt  i 
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Ltort  as  love's  smiles,  the  siWeiy  mist  at  mora 
Floats  in  loose  flakes  along  the  limpid  river ; 

The  blue  bird's  notes  upon  the  soft  breeze  borne,  I 

As  high  in  air  he  carols,  faintly  quiver ;  ! 

The  weeping  birch,  like  banners  idly  waving,  I 

]3en(l»  to  the  stream,  its  spicy  branches  laving;  | 

Beaded  with  dew,  the  witch-elm*s  tassels  shiver ;  ' 

The  timid  rabbit  from  the  furze  is  peeping,  I 

And  from  the  springy  spray  the  squiirel's  gayly  I 

leaping.  , 

I  love  thpp.  Autumn,  for  thy  scenery  ere 
I'he  blasts  of  winter  chase  the  varied  dyes  ! 

That  richly  deck  the  slow-dcclining  year ;  \ 

I  love  tho  splendour  of  thy  sunset  skies,  ' 

The  gorgcoud  hues  that  tinge  each  failing  leaf,      | 
Lovely  as  l>cauty's  check,  as  woman's  love  too, 
I  love  tlie  note  of  each  wild  bird  that  flies,  [brief;  i 
As  on  the  wind  he  pours  his  parting  lay,  | 

And  wings  bis  loitering  flight  to  summer  climes 
away. 

O,  Nature !  still  I  fondly  turn  to  thee. 
With  feelings  fresh  as  e'er  my  childhood's  were ; — 
Though  wild  and  passion-tossM  my  youth  may  be. 
Toward  thee  I  still  the  same  devotion  bear ; 
To  thee — to  thee — though  health  and  hope  no  more 
Life's  wasted  verdure  may  to  me  restore — 
I  Htill  can,  child-like,  come  as  when  in  prayer 
I  bow'd  my  head  upon  a  mother's  knee. 
And  deem'd  the  world,  like  her,  all  truth  and  parity. 


TOWN  REPININGS. 

RivKR !  O,  river !  thou  revest  free. 

From  the  mountain  height  to  the  fresh  blae  sec 

Free  thyself,  but  with  silver  chain, 

liinking  each  charm  of  land  and  main. 

From  the  splinter'd  crag  thou  leap'st  below, 

Through  leafy  glades  at  will  to  flow — 

Lingering  now,  by  the  steep's  moss'd  edg^— 

Loitering  now  mid  the  dallying  sedge : 

And  pausing  ever,  to  call  thy  waves 

From  grassy  meadows  and  fern-clad  caves— 

And  then,  with  a  nrouder  tide  to  break 

From  wooded  valley,  to  breezy  lake : 

Yet  all  of  these  scenes,  though  fair  they  be, 

River !  O,  river !  are  baim'd  to  me. 

River !  O,  river !  upon  thy  tide 
Full  many  a  freighted  bark  doth  glide ; 
Would  that  thou  thus  couldst  bear  away 
The  thoughts  that  burthen  my  weary  day! 
Or  that  I,  from  all  save  them  made  free. 
Though  laden  still,  might  rove  with  thee ! 
True  that  thy  waves  brief  lifetime  find. 
And  live  at  the  will  of  the  wanton  wind — 
True  that  thou  seekest  the  ocean's  flow. 
To  be  lost  therein  for  evermoe. 
Vet  the  slave  who  worships  at  Glory's  shrine, 
Rut  toils  for  a  bubble  as  frail  as  thine : 
Rut  loses  his  freedom  hero,  to  be 
Forgotten  as  soon  as  in  death  set  free. 


THE  WESTERN  HUNTER  TO  HIS 
MISTRESS. 

Wb^td,  love,  with  me,  to  the  deep  wooda,  w«k 

Where  far  in  the  forest  the  wikl  flowm  keq 
Where  no  watching  eye  ■hell  over  us  bend. 

Save  the  Uoesoms  that  into  Ihj  hower  peep. 
Thou  shaft  gather  from  buds  of  the  oriole'e  hoe 

Whose  flaming  wings  round  our  pethwmy  flii 
From  the  saffron  orchis  and  lopin  Une^ 

And  those  like  the  foam  on  my  eoann's  bit 

One  steed  and  one  saddle  as  both  shall  beer, 

One  hand  of  each  on  the  bridle  meet ; 
And  beneath  the  wrist  that  entwinca  me  there, 

An  answering  pulse  from  mj  heart  dull  beet 
I  will  suig  thee  many  a  joyous  ley. 

As  we  chase  the  deer  by  the  Uoe  likr  sidr. 
While  the  winds  that  over  the  pnirlc  pby 

Shall  fan  the  cheek  of  my  woodland  bnde. 

Our  home  shall  be  by  the  cool,  bright  i 

Where  the  beaver  chooses  her  ei 

And  our  hearth  shall  smile  like  the  ma's  wan 

gleams  [owe 

Throogfa  the  branches  aioond  oar  lodge  lb 
Then  wend  with  me,  to  the  deep  wooda  woid, 

Where  far  in  the  forest  the  wUd  ilowen  keep^ 
Where  no  watching  eye  shall  over  us  bend. 

Save  the  blossoms  that  into  thy  bower  peep. 


THY  NAME. 

It  comes  to  me  when  healths  go  nrand. 

And  o'er  the  wine  their  garlands 
The  flowers  of  wit,  with  mask  woond. 

Are  freshly  from  the  goblet  breathing ; 
From  sparkling  song  and  sally  gaj 
It  comes  to  steal  my  heart  away, 
And  fill  my  soul,  mid  festal  glee, 
With  sad,  sweet,  silent  thou^ta  of  iSbat, 

It  comes  to  me  upon  the  mart. 

Where  care  in  jostling  crowds  b  lift ; 
Where  Avarice  goads  the  eoidid  heart. 
Or  cold  Ambition  prompts  the  atnla ; 
It  comes  to  whisper,  if  I'm  there^ 
'Tis  but  with  thee  each  prise  to  aharay 
For  Fame  were  not  sacoeas  to  me^ 
Nor  riches  wealth  unshared  with  theei. 

It  comes  to  me  when  smiles  are  height 

On  gentle  lips  that  murmur  nrand  me. 
And  kindling  glances  flash  delight 

In  eyes  whose  spell  would  once  hawe 
It  comes — but  comes  to  bring  alooe 
Remembrance  of  some  look  or  tone^ 
Dearer  than  anght  I  hear  or  see. 
Because  't  was  born  or  breathed  by  diee 

It  comes  to  me  where  cloister'd  booglis 

Their  shadows  cast  upon  the  aod ; 
A  while  in  Nature's  fane  my  vows 

Are  lifted  from  her  shrine  to  Oon ; 
It  comes  to  tell  that  all  of  worth 
I  dream  in  heaven  or  know  on  earth. 
However  bright  or  di^ar  it  be. 
Is  blended  with  my  thought  of  theei. 
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THE  MYRTLE  AND  STEEL. 

Oits  bumper  j«t«  gallmntB,  tl  partuig^, 
OtM?  Ummt  ere  we  arra  for  the  fight ; 

Fill  fount],  tuth  m  her  he  bvea  deafc«t — 
"T  i*  the  \a*l  ho  may  plctlgv^  her^  to*night 

Tbiiik  of  those  who  of  old  at  the  liauquet 
Did  thciT  w€3ipODft  in  garlandfi  cone^al, 

*^^  pulfiot  heroes  who  hallowed 
Th^  eiuwitiing  of  mjnlc  and  itteot  \ 
Then  hej  for  ihe  myrtle  and  iii&^ 
Then  ho  for  the  myrtlo  and  st«?l, 

Let  every  true  blade  that  e*er  loved  ft  Ikir  mud, 
Fill  round  lo  the  myrtle  and  steel  I 

^JA  in  [nmnenta  like  this,  wheti  each  hofom 
With  itff  hig:hc*t-foned  feeling  la  warm^ 

Like  the  miiiiic  that  ^9  da  Id  (tam  the  o^aa 
To  rine  ere  the  gatherings  *torm| 

Thai  her  ima^  around  u«  fihouM  hoTer» 
Whciw^  name,  though  our  lips  ne'er  reTeal, 

Wt  may  brtatbe  mid  the  foam  of  a  bumper^ 
Ab  we  drink  to  the  myrtle  and  ateeL 
Theft  hey  for  the  myrtle  and  steel,       • 
Th«^n  ho  for  the  myrtle  and  steol. 

Let  e?ery  true  Made  that  e*er  lored  a  fkif  llliid, 
Fill  round  to  the  myrtle  and  itccl ! 

Now  monnt,  for  our  bugle  b  tinging^ 

To  irmmhAl  the  ho*t  for  the  fray, 
Where  proudly  our  banner  h  flinging 

lu  folds  o'er  the  battle-array  ; 
\  «ti^lant« — one  moment — remember, 

Whfin  your  eahrM  the  death-blow  would  deal* 
Thai  Mekct  wean  her  shape  who*i  eheriih^d 

Dy  lada  of  the  myrtle  and  steel* 

l*hen  hey  for  the  myrtle  and  »teel. 

Thro  ho  for  the  myrtle  and  steel, 
Let  ercry  true  bliule  that  e'er  loved  a  lait 

Fill  rutmd  to  the  myrtlo  and  steel  I 


EPITAFH  UPON  A  DOG. 

Av  ear  tlist  cauirht  my  «lighteftt  tone. 

In  kindness  or  in  anja^er  spoki^n ; 
An  eye  that  ever  watched  my  own, 

In  TigiU  death  alone  has  broken  ; 
lu  changelcm*  ceasieleHg,  and  unbought 

AlKw^tian  lo  the  lost  retenliug; 
Beaming  almo«t  with  huni^n  thought, 

And  mofe — far  more  than  human  feeling ! 

Can  sueh  Ln  endless  sleep  bo  chill'd, 

.^  rpI  mortal  pride  disdain  to  Mtrrow, 
Bc-<(^u^  the  |)ut«e  that  here  wa«  i»till^d 

May  wake  to  no  tmmortiit  morrow ! 
Can  fitith,  ileviitpilneu,  and  love, 

Thsl  wem  to  Immbler  creatures  gl^en 
To  trll  uj  what  we  owe  abo^e^^ — 

The  types  of  what  is  due  to  HeaTeit,— 

('an  the^ie  be  with  the  thin^  that  wfrtt 
Thinipi  cberithM — hot  no  more  returning, 

And  leave  behind  no  trace  of  cartf, 

Noahade  that  speaks  a  moment*flmouniiugt 


Al^  t  mj  fritmd,  of  all  of  worth 

Thot  years  have  itolen  or  years  yetleaire  mo, 
I  't6  never  known  ao  much  on  earthy 

But  that  the  losa  of  thine  must  grieve  me. 


ANACREbNTIC. 

Blam^i  not  the  bowl*— the  fruitful  bowl, 

Whence  wjt,  and  mirth,  and  music  spring, 
And  amlier  drops  elynian  mil, 

To  bathe  young  Lovers  delighted  wiftg. 
What  like  the  grape  Osiris  gave 

Hokeit  rigid  ligo  ao  lithe  of  limb  ! 
Illuinine«  mi^mory^s  tearful  wave, 

And  teaches  dmwning  hope  to  swimT 
Did  oceAn  from  hia  raiUant  arma 

To  earth  another  Vajrtra  give, 
He  ne'er  eould  match  the  mellow,  eharma 

That  ui  tl*e  brealhiug  heaker  live. 

Like  huming  thoughts  which  lovera  hoard. 

In  characters  that  mock  the  sight. 
Till  fiomc  kind  liq^uid^  o*er  them  pour'd, 

Bring*  all  their  hidden  warmth  ta  hghi — 
Are  feelings  bright,  which,  in  the  cup, 

Though  graven  deep,  appear  but  (Um, 
T'tll^  fiiril  with  glowing  BACCBua  np. 

They  sparkJc  on  the  foiunuig  brim* 
Eikch  drop  upon  the  first  you  |iOUi 

Brings  some  new  tender  thought  to  life. 
And,  as  you  fill  it  more  and  more. 

The  lost  with  fervid  aouf  is  rife. 

The  bland  fount,  that  kept  of  old 

Ita  fabled  path  beneath  the  sea. 
And  fresh*  an  tirat  from  earth  it  tiU'd, 

From  earth  aj^n  row  jojouply : 
Bore  not  t^eneatb  the  bitter  brine 

Each  flower  upi^n  itn  limpid  tide, 
More  faithfully  than  in  the  wine 

Our  hearts  toward  each  other  glide 
Then  drain  the  cup,  and  let  thy  soul 

Learn,  as  the  draught  delicious  flie% 
Like  pearlu  in  the  Egyptian's  bowl, 

Truth  beaming  at  the  bottom  Uea- 


A  HUNTER'S  MATIN. 

Uf,  comrades,  np!  the  morula  awake 

Upon  the  mountain  side, 
The  curlew's  wing  hath  swept  the  lake. 
And  the  deer  haa  left  the  tangled  brmke, 

To  diink  from  the  limpid  tide 
Up,  comrades,  up  I  the  nicad-lark^s  note 
And  the  plover's  cry  o  er  the  prairie  float  t 
The  aquirrel,  he  springs  from  liia  euvcrt  no^, 
To  prank  it  away  on  the  chestnut  bough. 
Where  the  oriole's  pendant  ne»t»  high  up, 

Is  rwk'd  on  the  swaying  tre**. 
While  the  humbird  sipw  lit>ni  the  hai«beU*s  cup, 

As  it  bends  lo  Ihe  momirtfj  breeie* 
Up*  comrades,  up !  onr  shallops  grate 

Upon  the  peWily  strand. 
And  our  stalwvt  hounds  impatient  wait 

To  spring  from  tb«  hunLsmin*i  hand. 


r 
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SPARKLING  AND  BRIOHT. 

SpARKLiire  and  bright  in  liquid  lig^ 
Does  the  wine  our  goblets  gleam  in. 
With  hue  as  red  as  the  rosy  bed 
Which  a  bee  would  choose  to  dream  in. 
Then  fill  to-night  with  hearts  as  light. 

To  loves  as  gay  and  fleeting 
As  bubbles  that  swim  on  the  beaker's  brim, 
And  break  on  the  lips  while  meeting. 

O  !  if  Murth  might  arrest  the  flight 

Of  Time  through  Life's  dominions, 
Wc  here  a  while  would  now  beguile 
The  gray  beard  of  his  pinions, 

To  drink  to-night  with  hearts  as  Hght, 

To  loves  as  gay  and  fleeting 
As  bubbles  that  swim  on  the  beaker's  brim. 
And  break  on  the  lips  while  meeting. 

fiut  since  delight  can't  tempt  the  wight, 

Nor  fond  regret  delay  him, 
Nor  Love  himself  can  hold  the  elf^ 
Nor  sober  Friendship  stay  him. 

We'll  drink  to-night  with  hearts  as  light. 

To  love;^  as  gay  and  fleeting 
As  bubbles  that  swim  on  the  beaker's  brim. 
And  break  on  the  lips  while  meeting. 


SEEK  NOT  TO  UNDERSTAND  HER. 

Why  seek  her  heart  to  understand, 

If  but  enough  thou  knowest 
To  prove  that  all  thy  love,  like  sand. 

Upon  the  wind  thou  throwest ! 
The  ill  thou  makest  out  at  last 
Doth  but  reflect  the  bitter  past. 
While  all  the  good  thou  leamest  yet, 
But  makes  her  harder  to  forget 

What  matters  all  the  nobleness 
Which  in  her  breast  rcsideth. 
And  what  the  warmth  and  tendemesf 

Her  mien  of  coldness  hideth, 
If  but  ungenerous  thoughts  prevail 
When  thou  her  liosom  wouldst  assail. 
While  tenderness  and  warmth  doth  ne'er. 
By  any  chance,  toward  thee  appear. 

Sum  up  each  token  thou  hast  won 

Of  kindred  feeling  there — 
How  few  for  Hope,  to  build  upon, 

How  many  for  Despair ! 
And  if  e'er  word  or  look  dcclareth 
Love  or  aversion,  which  she  beareth, 
While  of  the  flrst,  no  proof  thou  hast. 
How  many  arc  there  of  the  last ! 

Then  strive  no  more  to  understand 

Her  heart,  of  whom  thou  knowest 
Enough  to  prove  thy  love  like  sand 

Upon  the  wind  thou  throwest : 
The  ill  thou  makest  out  at  last 
Doth  but  reflect  the  bitter  past. 
While  all  the  good  thou  leamest  yet 
But  makes  her  harder  to  forget 


ASK  NOT  WET  I  8HOUl6  LOVE  HE 

AflK  me  not  why  I  alioQld  bro  her: 

Look  upon  tiioee  aonl-fiill  cgree! 
Look  while  mbth  or  ieeliiig  maw  lier. 

And  Me  there  how  eweeUy  riee 
Thoughts  gay  and  gentle  from  e  hnmUL, 
Which  is  of  innocence  the  neat 
Which,  though  each  joy  were  from  it  An 
By  tnilh  would  still  be  tenanted  I 

See,  from  those  sweet  window*  petpio^ 

Emotions  tender,  bright,  end  pars^ 
And  wonder  not  the  ftSh  I'm  kequ^ 

Eveiy  trial  can  endure  I 
Wonder  not  that  looks  ao  wmning 
Still  for  me  new  ties  are  epiniung; 
Wonder  not  that  heart  eo  true 
Keeps  mine  from  ever  changinf  tea 


SHE  LOVES,  BUT  'TIS  NOT  ME. 

She  loves,  but 't  is  not  me  she  hnes: 

Not  me  on  whom  she  pooden, 
When,  in  some  dream  of  1 

Her  truant  fiincy  wandera. 
The  forms  that  flit  her  1 

Are  like  the  shapee  of  old. 
Whore  tales  of  prince  and  | 

On  tapestiy  are  told. 
Man  may  not  hope  her  heart  to  wh^ 

Be  his  of  ^r^mmon  nynMr 

But  I — though  spore  are  won  no  men 

Where  herald's  tramp  is  peeling. 
Nor  thrones  carved  oat  fiv  lady  frir 

Whore  steel-clad  ranks  ere  wf 
I  loose  the  falcon  d  my  hopea 

Upon  as  proud  a  flight 
As  those  who  hawk'd  at  high  i 

In  song-ennobled  fight 
U  daring,  then,  true  love  maj  4 

My  love  she  moat  requite. 


THV   SMILES. 


'T  IS  hard  to  diare  her 

And  while  she  is  so  deer- to  ma^ 
To  fear  that  I,  frr  less  then  any, 

CaO  out  her  apirit's  witchery! 
To  find  my  inmost  heart  when  nei 

Trembling  at  every  glanee  and 
And  feel  the  while  each  charm 

That  will  not  beam  fer  ma  alone. 

How  can  she  thus,  sweet  wpeaBlKhM, 

The  treasures  one  ak»e  ci 
How  can  hereyee  to  all  thne 

When  I  but  live  m  thoee  sweet 
Thoee  syren  tones  ao  lightly 

Cause  many  a  heart  I  kmnr  to 
But  mine,  and  only  mine^  till 

In  every  poise  moat  enewn 
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LOYE  AND  POUTIC3. 

A  Vatm-DAr  H£D]TlTlaS. 

A^OTAKm  ji?4r !  du,  how  wwUi, 
AiisnA,  do  thc«e  je&ra  flit  by, 
i.iktf  shtdowd  thrown  bj  cloud«i  that  drift 

Id  flakes  along  m  wintfj  skj. 
Anotber  yew  I  another  leaf 
U  toRi'd  witbifi  ]ih*B  Tolume  briel^ 
And  fet  not  oiw  bright  pa^  appem 
Of  muie  within  that  bcKtlt  of  jeinu 

Ther?  ane  iome  momefiU  when  T  feel 

Aft  if  it  should  not  yet  b€  io ; 
At  if  lb<?  yiiojs  that  from  mo  steal 

Had  not  I  right  alike  to  no, 
And  low  tb«iii»lv6s  m  Ttme'e  dafk  n«, 
UabQciy*^d  up  by  aught  frma  me ; 
Aoght  that  the  fiitnre  yet  might  ckiin 
T*>  rescue  from  their  wreck  a  name. 

Btit  it  WW  loTe  that  taught  me  rhymdf 

And  it  wm  thou  that  uught  hm  lore ; 
And  if  Itn  thi»  idle  chime 

Of  wordi  a  naeku  aluggafd  proYe, 
It  wm  thine  ejes  the  habit  nun'd^ 
And  in  thieit  fight  I  leam'd  it  tinU 
k  ij  rtiine  eyei  which,  day  by  day, 
CoEMomtJ  my  time  and  bwt  awny. 

And  often  bitter  thoughts  ante 

or  wbal  l\e  loftt  in  lovingf  thw^ 
And  in  my  breast  hty  fipidt  dies. 

The  gloomy  cloud  around  to  see. 
Of  baflled  hopes  and  ruined  powrn 
Of  mind,  and  miserable  hour* — 
Of  •elf-Qpbraiding,  anJ  despair — 
Of  heart,  too  strong  and  6ene8  to  bea£* 

"  Why,  what  a  p^Jont  skTo  am  I,*" 

To  bow  my  mind  and  bend  my  knee 
To  woman  in  ylolatiyt 

Who  lakes  no  thought  of  mine  or  me. 
O,  GoJi  r  that  I  could  breathe  my  life 
On  tiallje-plnin  in  char^n^  strife — 
In  one  tnad  impul^ie  pour  my  soul 
Far  bejond  passion's  base  control. 

Thus  do  my  jsmng  thouglita  n*Toh« 

Thctr  gather*d  causes  of  offence, 
Until  1  in  my  heart  resolve 

To  dasb  thin(^  angel  image  thence ; 
Whm  some  bright  look,  sonie  accent  kind, 
Come#  fresbly  in  my  heated  mind. 
And  BTTkft.^  like  new1y-flu»hinq:  day^ 
Tliese  brooding  thouf^hts  hke  owU  away* 

And  then  for  hours  and  hours  I  muse 

On  things  thst  mi^ht,  yet  will  not  be^ 
Till,  one  by  one,  my  fiM^lings  lose 

Their  p«iaionate  intensity, 
At.d  steal  away  in  visions  soft, 
Which  on  wild  wing  those  feeling*  wall 
Far,  hr  beyond  the  dnear  domain 
Of  Reason  and  ber  fteeiing  reign. 


And  now  again  from  their  giiy  tnck 

I  call,  as  I  despondent  edt. 
Once  more  tlese  truant  fancies  back, 

Which  round  my  brain  so  idly  flit ; 
And  some  I  trc^asure,  some  1  blush 
To  own — and  these  I  tiy  to  crush — 
And  some,  loo  wild  for  reason*e  teigii^ 
I  loose  in  idle  rhyme  again* 

And  even  thus  my  moments  fly, 

And  even  tkus  my  hours  decay. 
And  even  thus  my  years  slip  by. 

My  life  itself  is  wiled  avfay ; 
But  distant  still  the  mounting  hope, 
The  burning  wish  with  men  to  cope 
In  aught  that  minds  of  iron  mould 
May  do  of  dor^  for  fame  or  gold, 

Anf)lher  year  t  another  year, 

Alixda,  it  ihall  not  be  so; 
Both  loTC  and  lays  foriFWear  t  hcte, 

As  I  Ve  forsworn  thee  long  ago* 
That  name,  which  thou  wouidst  nerer  ehare, 
Proudly  shall  Fame  emblazon  where 
On  pumps  and  comers  posters  stick  it. 
The  highest  on  the  Jj^cksojt  ticket 


WHAT  IB  SOLITUDE  f 

Not  in  the  shadowy  wood. 

Not  in  the  crag-^hung  glen, 
Not  where  the  eehoea  brood 

In  caves  untrod  by  men; 
Not  by  the  bleak  sea^ahore. 

Where  loitering  surges  break, 
Not  Oil  the  mountain  hoar, 

Not  by  the  breexeless  lake^ 
Not  on  the  desert  plain, 

Where  man  hath  never  stood, 
Whether  on  ble  or  main^ 

Not  thcro  is  solitude  I 

Birds  are  in  woodland  bowera, 

Voic^  in.  lonely  dells. 
Streams  to  the  listening  hours 

Talk  in  eartirs  secret  cells ; 
Over  the  gmy-ribb'd  sand 

Breathe  occan^s  frothing  lip^ 
Over  the  stilt  take's  strand 

The  flower  towaid  it  dips ; 
Pluming  the  mountain's  crest, 

Life  tosses  in  its  pines ; 
Coursing  the  desert's  breast. 

Life  in  the  stecHl*s  mane  abinca. 

Leave — if  thou  wouldst  be  lonely- 
Leave  Nature  for  the  crowd ; 

Seek  there  for  oae^^ — one  only— ^ 
With  kindred  mind  endowed  \ 

There — as  with  Nature  enl  ' 
Closely  thou  wouldai  commune 

The  deep  soul-muiic,  nursed 
In  cither  bearit  sUune ! 

Heart- wearifvl,  thfm  wilt  own. 
Vainly  that  pbivntom  woo'd. 

That  thou  at  laift  hast  known 
What  ii  true  solitude  I 


JAMES  NACK. 


[Ben,  abeot  1807.] 


TuERE  are  few  more  interesting  characters  in 
our  literary  annals  than  James  Nack.  He  is  a 
native  of  New  York,  and  when  between  nine  and 
ten  years  of  age,  by  a  fall,  while  descending  a 
flight  of  stairs  with  a  little  playmate  in  his  arms, 
received  such  injury  in  his  head  as  deprived  him 
irrecoverably  of  the  sense  of  hearing,  and,  gradu- 
ally, in  consequence,  of  the  faculty  of  speech. 
He  was  placed  in  the  Institution  for  the  Education 
of  the  Deaf  and  Dumb,  where  he  acquired  know- 
ledge in  all  departments  with  singular  exactness 
and  rapidity.  He  was  subsequently  for  many 
years  an  assistant  in  the  office  of  the  Clerk  of  the 
City  and  County,  and  in  1838  was  married. 

In  1827  Mr.  Nack  pubUshed  "The  Legend  of 
the  Rocks,  and  other  Poems;"  in  1839,  *<£arl 


Rupert,  and  other  Tales  uid  Poems,"  with  an  ia- 
teresting  memoir  of  his  litis,  by  CScneral  Wl^ 
KOBE;  and  in  185S  a  third  Tolome  of  mPooh," 
with  an  introduction  by  his  friend  General  Moa* 
BI8.  What  is  most  remarkable  in  these  worb  ii 
their  excellent  versification.  In  otber  mpeeto 
they  deserve  a  great  deal  of  praise ;  but  that  a  p«^ 
son  deaf  and  dumb  from  so  early  a  period  of  child- 
hood should  possess  such  a  maslei^  of  the  hanno- 
nies  of  language  is  marvellous.  The  varioos  pio- 
ductions  of  Mr.  Nack  illustrate  a  genial  teaiper, 
and  a  refined  and  richly  cultivated  taster  Tlw 
range  and  completenees  of  his  acoompUriuaaoli 
as  a  linguist  is  illustrated  in  spirited  and  ekgant 
translations  from  Datch,  Gennan,  Fieacb,  aai 
other  literatures. 


MIGNONNE. 

She  calls  me  "father!*'  though  my  ear 
That  thrilling  name  shall  never  hear, 
Yet  to  my  heart  affection  brings 
The  sound  in  sweet  imaginings; 
I  feel  its  gushing  music  roll 
The  stream  of  rapture  on  my  soul ; 
And  when  she  starts  to  welcome  me, 
And  when  she  totters  to  my  knee, 
And  when  she  climbs  it,  to  embrace 
My  bosom  for  her  hiding-place, 
And  when  she  nestling  there  reclines, 
.And  with  her  arms  my  neck  entwines, 
And  when  her  lips  of  roses  seek 
To  press  their  sweetness  on  my  cheek, 
And  when  upon  my  careful  breast 
I  lull  her  to  her  cherub  rest, 
I  whisper  o*er  the  sinless  dove — 
*«I  love  thee  with  a  father's  love!" 


SPRING  IS  COMING. 

Sprixq  lb  coming!  spring  is  coming! 
Birds  are  chirping,  innects  humming. 
Flowers  are  peeping  from  their  sleeping. 
Streams  escaped  from  winter's  keeping. 
In  delighted  freedom  rushing, 
Dance  along  in  music  gushing; 
Scenes  of  late  in  deadness  sadden'd 
Smile  in  animation  gladden'd: 
All  is  beauty,  all  is  mirth, 
All  is  glory  upon  earth. 
Shout  we  then,  with  Nature's  voice — 
Welcome  Spring!  rejoice!  rejoice! 

Spring  is  coming!  come,  my  brother, 
Let  us  rove  with  one  another, 
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To  our  well-remember'd  wiU-wood, 
Flourishing  in  nature's  diildhood, 
Where  a  thousand  flowers  are  springiogi 
And  a  thousand  birds  are  singing; 
Where  the  golden  sunbeams  qoim 
On  the  verdure-bordered  river; 
Let  our  youth  of  feeling  out 
To  the  youth  of  nature  shont. 
While  the  waves  repeat  oor  voiee — 
Welcome  Spring!  rejoice!  rejoice! 


MART'S  BEE. 

As  Mabt  with  her  lip  of  roses 

Is  tripping  o'er  the  flowery  mead, 
A  foolish  little  bee  supposee 

The  rosy  lip  a  rose  indeed, 
And  so,  astonish'd  at  his  Miss, 
He  steals  the  honey  of  her  kias. 
A  moment  there  he  wantons ;  lightly 

He  sports  away  on  carelees  wing; 
But  ah!  why  swells  that  wound  nnsightly! 

The  rascal !  he  has  left  a  sting! 
She  runs  to  me  with  weeping  eyes. 
Sweet  images  of  April  skies. 
»  Be  this,"  said  I,  <«to  heedleM  mlwne, 

A  warning  they  should  bear  in  mind; 
Too  oft  a  lover  steals  their  kisses, 

Then  flies,  and  leaves  a  sting  behind." 
**  This  may  be  wisdom  to  be  snie," 
Said  Mart,  «  but  I  want  a  care." 
What  could  I  do  t    To  ease  the  swelling 

My  lips  with  heis  impaasion.'d  meet — 
And  trust  me,  from  so  sweet  a  dwelling, 

I  found  the  very  poison  sweet! 
Fond  boy!  unoonsdons  of  the  i 
I  sucked  the  poison  to  my  heart! 
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ftntbofT  at  "  Guy  Hiverfl,"  '*  Soutlirra  Pas-  { 
All  PicHireftr'*  etc,,  WW  tKim  in  ChaHestont 
DftTolina,  m  the  spring  of  1806.  H  id  mother 
miA^  his  mimiicy,  aoJ  hi«  r^lher  fi(K>n  after 
led  to  one  of  iKf?  wpit^^rn  tifrriUiric*.  leaving 
Elder  the  giifln]iiLii«liip  of  a  gmndniotherf 
aperinlended  his  early  etiucKtion.  Whejii 
ire  than  nine  or  ten  y^Ts  old»  he  began  to 
•enem  %  »t  fiflceti  lie  was  a  contributor  to  tha 
1  tlfpartment  of  Lhe  gazettes  printed  ne«T 
ne ;  mnd  %X  eighteen  he  puMi^Ui^d  hit  first 
^  entitled  **  Lyrical  atul  other  Pocme,^* 
tvaa  followed  in  the  next  two  jeara  bj 
r  Layi>''  and  **  The  Vision  of  Cortei  and 
ffaoi"  and  in  1830,  by  "The  Tricolor,  or 
Hif  i  of  Blood  in  Paris.'*  Id  each  of  theae 
duroes  there  were  poetic*!  ideas,  ajid  occ«- 
f  well-finiehed  verse* ;  but  they  ate  worthy 
l^mfvd,  except  OS  indications  of  the  early 
^  tif  the  author' M  mind* 
BQ  twenty-one  years  old,  Mr,  BtMit»  wafi 
^  to  lb?  b^LTf  and  began  to  practise  hiji  pro- 
in  hi*  native  difttrict ;  but  fwling  a  tloep  in* 
a  the  polideal  que«ticinfi  which  then  aiptated 
lUilryf  he  aoon  abandon i^  the  courts,  and 
Med  a  daily  garotte  at  Chaileslon,  which  h« 
for  teferal  yenr*,  with  industry,  integrity, 
lihty.*  U  waa,  however^  unfiucc^»fu],  and 
,  by  it  all  hi^  property,  a4  well  as  tbE"  pro»- 
!  earning*  of  several  ^ears.  His  ardour  was 
la^ned  bv  Uits  fatlun;,  and,  confident  of  euo 
t  determined  to  rctrieTe  his  fortune  by  author- 
He  had  been  murfied  at  «n  e-^irly  age ;  hi« 
m  well  a^  h^s  fathcrt  wan  now  dead ;  and  no 
tic  ties  binding  Kirn  to  Charleston,  he  in  the 
of  1832  visit#»l  for  the  first  time  the  northern 
After  travelling  over  the  rncwt  interesting 
15  of  the  country,  he  paused  at  the  rural  vil- 
"HinithAaiJn  MasnacbusettA,  and  there  pre- 
fcir  the  press  his  principal  poetical  work, 
mtia,  a  Story  of  the  Sea,"  which  was  pub- 
at  ?f  ew  York  in  the  foUowiiig  winter.  This 
mAginatir*  story,  in  the  dramatic  form  ;  its 
eiceedinjfly  simple,  hut  effectively  managed, 
rjuitoint  much  bi^autiful  imac^ry.  and  Bne 
tlh>n.  While  a  vessel  (?lid<*s  over  a  summer 
Ktiv,one  of  the  prinripal  character*,  and  hU 
[niBKL,  ht^r  a  U'iit'Vijlent  spirit  of  the  air 
Iff  them  of  the  designs  of  a  aea-god  to  lore 
nto  periL 

h\\,  alt  1     fi  ipH^tii',  inethnuflit,  tvi  p^rU  n^ir, 
I  ffhf  lc»  JiPiJ  'wiXf*  nf  th*^  rx'i-nH  ;  did  U  not  1 
>«    1i  JM,  but  yijr  t     IliTr  TEifi  titrit  im  focki ; 
a>  tbe  cbAjrt  whiib  now  before  ine  Ik*, 


iCitjf  GiMit<v,FDndiictH  t»y  Mr.  ^tmn, 
iMlkvvi  tkn  Ural  Jt^urnal  In  Soiitb  I  Hroliria  t^i 
avnd  afalost  Itw  pf  tnelpli  of  naJJUkatko. 


Thf  fttt-n  unpncllte^  vj^  msf  well  dttevm 
The  wide  citfiTit  of  tlie  [>ceaa— Ahordleit  alL 
The  tftttd,  fi>r  many  a  IsBfiie^  to  tbe  vuitward  Kangii^ 
And  juit  n  point  heitdc  It. 

/*».  WJitTcfor^,  then, 
Shnuld  rtioie  Ibli  roke  of  wtmlni  t 

Lti*u.  Frotn  tbe  di^ep^ 
tX,  bmli  itf  demoni  at  tli«  en  rib  ind  iLri 
AJl  triibmnrki  to  llit? !»«»(« rfl#iid 
Thai  HI  J  th«ir  tprkngii  In  motion.    Tti^s  It  onu, 
Thtti  doubtjnf  to  mbtetd  u»,  |dtnti  ttiN  wtie> 
Bo  to  divert  crnr  courte,  tlmt  wu  nmy  ttrll|# 
Tlfl  very  rock*  be  titln  tvould  wnrn  «■  from^ 

/fd-  A  fiiblk  sprite  t  arjiJ,  ni>w  T  tbink  pf  Iti 
Dotl  tboq  rt member  ibe  o)d  itory  teJd 
Bf  Diijz  OBTitf  thfl  lame  marlour, 
or  sn  adveature  In  thf  tndiAn  8i>^ii 
Wbare  be  mada  one  wilh  J  ohm  of  Pttftiiiiriilj 
Tmicblni  a  womtn  of  tbe  r>c«Jtii  wave, 
Tbii  fwam  tta?»id«  the  barque,  and  tan|  ttranfe 
or  rlchufl  In  the  wtten  y  trith  a  i^ecb 
6o  wlhninf  on  tbe  ttntet,  ttmt  tlie  crew 
Grew  all  lnfi»rted  wiih  xht  melodj; 
And,  but  for  a  ^ood  ^thvi  of  the  chore bi 
Who  made  the  tifn  of  the  croM,  and  oa'er*^  up 
BcAtllng  |>rayertj  vihkb  drnve  ibc  (5en4  away, 
Thiy  had  been  teoipted  by  bci  ctinatag  vdlce 
To  leai>  inta  ibe  ocean. 

Lt^/m.  I  ilo,  1  do  i 
Andt  al  ibe  time,  1  do  rememlHrr  me, 
]  made  much  mirtb  of  the  eitravafani  tale. 
At  a  deceU  of  ttie  reiian  :  tbe  old  inan 
Being  lo  bit  second  ebJIdh^d,  and  at  Jlli 
Wildcat  you  kj^Qiif^  on  oilier  ibettiet  thiifi  lbt«, 

/j(4.  I  i>«ver  more  fits  1 1  mock  at  ruarveUooa  tblagi, 
9  Itch  stnnffe  concclii  hath  afler^lme  foond  true. 
That  once  were  tbemet  for  jeirt.    £  tball  uol  uaU« 
A(  the  mo«l  monttrous  Leicnd. 

tdo%.  r^oT  will  1 : 
To  any  lale  of  mlfrbty  WDadertnent  ^ 
1  thaU  b«ttow  my  ear,  nor  wonder  laore  s 
And  every  fani:y  ibat  my  childhood  bred, 
III  vnRrant  dreamt  of  frnltc,  I  thall  look 
To  liftve,  without  r^buke^  my  aenio  ipprovB, 
ThUfl.  like  a  li[ire  Itland  in  the  tea. 
Gin  In  hy  perllnut  watcrt,  and  unknown 
To  all  adventure,  nity  be  you  ttme  cloudt 
Kpeck&nr,  with  fleecy  bosoto,  th«  blue  iky, 
Lit  by  the  riiinj;  nioon.    There  we  may  dream, 
And  And  no  censure  Lo  an  al\er  iWy— 
Tltrong  the  utembled  falrlet,  perfbed  on  beatBif 
An4  ridlnf  on  their  way  trluntfihantiy. 
There  ^Uiet  the  coy  spirlla,    Biany  a  f^fi 
RoTiiij^  the  *1lr«r  laii^  of  that  Banta  hile« 
Float  I  nf  la  amn  efber,  plmnes  h«r  wtaf 
Of  ever^froiksofne  fancy,  and  puriaey— 
While  tnyrladi.  like  berteif,  ilo  wiift^h  the  cfaase- 
Some  truant  »ylph^  throofh  th*j  Infinitude 
or  thKlr  enclreumacrlbed  and  lieh  dorosln. 
Tliere  ttwH  I  bey  tbroufh  the  nijhl,  with  mimicry 
Of  ilrife  and  UtUc ;  #triJiln|  ilielf  tiny  thielda 
And  fathering  Into  combat :  mei^t^snf  fl^^rce. 
With  lip  conipreMi'd  and  tjwar  aloft,  and  rye 
Glirldf  with  fl(hl  and  def  p«imte  drcumtttnce  ; 
Then  *mMnn — in  a  mament  all  their  wrath 
Me  How 'd  10  friendly  lertn*  nf  toiirleiy— 
Thri.>wit)f  a^Lde  tbo  dread  array „  srd  \\^%.*il 
Eaih  In  hi*  foe' t  &n>hrace.    Then  c«mffi  the  danee^ 
fte  iralflfy  raoie,  the  mM  iBd  Muskal  pmn>|), 
843 


r 


S44 


WILLIAM  G.  SIMK& 


The  long  proceMion  o*er  (knta«tle  realms 
Of  cloud  and  moonbeam,  throufb  tbe  enamour'd  nlgbtf 
Making  ii  all  one  revel.     Thus  tbe  eye, 
Breathed  on  by  fancy,  wltb  enlarged  tcope, 
Through  the  protracted  and  deep  hush  of  niftat 
May  note  the  (kiries,  couraing  the  laxy  honra 
In  varioufl  changes,  and  without  fatigue. 
A  fickle  rare,  who  tell  their  time  by  flowers, 
And  live  on  zephyn,  and  have  stars  for  lamps. 
Anil  nijthtdews  for  ambrosia;  perch*d  on  beams, 
S;)eeding  through  space,  even  with  tbe  scattering  light 
On  which  they  feed  and  frolic. 

Ira.  A  sweet  dream : 
And  yet,  since  this  same  tale  we  laugb*d  at  once, 
The  story  of  old  Obtis,  Is  made  sooth— 
Terchance  not  all  a  dream.    I  would  not  doubt. 

I.tou.  And  yet  there  may  be,  dress'd  In  subtle  (oise 
Of  uncuspncted  art,  some  gay  deceit 
Of  human  conjuration  miz*d  with  this. 
Some  cunning  seaman  having  natural  skill — 
As,  from  the  books,  we  learn  may  yet  be  done— 
Ilaih  '>ond  our  vessel's  figure  pitch'd  Us  voice, 
L<>ading  us  wantonly. 

ha.  It  is  not  so, 
Or  does  my  sense  deceive  1     Look  there ;  tbe  wave 
A  perch  beyond  our  barque.    What  dost  thou  see  1 

Leon.  A  marvellous  shape,  that  with  tlie  billow  curlSy 
In  gambols  of  the  deep,  and  yet  is  not 
Its  wonted  burden ;  for  beneath  the  waves 
I  mark  a  gracious  form,  though  nothing  clear 
Of  visage  I  discern.    Again  it  speaka. 

The  ship  is  wrecked,  and  Atalaittis,  •  fiury, 
wandering  along  the  beach  with  an  attendant,  Nia, 
discovers  the  inanimate  form  of  Lsov  clinging  to 
a  spar. 

But  what  Is  here, 
Grasping  a  shaft,  and  lifelessly  stretcb*d  outl 

JWa.  One  of  the  creatures  of  that  goodly  barque— 
Perchance  the  only  one  of  many  men, 
That,  from  their  distant  homes,  went  forth  in  ber. 
And  here  have  perish'd. 

Aial.  There  is  life  in  him— 
And  his  heart  swells  beneath  my  hand,  with  poise 
Fitful  and  faint,  returning  now,  now  gone, 
That  much  I  fear  it  may  not  come  again. 
How  very  young  he  Is — how  beautiful  t 
Made,  with  a  matchless  sense  of  what  is  true. 
In  manly  grace  and  chisell'd  elegance ; 
And  features,  rounded  in  as  nice  a  mould 
As  our  own,  Nba.     There,  his  eye  unfolds— 
Stand  away,  girl,  and  let  me  look  on  him! 
It  cannot  be,  that  such  a  form  as  this, 
80  lovely  and  compelling,  ranks  below 
The  creatures  of  our  kingdom.    He  is  one, 
That,  'mongst  them  all,  might  well  defy  compare- 
Outshining  all  that  shine ! 

wWa.  He  looks  as  well. 
In  outward  seeming,  as  our  own,  methinks-* 
And  yet,  he  may  be  but  a  shaped  thing, 
Wanting  in  every  show  of  that  high  sense 
Which  makes  the  standard  of  true  excellence. 

Mai.  O,  I  am  sure  tliere  is  no  want  in  hUn— 
The  spirit  must  be  true,  the  sense  be  high. 
The  soul  as  far  ascending,  strong  and  bright, 
As  is  the  form  he  wears,  and  they  should  be 
Pleased  to  Inhabit— *t  were  a  fitting  home  I 
Breathe  on  him,  Nba.     Fan  him  with  thy  wing, 
And  so  arouse  him.    I  would  have  him  speak, 
And  satisfy  my  doubt.    Stay,  yet  a  while— 
Now,  while  his  senses  sleep,  I  '11  place  my  lip 
Upon  his  own— it  is  so  beautiful ! 
Such  lips  should  give  forth  music— such  a  sweet 
Should  have  been  got  in  heaven— the  produce  there 
Of  n^vRr-lilighted  gardens.  [Kiunkkm, 

L^jn.  [$taru.]  Cling  t(i  me — 
Am  1  not  with  thee  now,  my  IsAnBi.l        [Stceotu  agcin, 

Jttal.  O,  gentle  stiuuds— how  sweetly  did  they  foil 


In  broken  mnnaurs,  like  a  mdody. 
From  lips  that  waiting  long  00  loving  hearts. 
Had  leamsd  to  mormnr  like  them.    Wak*  •;-aln. 
Sweet  straofsr  I    If  my  lips  have  wrought  this  spuO, 
And  won  thee  beek  to  lift,  though  hat  to  rfgh, 
And  sleep  again  In  death,  thsy  8hall»  ooae  naon. 
Wake  and  Kestoi*  thee. 

Mr.  Slims  now  commenced  that  career  of  in* 
tellectnal  activity  of  which  tbe  raealts  an  as  volo* 
minotis  and  ae  various,  perhapa,  as  can  be  eihibited 
by  any  author  of  his  age.  His  first  romanee  was 
<•  Martin  Faber,  the  Story  of  aCriauiul,''pabiisbed 
in  New  York  in  1833.  Tbe  moet  important  of  hk 
subsequent  productions  in  this  department,  aa  da^ 
si6ed  in  the  edition  lately  issacd  by  Mr.  RKDriBLii, 
are,  the  revolutionary  series,  •<nM  Partisan,''  *4f  el- 
lichampe,"  •«Katherine  Walton."  "The  Scoot,** 
*«Woodcraft,"<«TheForagera,''aiid«Eatew;**bov. 
der  tales, «  Guy  Rivers,"  •*  Richard  Hnidia,"  «  Bor- 
der Beagles,"  **  Gharlemont,"  ••  Baaaehampe,**  aai 
«  Confession ;"  historical,  <«The  Yemaasae,**  ••Vaa- 
concellos,"  «•  The  Lily  and  the  Totam,"  ••  Peiaye^*' 
and  <*  Count  Julian."  Besides  hia  mora  aitendoi 
romantic  fictions,  he  has  produced  a  great  naabsr 
of  shorter  stories,  some  of  which  may  be  ranked  as 
the  best  exhibitions  of  his  powera.  Ha  has  abb 
given  to  the  public  a  **  History  M* Sooth  Caralina,'* 
a  «  Life  of  Captain  Johm  Smith,  the  Fooodersf 
Virginia,"  a  **  Life  pf  Natuanibl  Gbiivb,"  i 
«<Life  of  Fbaxcis  Mabiok,"  a  "Lilbof  the  Ohm 
Her  Batabd,"  ** Views  and  Reviewaof  AnericM 
History,  Literature,  and  Art,"  and  other  perfcra* 
ances  in  biography,  description,  and  apaeulation. 

In  poetry,  since  the  appearance  of  •«  Atalantii," 
he  has  published  **  Southern  Paasages  and  Fi» 
tures,"  1839;  « Donna  Florida,  in  Five  Canioi,*' 
1843;  «<  Grouped  Thooghte  and  Scattered  Fia* 
dee,  a  collection  of  Sonnets,"  1846;  "Arsjim^sr 
Songs  of  the  South,"  1846;  ••  Lays  of  the  Fkl- 
metto,  a  Tribute  to  the  South  CaroUna  Rcgimsa^ 
in  the  War  with  Mexieo,"  1846;  «Tba  Cadqoa 
of  AcGube,  and  other  Poema,"  1848;  «NorBMB 
Maurice,"  1850  7  and  a  coUection  of  hb  pcincipol 
poetical  works,  under  the  title  of  **  Poems,  De- 
scriptive, Legendary,  and  Cootomplalivab**  in  twa 
volumes,  1854. 

A  more  particular  account  of  tha  novels  of  Or. 
SIMMS,  (he  has  received  the  dcgraa  of  LL.IX  ftoa 
the  University  of  Alabama,)  is  given  in  «  Tha  Pnm 
Writers  of  America."  His  poama^  lika  his  other 
productions,  tSn  noticeable  for  warmth  of  fteliBf 
and  coloring,  and  vivid  and  joat  displays  of  tka 
temper  and  sentiments  of  the  aoutbera  peopls^ 
the  characteristics  of  southern  lift^  and  the  iiv«% 
forests,  savannas,  and  all  else  that  ia  paculiar  in 
southern  nature.  He  has  sung  the  phjaical  and 
moral  aspects  and  the  traditions  of  tha  aooth«  with 
tho  appreciation  of  a  poet,  and  tha  foaling  of  a  boo. 
His  verse  is  free  and  musical,  hu  language  copiooa 
and  well-selected,  and  his  foncy  fertila  and  appi^ 
site.  'J^he  best  of  his  dramatic  piacaa  ia  •*  Noman 
Maurice,"  a  play  of  singular  originality  in  design 
and  execution,  which  strikeo  ma  aa  tha  bestoooft- 
position  of  its  kind  on  an  American  aobjaet. 

He  resides  at  •*  Woodlanda,"  a  plaaaant  plants 
tion  in  the  vicinity  of  Charleatoo. 
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THE  SLAIN  EAGLE. 

T«i  ej*  that  nmrk*d  Uij  flight  wilh  de^lj  lim, 
Hi«!  I«i  cir  varm^  and  Hj^li^tidDar  than  thine  o«vtt ; 
Th*!  fjnn  thftl  did  thee  wrong  eould  q^vct  clBim 
Tiwr  initf  hlcH  vigour  which  tliv  i^iug  hath  fihowu  i 
Yd  art  thou  in  ihy  pride  of  flight  oVrthmwn ; 
And  th«  £f^  tiilla  that  cohoed  bn^rli  thj^  scream, 
A*  from  ftlorm^gatheruig  douds  thoU  ient^at  U 

down, 
^hall  see  no  mora  Ihy  fcd-pyed  gkticca  stietun 
For  th^ir  fkr  eummits  round,  witli  strong  and  ter- 
rible gleam. 

hone  ADJ  inij«fftic  moQaixh  of  the  ctoud  f 
Xo  m4>re  I  »e€)  th«  on  the  tnll  cUffV  hnow^ 
Whtn  tempests  meet,  aud  from  their  wdteiy  liitocul 
Ftmr  theu-  wild  tomefitfl  oo  the  ptaias  below, 
Lifting  thy  fearlw*  wing^  still  free  to  go, 
Trae  ia  ihj  aim,  utidaunted  in  thy  flighty 
A«  ae^king  iitill,  jct  scorning,  ei^ery  foe — 
Sluicing  the  while  in  canHcioustieiis  of  might, 
T9  tby  fmn  realm  of  tifgh  wd  undisputed  light 

'^fcj  Aonghl  WHS  not  of  duller  thon — thj  pride 
lUift  tlwfrllQ  feftr.  Thou  hulst  gone  forth  inVtortna, 
Afid  illy  Mmng  pinion*  h«il  been  bravely  triwi 
AffUfuA  tbeir  ru^li*    Yaiiily  tlifir  gathering  forma 
Am!  iliiv^  agilnst  thy  wb  g.  Such  conflict  waraw 
Th»  nobkr  Bpirit;  md  thy  joyful  tbriek 
Oave  token  that  Uie  strife  itself  had  charma 
For  the  bom  warrior  of  the  mountain  peakf 
Re  ^  the  pMtxt  brood,  sharp  ^f  ^  and  blwdy  beak. 

Uvm  SiM  dioa  fh^^  in  wy  mirth,  spit^ad  fer 
^^pllliani^ttlfSlgth ! — with  freedom  thmt  became 
Audanous  license,  with  the  windfl  at  war, 
Stridini^  the  yielding  cloudj  that  girt  thy  frame, 
And,  with  a  fearleaa  rush  that  naught  could  tame, 
Defying  earth^ — defying  all  that  raara 
Tlie  flight  of  other  winga  of  humbler  name ; 
For  thee,  the  Etorm  hod  impulse,  but  no  bora 
To  stop  thy  upward  flight,  thoo  pilgrim  of  the  stare ! 

Mominir  above  tbo  hilb,  and  from  the  ocean, 
NeVr  (eap'd  abroad  into  the  fe-tterle^  blue 
With  such  a  friw  and  unrentratned  motion^ 
Not  nhook  from  her  ethereal  wing  the  dew 
That  elite  had  cIpggM  her  flight  and  dimmed  her 

With  such  calm  effort  A3  *twas  thine  to  wear — 
Bending  with  fiunward  rourse  erect  nnd  true. 
When  wiotln  were  piping  hi  g:h  and  light  it  in  gs  near, 
liy  day*guid^  all  wilhihawn,  through  fathomieai 
fields  of  air. 

The  moral  of  a  choflpn  mcft  wert  thou, 
fn  *ijch  proud  fijjhL  From  out  the  rank«  of  men — 
The  mi i lion  moiWns,  with  carth-cumticr'd  brow. 
That  »lfrtk.  like  eowanJ  tigerii  to  thi-ir  den. 
Each  t3  hi»  hidin^-plare  and  comer  Iben^ — 
fine  miBrhty  apjrtt  wntch'd  ihee  in  that  hour, 
"St^r  tiirtiM  hi»  lifted  bejiirt  to  earth  ^gn\n ; 
Wf^hin  hi**  ifiul  there  n prang  a  holy  power, 
A  nd  he  ifrew  iitrong  to  away,  whom  tempeata  made 
xiot  i»w«r. 


Watching,  be  aaw  thy  ri«ng  wing,     fn  vain, 
From  his  superior  dwelling,  the  flerce  auii 
E^hot  furth  his  brazen  arrowi*  to  retrain 
I     The  audociou«  pilgrini,  who  would  gn^e  upon 
I     The  «?eret  splentlonrH  of  hjii  central  throne ; 
Proudly,  ho  saw  th*N?  to  that  prc«nce  %, 
And,  Et4i(»-Uke,  unaided  and  aK>ne, 
Hifl  dazzling  glories  *eek,  his  power  dei^r* 
Rliiaf^d  to  thy  god'a  own  faee,  meanwhile^  lUy 
rebel  eye. 

And  thence  he  drew  a  hope,  a  hope  to  aoar, 
Even  with  a  wing  like  thine*     His  dttring  ^anct 
Sought,  wilh  ftfl  Ijold  a  viJiion,  to  explore 
The  secret  of  his  own  deliverance — 
The  secret  of  his  wing — and  to  adf^ance 
To  sovereign  *way  like  thine— to  nde,  to  rise 
Above  hi»  race,  and  nobly  to  enhance 
Their  empire  as  his  own — to  make  the  skies, 
7*h«  extended  earth,  far  eeas^  aad  sokmn  starsj  hia 
prixe^ 

He  triumphs— ftnd  he  pcrishea  like  thee  1 
Scatea  the  sun's  heights,  and  moanti  abot©  the 

winds, 
Breaks  down  the  gloomy  barrier,  and  is  free ! 
The  worm  receive*  his  winglet :  he  unbind  a 
TTio  captive  thought,  and  in  ita  c^ntit^  fuitb 
New  barriore,  and  a  glory  in  his  gaxe ; 
Ho  mocks,  lu  thou,  the  sun  I — ^but  scaly  blind* 
Grow  o'er  his  vision,  till,  beneath  the  daatr, 
From  hi*  proud  height  he  falla,  amid  the  workl^a 

amaze. 

And  thou,  bravo  bird !  thy  wing  bath  pierced  t^ 

cloud. 
The  storm  had  not  a  battlement  for  thee ; 
But,  with  a  spirit  fetterless  and  proud, 
Thou  hflfit  soar'd  on,  majestically  free. 
To  worlds,  perchance,  which  men  shall  never  aert  1 
Where  is  thy  i^pirit  now!  the  wing  that  bore! 
Thou  hast  lost  wing  and  all,  save  hberty  I 
Death  only  could  sulidue — and  that  is  o'er  i 
Alas !  the  veiy  form  that  slew  thee  should  deplore  1 

A  proud  exemplar  hath  been  lost  the  proud. 
And  he  who  struck  thee  from  thy  fcarle»  flight — 
Thy  noble  loneiinefl«,  that  left  the  crowd, 
To  seek,  uncurb*d,  that  singleness  of  height 
Which  glory  aims  at  with  unswerving  sight — 
Had  learnM  a  nobler  toil     No  longer  ba#e 
With  lowliest  comnides,  he  had  giten  hi*  might, 
Hii  life — tliat  hiul  been  cast  in  rilest  jdacc — 
To  raise  his  hopes  and  homU"— to  teach  and  liflL 
his  race. 

*T  h  he  should  moam  thy  fatei,  for  he  liaih  lort 
The  model  of  dominion.     Not  for  him 
The  mighty  eminence,  the  gathering  host 
That  worehip«,  the  high  gliUt^ring  pomp*  that  dim 
The  burptinsf  homage  and  ttie  haihog  hymn : 
He  die>*^— be  hulh  no  life,  thai,  to  a  6tnf, 
Rises  from  dut^t  and  sbi'ds  a  holy  gleam 
To  light  the  fitrxje^ling  nations  from  aJkr, 
And  show,  la  kindred  souls^  where  fruits  of  glotj 
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Exulting  now,  he  clamours  o*er  his  prey  ;• 
His  secret  shaft  hath  not  been  idly  sped ; 
He  lurk'd  within  the  rocky  cleft  all  day, 
Till  the  proud  bird  rose  sweeping  o'er  his  head, 
And  thus  he  slew  him !  He  should  weep  him  dead. 
Whom,  living,  he  could  love  not — weep  that  he, 
The  noble  lesson  taught  him,  never  read — 
Exulting  o'er  the  victim  much  more  free 
Than,  in  his  lowly  soul,  he  e'er  can  hope  to  be. 

'Tis  triumph  for  the  base  to  overthrow 
That  which  they  reach  not — the  ignoble  mind 
Loves  ever  to  assail  with  secret  blow 
The  loftier,  purer  beings  of  their  kind : 
In  tills  their  petty  villany  is  blind ; 
They  hate  their  benefactors — men  who  keep 
Their  names  from  degradation — men  design'd 
Their  guides  and  guardians :  well,  if  late  they  weep 
The  cruel  shaft  that  struck  such  noble  hearts  so  deep. 


Around  thy  mountain  dwelling  the  winds 
Thy  wing  is  gone,  thy  eyry  desolate ; 
O,  who  shall  teach  thy  young  ones  when  to  fly, — 
Who  fill  the  absence  of  thy  watchful  mate  1 
Thou  type  of  genius  !  bitter  is  thy  fate, 
A  boor  has  sent  the  shaft  that  leaves  them  lone. 
Thy  clustering  fellows,  guardians  of  thy  state- 
Shaft  from  the  reedy  fen  whence  thou  hast  flown, 
And  feather  from  the  bird  thy  own  wing  hath  struck 
down! 


THE  BROOKLET. 

A  LITTLE  farther  on,  there  is  a  brook 

Where  the  breeze  lingers  idly.     The  high  trees 

Have  roofed  it  with  their  crowding  limbs  and  leaves, 

So  that  the  sun  drinks  not  from  its  sweet  fount, 

And  the  shade  cools  it     You  may  hear  it  now, 

A  low,  faint  beating,  as,  upon  the  leaves 

Tiiat  lie  lR*noath  its  rapids,  it  descends 

In  a  fine,  showery  rain,  that  keeps  one  tune, 

And  'tis  a  sweet  one,  still  of  constancy. 

Beside  its  banks,  through  the  whole  livelong  day, 
Ere  yel  I  noted  much  the  speed  of  time, 
And  knew  him  but  in  songs  and  ballad-books, 
Nor  cared  to  know  him  better,  I  have  lain ; 
With  thought  unchid  by  harsher  din  than  came 
From  the  thick  thrush,  ^hat,  gliding  through  the 

copse, 
Hurried  al)ove  me ;  or  the  timid  fawn 
That  came  down  to  the  brooklet's  edge  to  drink. 
And   sauntered  tlirough  its  shade,  cropping  the 

grass. 
Even  where  I  lay, — ^having  a  quiet  mood. 
And  not  disturbing,  while  surveying  mine. 

Thou  smilest — and  on  thy  lip  a  straying  thought 
Says  I  have  trifled— calls  my  hours  misspent. 
And  looks  a  solemn  warning!    A  true  thought,— 
And  80  my  errant  mood  were  well  rebuked  !— 
Vpt  there  was  pleasant  sadness  that  became 
^ToetIy  the  gentle  heart  and  pliant  sense, 
III  tiiat  stitne  idlessc — gazing  on  that  brook 
8o  i)ehl»ly  and  so  clear, — prattling  away, 
J^ike  a  young  child,  all  tlioughtless,  till  it  goes 
From  shadow  into  sunlight,  and  is  lost 


THE  SHADED  WATER. 

Whkit  that  my  mood  b  nd,  and  in  the  ikhm 
And  bustle  of  the  crowd,  I  M  rebakcb 

I  turn  my  footsteps  from  its  hollow  joji^ 
And  sit  me  down  bende  this  little  brook: 

The  waters  have  a  mnaie  to  mibe  ear 

It  glads  me  much  to  hetr. 

It  is  a  quiet  glen  as  you  may  aee. 

Shut  in  from  all  intmsion  by  the  tnn, 

That  spread  their  giant  branches,  broad  and  fi«i 
The  silent  growth  of  many  centuries ; 

And  make  a  hallow'd  time  foe  hapleas  moodi^ 

A  Sabbath  of  the  woods. 

Few  know  its  quiet  dielter^ — none,  like  me^ 
Do  seek  it  out  with  each  a  fond  deaire, 

Poring,  in  idlesae  mood,  on  flower  and  tree, 
And  listening,  as  the  voioeleBB  leaves  respire^ 

When  the  far-trayelling  brecM^  done  wandcrini 

Rests  here  hb  weaiy  wing. 

And  all  the  day,  with  fancies  ever  new, 
And  sweet  companions  from  their  boondk 

Of  merry  elves,  bespangled  all  with  dew,  [sic 
Fantastic  creatures  of  the  old  time  Inv— 

Watching  their  wild  bat  unobtraaive  play, 

I  fling  the  hours  away. 

A  gracious  couch^ — the  root  of  an  old  oak. 
Whose  branches  yield  it  moss  and  canopy^— 

Is  mine — and  so  it  be  from  woodman's  stroke 
Secure,  shall  never  be  resigned  by  me ; 

It  hangs  above  the  stream  that  idly  pliei^ 

Heedless  of  any  eyes. 

There,  with  eye  sometimes  shut,  but  npwaid  ba 
Sweetly  I  muse  through  many  a  quiet  hour, 

While  every  sense,  on  earnest  miasion  aent,  [« 
Retums,thonght-laden,back  with  bloom  and  flm 

Pursuing,  though  rebuked  by  those  who  moil, 

A  profitable  toil. 

And  still  the  waters,  trickling  at  my  foet^ 
Wind  on  their  way  with  gentlest  melody, 

Yielding  sweet  music,  which  the  leavea  npeat, 
Above  them,  to  the  gay  breeae  gliding  by^— 

Yet  not  so  nidely  as  to  send  one  sound 

Through  the  thick  copse  around. 

Sometimes  a  brighter  dond  than  all  the  lest 
Hangs  o'er  the  archway  opening  thmngfa  thetie 

Breaking  the  spell  that,  like  a  alnmber,  pnss*d 
On  my  worn  spirit  its  sweet  humriea^ 

And,  with  awaken'd  vision  upward  hmnA, 

I  watch  the  firmament 

How  like— its  sure  and  undiatnVd  ntraat, 
Life's  sanctuary  at  last,  secore  from 

To  the  pure  waters  trickling  at  my  foeC, 
The  bending  trees  that  orershade  my 

So  fiu-  as  sweetest  things  of  earth  nay 

Like  those  of  which  f 


Thus,  to  my  mind,  is  the  philoeophy 
The  young  bird  teaches,  who,  inth  sodden  flig 

Sails  far  into  the  blue  that  apreods  on  high, 
Until  I  lose  him  from  my  strainini 

With  a  most  lofty  discontent,  to  fly 

Upward,  from  esrth  to  sky. 
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TO  THE  BREEZE; 

AFtW%  A  FROTRICTED  CAUC  AT  SKA, 

TttOiT  IluI  b«en  dow  to  blcs  us,  genllD  bfree^ze ; 
Wheiv  haat  thou  been  a  Lmgerer,  welcome  frietui ! 

Wl^re,  ^hen  the  midnight  gathered  to  her  brow 

BcT  pftle  nnd  erese^in  t  minister,  wvrt  thou  t 
On  what  far,  eulten,  BolitBiy  hoiw, 
Piping  the  m&hner's  reqakm^  did^t  Ihan  tend 
The  hom^rctumiiiff  bark* 

Curiuig  the  while  foana  o'or  her  lifted  prow,  [dark  ? 

White,  when  the  ToUing  wives  atound  her  all  wcrg 

GentjTf  and  with  a  breath 
Of  ipiey  odom  from  Sabcan  vales, 
Whrra  cubtk  life  defies  and  4^onr|^e^a  deaths 
FilVtl^  thon  her  ycUow  saii§  * 

On,  lUte  K»rae  plet^tmt  bird, 
Wtth  glittering  plumage  atid  lighUovmgf  ejCi 
While  the  long  pennant  Laj  atofl  unj^ir'd. 

And  sab*  bung  droopingly, 
CwiMst  tliou  with  tidings  of  the  land  to  ehe«r 

The  weaiy  miuiner. 

How,  when  thiJ  ocean  slept. 

Making  no  ifign ; 
And  hli  dumh  waters^  cif  aJt  life  bereftf 

La]f  *neath  the  Bun*f  irt  line ; 
Hif  drapeij  of  atorm^loudfi  lih^  high 

In  aome  far,  it^i^ign  sLj* 
While  a  faint  moaning  o'er  bia  bo^om  creptf 

Aa  (his  deep  breathings  of  eternity, 
Ab&ve  the  grave  of  the  uabuiied  tim«p 
CUuming  iU  cLime — 

How  did  tl^e  weary  tar^ 
Hit  fofm  reclined  aJong  the  burning  ckck, 

Stivtc'h  hia  dim  eye  aikr, 
To  hail  the  fingec,  and  deltiaivo  dpeck. 
Thy  bendijftg  ahiSow.  frum  some  rockj  steeps 

Down-dafting  oVr  the  Je^p ! 

Bom  in  the  solemn  night, 

Wlien  the  deep  e^klea  were  bright. 
With  »11  their  ihousanfj  watchcra  on  the  aigh^^ 
Thiae  waa  the  mu* iic  through  the  iSnnameiit 
Bj  the  fond  naiure  iient, 

To  hatl  the  blessed  hinh^ 

To  gtiide  to  lowly  earth 
The  glorjouji  glance,  the  holy  wing  of  light ! 

Munic  to  u«  no  le.^, 

Thou  eo[Qe.«it  in  onr  dlstreaiip 
To  cheer  our  pathway.     It  ia  eleor,  through  thee. 

O'er  the  broad  wa;!ita9  of  ovb^ 
H'TW  iOi>thing  to  the  heart  that  glides  alone, 
L'nwatch'd  and  unrememberM,  on  the  wave, 

Perchaneo  hU  gr^vc  I — 
Should  he  there  periith,  lo  ihy  deeper  moan 

What  lip  iihall  add  one  tone  T 

I  bless  thee,  gentle  breeze  ! 
8weft  minister  to  many  a  fond  df sifei, 
Thou  hmrVt  me  to  my  »irr, 
Tlion,  and  these  roUinj?  &ea» ! 
What— O,  thou  Oorr  of  this  strong  element! — 

Are  we,  that  it  is  ist-nl, 
Ohi^lient  to  our  £>nd  and  fervent  hope  ? 

But  thrit  it^  pinion  on  our  path  m  bent. 
We  had  been  doomM  beyond  deaire  to  grop«, 


%Vhere  pliijnmet''<  east  h  Tain>  «nd  human  artt 
Laeking  all  chart. 


THE  LOST  PLEIAD. 

Not  in  the  aky. 

Where  it  was  Mcn, 

Nor  on  the  while  topa  of  the  gliatering  wave. 

Nor  in  the  manaiona  of  the  hidden  deep, — 

Though  green. 

And  beautiful,  it«  cavefl  of  mystery, — 

Shall  the  bright  watcher  have 

A  place — ^and,  aa  of  old,  high  alation  kiTjh 

Gone,  gone  f 

O,  never  more  to  cheer 

The  mariner  who  holdif  hia  course  alone 

On  ihe  Atlantic,  through  the  weary  ni^ht. 

When  the  stara  turn  to  watehem  and  do  aleep, 

Shall  it  appear. 

With  the  sweel  fixedneaa  of  eerlain  Hght« 

Down-ahining  on  tho  ahut  eyes  of  the  deep. 

Vain,  vain  I 

Hopeful  most  idly  then,  shall  he  look  forthf 

That  mariner  from  hia  bark — 

HoweVr  the  north 

Both  rftMC  hia  certam  lamp  when  rempcKlft  lower^ 

He  aeea  nc^more  (hat  peiish'd  light  again  ! 

Arkd  glcNiniicr  grows  the  h<^ur  [dark* 

Which  may  not,  through  the  thick  and  crowding 

Reatore  that  toift  and  loved  one  to  bet  tower. 

He  looks, — the  ahephefd  on  Chatdeu^a  htlK 

Tending  hi«  flocks, — 

And  wondcj«  th*  rich  beacon  doth  not  blaxA, 

Gladdening  his  gaze ; 

And,  from  his  dreary  watch  along  the  r^^ckii, 

Guiding  him  eafely  home  through  perilous  ways ! 

How  atands  he  in  amaxe, 

Still  wondering,  a«  the  drowsy  alienee  Alls 

The  sorrow ful  scene,  and  every  hour  diilila 

Its  leaden  dew»->-how  chafes  he  al  the  iiigbt. 

Still  alow  to  bring  the  expected  and  sweet  lights 

80  natural  to  his  sight ! 

And  lone. 

Where  ita  first  vplendonrs  shone^ 

Shall  be  that  pleaaant  company  of  ataiB<* 

How  abould  they  know  that  death 

Such  perfect  beauty  mars ; 

And)  like  the  earth,  its  common  bloom  and  breathf 

Falleu  irom  on  high, 

Their  ligbta  grow  blasLed  by  it*  louch,  and  dia — 

All  their  concerted  springs  of  harmony, 

SnappM  nidtly,  and  the  gieneroua  mufiic  gonci. 

A  strain — u  mellow  atiajrv — 

Of  wailing  sweetnea«,  fiird  the  earth  and  sky; 

The  stars  lamenting  in  nnhomow'd  pntn 

That  one  of  the  selectest  one«  muitl  die ; 

Mu«t  vanish,  when  most  lovely,  from  ihe  real  I 

Alas!  His  ever  more  the  drjiLiny, 

The  hope,  heart-cheriinhM,  is  the  Moncrt  lo*t; 

The  flower  first  budded  soonest  ft*rlB  the  froi*! 

Are  not  the  shortest-lived  still  loveliest! 

Andt  like  the  pale  fitar  shooting  dowii  tlic  sky, 

Look  they  not  ever  brightest  when  they  fij 

The  desolate  home  thny  hk^M  ^ 
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THE  EDGE  OF  THE  SWAMP. 

Tis  a  wild  spot,  and  hath  a  gloomy  look; 
The  bird  sings  never  merrily  in  the  trees, 
And  the  young  leaves  seem  blighted.  A  rank  growth 
Spreads  poisonously  round,  with  power  to  taint 
With  blisteringdcws  the  thoughtless  hand  that  dares 
To  penetrate  the  covert.     Cypresses  [length, 

Crowd  on  the  dank,  wet  earth ;  and,  stretch'd  at 
The  cayman — a  fit  dweller  in  such  home^ 
Slumbcrp,  half-buried  in  the  sedgy  grass. 
Beside  the  green  ooze  where  he  shelters  him, 
A  whooping  crane  erects  his  skeleton  form. 
And  Rhricks  in  flight  Two  summer  ducks,  aroused 
To  apprehension,  as  they  hear  his  cry. 
Dash  up  from  the  lagoon,  with  marvellous  haste, 
Following  his  guidance.    Meetly  taught  by  these. 
And  startled  at  our  rapid,  near  approach. 
The  8tecI-jawM  monster,  from  his  grassy  bed, 
Crawls  slowly  to  his  slimy,  green  abode. 
Which  straight  receives  him.   You  behold  him  now, 
His  ridgy  back  uprising  as  he  speeds, 
In  silence,  to  the  centre  of  the  stream, 
Whence  his  head  peers  alone.     A  butterfly, 
That,  travelling  all  the  day,  has  counted  climei 
Only  by  flowers,  to  rest  himself  a  while. 
Lights  on  the  monster's  brow.    The  surly  mute 
Straightway  goes  down,  so  suddenly,  that  he. 
The  dandy  of  the  summer  flowers  and  woods. 
Dips  his  light  wings,  and  spoils  his  golden  coat, 
With  the  rank  water  of  that  turbid  pond. 
Wondering  and  vex*d,  the  plumed  citizen 
Flies,  with  a  hurried  effort,  to  the  shore. 
Seeking  his  kindred  flowers : — ^but  seeks  in  vain — 
Nothing  of  genial  growth  may  there  be  seen, 
Nothing  of  beautiful !     Wild,  ragged  trees. 
That  look  like  felon  spectres — ^fetid  shi^ubs, 
That  taint  the  gloomy  atmosphere— dusk  shades. 
That  gather,  half  a  cloud,  and  half  a  fiend 
In  aspect,  lurking  on  the  swamp's  wild  edge,-— > 
Gloom  with  their  sternness  and  forbidding  frowns 
The  general  prospect    The  sad  butterfly. 
Waving  his  lacker'd  wings,  darts  quickly  on. 
And,  by  his  free  flight,  counsels  us  to  speed 
For  better  lodgings,  and  a  scene  more  sweet, 
Than  these  drear  borders  offer  us  to-night 


CHANGES  OF  HOME. 

Wkll  may  we  sing  her  beauties, 

I'his  pleasant  land  of  ours. 
Her  Hunny  smiles,  her  golden  fruits, 

And  all  hor  world  of  flowers; 
The  young  birds  of  her  forcst-grove«, 

The  blue  folds  of  her  sky. 
And  all  those  airs  of  gentleness. 

That  never  seem  to  fly ; 
Thoy  wind  about  our  forms  at  noon, 

They  woo  us  in  the  shade, 
Wlion  panting,  from  the  summer's  heats. 

The  wooilman  seeks  the  glade; 
Tliry  win  us  with  a  song  of  love. 

They  cheer  us  with  a  dream. 
That  (rilJg  our  passing  thoughts  of  life, 

As  Hunlieht  does  the  stream ; 


And  wdl  wonid  tbej  pomade  na  noir, 

In  moments  all  too  dear. 
That,  nnlbl  tboogh  our  heaita  maj  he. 

We  have  our  Eden  here. 

Ah,  well  hai  laTiih  Batoze, 

From  out  her  boondleM  atore. 
Spread  wealth  and  lovelineaa  aroand, 

On  river,  rock,  and  shore : 
No  sweeter  stream  than  Ashkj  ^Uc»- 

And,  what  of  southeni  France!— 
She  boasts  no  brighter  fields  than  0111% 

Within  her  matron  glance; 
Our  skies  look  down  m  tendencai 

From  out  their  leahns  of  Uoe^ 
The  fairest  of  Italian  elimea 

May  claim  no  softer  hoe ; 
And  let  them  sing  of  fraita  of  Spain, 

And  let  them  boost  the  ^cmtn, 
The  Moors'  own  cultnie  thej 

No  dearer  sweet  than  onia- 
Perchanoe  the  dark-hab'd 

Is  a  glory  in  yonr  eye. 
Bat  the  blue-eyed  Carolinian  nOm, 

When  all  the  rest  are  nigh. 

And  none  may  say,  it  is  not  trae^ 

The  harden  of  my  lay, 
Tis  written,  in  the  sight  of  all, 

In  flower  and  fruit  and  ray; 
Look  on  the  scene  anmnd  oa  now. 

And  say  if  sung  amiss. 
The  song  that  pictores  to  yonr  eye 

A  spot  so  fair  as  this : 
Oay  springs  the  menj  niocfcing4iid 

Around  the  cottage  pale^— 
And,  scarcely  taught  by  hunter^s  «■ 

The  rabbit  down  the  Tale; 
Each  boon  of  kindly  natnre. 

Her  buds,  her  blooms,  her  H^vrcn^ 
And,  more  than  all,  the  maideoa  frir 

That  fill  this  land  of  ooia. 
Are  still  in  rich  perfection. 

As  our  fiithers  found  them  firat. 
But  our  sons  are  gentle  now  no 

And  all  the  laxid  is  caraed. 


Wild  thoughts  are  in  oar 

And  a  savage  discontent; 
We  love  no  more  the  Kie  we  ledp 

The  music,  nor  the  soent; 
The  merry  danoe  delights  na  not, 

As  in  that  better  time. 
When,  glad,  in  happy  banda  w  mti 

With  spirits  like  oar  elimea 
And  all  the  social  lovelinea% 

And  all  the  smile  b  goaab 
That  link'd  the  sptrita  of  oar  JOvfl^ 

And  made  our  people  one. 
They  smile  no  more  togethar. 

As  in  that  earlier  day, 
Our  maidens  sigh  in  lonelineaa, 

Who  once  were  alwaya  gay ; 
And  though  oar  skies  are  brigh^ 

And  our  sun  looks  down  aa 
Ah.  me !  the  thought  u  sad  I  feel. 

We  shall  never  smile  again. 


JONATHAN   LAWRENCE. 


t»Bi%  im.  nkBd,  ins.] 


Fiw  pei*cms  in  priTale  life,  who  have  died  m 
fwtag^  ha^e  been  mourned  by  ao  many  warm 
trkaild  »  wtt»  Jo^ATSi^N  L4wfe£!rc£.  Devoted 
to  a  pro&Mion  which  engnged  nearly  ai!  hi»  time, 
ind  FBgttrdtew  ot  litazwy  dutinctian,  Im  produc- 
would  have  beoi  known  ocitj  to  his  orao- 
,  lud  not  a  wiser  ipprecmtiOEi  of  their  modta 
thf^m  from  the  obacarily  to  "mhkh  hu 
«fmi  lovr  Qrtitnaio  had  condgnod  them. 

He  WM  bom  m  New  Yotk^  in  November,  1 S07, 
ind,  after  the  houaI  preparatory  etudies,  eatered 
C^ut&bU  Cdlege^  «l  which  he  was  graduated 
IwJbre  ht)  WW  illeea  jtmn  of  age«  He  aoon  after 
became  i  ^udeal  in  the  elfice  of  Mr.  W.  SLOsaoit, 
fta  eminent  lawyer,  where  he  gained  much  regard 
by  the  assiduity  with  which  he  pro«ecutc?d  hia 
■tudiea,  the  premftttfre  npenesi  of  hi§  judgment, 
an^  the  undeviititig  purity  and  hononrableneaa  of 
Euj  life.  On  being  admtttLxl  to  the  bar,,  he  entered 
into  a  partnership  with  Mr.  ei,o*»os»  and  doily 
■dded  confirmation  to  the  promiflo  of  his  proba^ 
tiojial  cai«er,  until  h<^  waa  ii^ddenlj  called  to  a 
better  Mo,  ia  April,  1633. 


The  inilustry  with  which  he  ttttfnd«d  t^o  hii 
profe^aional  duliea  did  not  pre\eat  hini  frorti  ^ving 
coHBiderable  atteution  to  general  literature;  and  m 
monieat»— to  u&a  hia  own  lang^uage — 

**f|io1cn  from  hfmn  f  ibould  Itave  iJ«4 
To  musly  folumei  al  mf  «iU4, 
Given  10  botin  thai  iweetly  wfto'd 
My  hoart  fiom  Btudy*!  tolllude,**— 

he  produced  man?  poems  and  prone  sketchee  of 
confiiderabk<  merit.  These,  with  one  or  two  ct^ 
ceptions^  were  intended  not  for  puhUcation,  but 
BB  tributes  of  private  EHimdahtp,  or  ait  contribuUoni 
to  the  ej:erci0ca  of  a  literary  society — still  in  e^ist^ 
enoe^ — of  which  he  was  for  ecveral  yeare  an  active 
member.  After  his  death,  lo  comptianc^  with  a 
re^juest  by  this  society,  his  brother  made  a  collec- 
tion of  hia  writinga^  of  which  a  very  ismall  ftdition 
wa«  printful,  for  pri^^te  circulation*  Their  cha- 
racter ta  casentially  meditative.  Many  of  them 
are  devotional,  and  all  axe  diatinguifihed  for  the 
purity  of  thought  which  guided  the  life  of  the 


>^#^^^***^'w 


THOUGHTS  OF  A  STUDENT, 

Matt  a  nd,  iwe«t  thought  have  f,        i 

Many  a  paaaing,  sunny  gleam. 
Many  a  bright  tew  in  mine  eye, 

Mmy  a  wild  and  wandering  dr««tii^ 
Stolen  from  honrs  I  aboutd  have  tied 
To  musty  Tolumes  by  my  side, 
Civeo  to  hours  that  swcsctly  woo^d 
My  heart  from  study's  aoUtude* 

Oft  when  the  south  wind's  dancing  free 

Over  the  earth  and  in  the  sky, 
And  the  flowers  peep  softly  out  to  see 

The  froLic  Spring  as  she  wantona  by; 
When  the  breeie  and  tieam  Uke  thieves  come  in, 
To  steal  me  avray*  T  deem  it  sin 
To  niishl  their  voice,  and  away  I*m  fftraytng 
Over  the  hills  and  vale*  a-Maying, 

Then  can  I  hear  the  earth  rejotee^ 

Happier  than  man  may  ever  be  i 
Evi^ry  fonntain  bath  thej)  a  voice» 
That  fin^a  of  its  glatj  festivity ; 
F<»r  it  ha  ill  bu^t  the  chains  that  bound 
lu  rufrenlJi  dead  in  the  frozen  ground. 
And,  flashing  away  in  the  sun*  ha«  gone 
Einging,  and  smging,  and  aingin^  on. 

Autumn  hath  sunaet  hours,  and  then 
Many  a  muting  mood  I  cherish ; 


Miny  a  hue  of  fkncy,  when 

The  hues  of  earth  are  about  to  periah ; 
Clouds  are  there,  and  brighter^  I  tfeen. 
Hath  real  sunset  ni^ver  seen. 
Sad  as  the  faces  of  fiiends  that  die. 
And  beautiful  >«  thetr  memory. 

Love  hath  its  thoughts,  we  cannot  keep^ 

Visions  the  mind  may  not  control, 
Waking,  a«  fiiney  does  in  steep* 

The  secret  transports  of  the  eouJ ; 
Facfa  and  forms  are  stranjjely  mini^od, 
Till  one  by  one  they  ^re  slowly  pingled, 
To  the  voice,  and  lip,  and  eye  of  her 
I  worship  like  an  idolater. 
Many  a  big,  proud  tear  have  I, 

When  from  my  sweet  and  roaming  track. 
From  the  green  earth  and  misty  eky, 

And  spring,  and  love,  I  hurry  back  { 
Then  what  a  dismal,  dreary  gloom 
Settles  upon  my  loathed  room, 
Darker  to  every  thought  and  sense 
Than  if  they  had  never  travetl'd  thence. 

Vet,  I  have  other  tlioughtfft  that  cheer 
The  ioUitome  day  and  lonely  night* 
And  m^ny  a  nee  no  and  hope  app^r, 

And  almoft  make  me  g^y  and  bright. 
Honour  and  fome  that  I  would  win. 
Though  every  toil  ibat  yet  hath  been 
Were  doubly  borne,  and  not  an  hour 
Were  brightly  hued  by  Fancy'i  power. 
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And,  though  I  sometimes  sigh  to  think 

Of  earth  and  heaven,  and  wind  and  sea, 
And  know  that  the  cup  which  others  drink 

Shall  never  be  brimm'd  by  me ; 
That  many  a  joy  must  be  untasted. 
And-  many  a  glorious  breeze  be  wasted. 
Yet  would  not,  if  I  dared,  repine, 
That  toil,  and  study,  and  care  are  mine. 


SEA.SONG. 

nrv.ii  the  fur  blue  ocean-wave. 

On  the  wild  winds  I  flee, 
Yot  oviTv  thought  of  my  constant  heart 

Is  winging,  love,  to  thee; 
For  oach  foaming  leap  of  our  gallant  ship 

IIikI  barb'd  a  pang  for  me, 
llml  not  thy  form,  through  sun  and  storm, 

Been  my  only  memory. 

(),  th(>  soa-mew*8  wings  are  fleet  and  fast. 

As  he  dips  in  the  dancing  spray ; 
But  flocter  and  faster  the  thoughts,  I  ween, 

Of  dear  ones  far  away ! 
And  lovelier,  too,  than  yon  rainbow's  hue. 

As  it  lights  the  tinted  sea, 
Are  the  daylight  dreams  and  sunny  gleams 

Of  the  heart  that  throbs  for  thee. 

And  when  moon  and  stars  are  asleep  on  the  waves. 

Their  dancing  tops  among, 
And  the  sailor  is  gulling  the  long  watch-hour 

By  the  music  of  his  song; 
Wh(*n  our  sail  is  white  in  the  dark  midnight, 

And  its  shadow  is  on  the  sea, 
O,  never  knew  hall  such  festival 

As  my  fond  heart  holds  with  thee ! 


LOOK  ALOFT. 

Iv  the  tempest  of  life,  when  the  wave  and  the  gale 
Are  around  and  above,  if  thy  footing  should  fail, 
If  thi  rie  eye  should  grow  dim,  and  thy  caution  depart, 
«  Look  aion,"  and  bo  firm,  and  be  fearless  of  heart 

If  the  friend,  who  embraced  in  prosperity's  glow, 
Willi  a  smile  for  each  joy  and  a  tear  for  each  wo. 
Should  betray  thee  when  sorrows  like  clouds  are 

array 'd, 
<<Look  aloft"  to  the  friendship  which  never  shall 

fade. 

Should  the  visions  which  hope  spreads  in  light  to 

thine  eye, 
liike  the  tints  of  the  rainbow,  but  brighten  to  fly. 
Then  turn,  and,  through  tears  of  repentant  regret, 
"Look  aloft"  to  the  sun  that  is  never  to  set 

Should  ihey  who  are  dearest,  the  son  of  thy  heart, 
Tlie  wiPi»  of  thy  bosom,  in  sorrow  depart, 
•^Look  aloft**  from  the  darkness  and  dust  of  the  tomb. 
To  that  soil  wh**r9  "affection  is  ever  in  bloom." 


!  And,  O !  when  death  oomei  in  his  tenon,  u 
His  fean  on  the  future,  his  pall  on  the  past. 
In  that  moment  of  daikneaa,  with  hope  in  thy  I 
And  a  imile  in  thine  eye,  <«Iook  aloft,"  and  dr 


V  TO  MAY. 

CoxK,  gentle  May ! 
Come  with  thy  robe  of  flowen. 
Come  with  thy  sun  and  sky,  thy  doodi  ud  show 

Come,  and  bring  forth  unto  the  eye  of  day, 
From  their  imprisoning  and  myaterioos  night, 
The  buds  of  many  hues,  the  children  of  thy  li 

Come,  wondrous  May ! 
For,  at  the  bidding  of  thy  magic  wand. 
Quick  from  the  caverns  of  the  liicathinf  land, 

In  all  their  green  and  glorious  anay 
They  spring,  as  spring  the  Penian  nnids  to  I 
Thy  flushing  footsteps  in  Cashmerian  vale. 

Come,  vocal  May ! 
Come  with  thy  train,  that  high 
On  some  fresh  branch  pour  out  dieir  mslody; 

Or,  carolling  thy  praise  the  livdong  d^, 
Sit  perch'd  in  some  lone  glen,  on  echo  calUng 
Mid  murmuring  woods  and  musical  waten  frS 

Come,  annny  May ! 
Come  with  thy  laughing  beam. 
What  time  the  lazy  mist  melts  on  the  itnaa, 

Or  seeks  the  mountain-top  to  meet  tl^  nj, 
Ere  yet  the  dew-drop  on  thine  own  soft  f 
Hath  lost  its  light,  ordied  1 


Come,  holy  May ! 
When,  sunk  behind  the  cold  and  western  hiQ 
His  light  hath  ceased  to  play  on  leaf  and  till. 

And  twilight's  footsteps  hasten  his  doeay; 
Come  with  thy  musings,  and  my  heart  riiall  1 
Like  a  pure  temple  consecn^  to  thaa. 

Come,  beautiful  May ! 
Like  youth  and  loveliness. 
Like  her  I  love;  O,  come  in  thy  lull  < 

The  drapery  of  dark  winter  ca 
To  the  bright  eye  and  the  glad  heart  i 
Queen  of  the  spring,  and  nustnssof  this  jBBBi 

Yet,  lovely  May! 
Teach  her  whose  eyes  diall  rest  upon  this  ilq 
To  spurn  the  gilded  mockeries  of  time, 

The  heartless  pomp  that  beckons  to  hetny, 
And  keep,  as  thou  wUt  And,  that  heart  each  j 
Pure  as  thy  dawn,  and  as  thy  sunset  dear. 


And  let  me  too,  sweet  May  I 
Let  thy  fond  votary  see, 
As  fade  thy  beauties,  all  the  vanity 

Of  this  world's  pomp;  then  teadi*  tfiat  Ifac 
decay 
In  his  short  winter  bury  beauty's  fiame, 

In  fairer  worids  the  soul  dud!  break  his  awi 
Another  spring  diall  bloom,  eternal  and  the  ■ 


J.   0.   ROCKWELL. 


{■ntlKn,   DiBdtinM 


IxMt»  Orii  H«ccwti.t  wmi  bom  in  Lebanon, 

in  t^euUtinl  town  in  Cofitiecticut»  b  1 807*  At 
n  earl  J  ag*  he  waa  Bi^rfrntleed  to  a  printer,  in 
Blitti,  and  in  hU  fit;ileenth  ye^  he  beg^n  to  write 
fiiMJi  for  tb^  newtpappfB.  Two  yeaiia  aflerwEUtl 
W  w^at  to  New  YoTkHrinU  vubscquenUy  (o  Boston, 
■I  e«ch  of  which  cities  he  laboureil  *iii  a  journey^ 
^m  eompodtoT.  He  haJ  now  acqnircd  consiJeri^ 
Mt  repas^hn  by  has  poetical  writing*,  and  wat 
nfa^  as  Mfiociate  editor  of  Ihs  **  Slateiunan/* 
tn  old  and  inflcMntial  journal  publbh^  in  Boston, 
«pith  wbicJl,  I  beliere,  he  continued  until  1SS9, 
ttbctt  be  hecuie  the  coniiuctor  of  the  Providence 
*  Patriot,"  with  whidb  be  waa  connected  at  the 
Imv  of  im  death. 

He  WIS  pooTy  and  in  hii  jouth  he  had  Itcen  left 
nmiiy  to  his  own  directioti.  Ha  eho<e  to  team 
the  bujuinen  of  piintin^i  becanae  he  thoug^ht  il 
WMMild  adbrd  him  opportunities  to  Imppove  hia 
BUfMl ;  and  hii  nluoiUon  waa  acquired  bj  diligent 
Mikiljr  dunnj^  the  leisure  houn  of  hi«  apprentice 
When  he  femoved  to  Providence,  it  bec4une 
r  Ibr  hiis  to  take  on  tftive  part  in  the  di»* 
I  «i  poOtieal  c^nestiona*  He  felt  but  Uule 
i  in  public  aSkirs,  and  ahrank  batinctivolj 
Una  die  stnfe  of  partijEaniiUp ;  but  it  •ecmed  the 
MiW  avenue  to  corapetenc©  and  reputation,  and  h» 
cmKirked  in  it  with  apparent  anJoun  JonmaJiAm, 
m  the  hand«  of  able  and  honoundil^  me»^  is  t!ie 
HcAltf^  of  caltings ;  in  the  hands  of  the  ignorunt 
tad  in*r«naTj,  it  U  among  the  meane^L  There 
■re  at  all  times  connect^  with  the  presii,  persona 
of  the  baser  aort,  who  derive  their  support  and 
riiief  enjorment  from  miniitoring  to  the  worst  paa- 
nons;  and  hf  toam  of  this  claaa  RocitwE:i.i.^fi  pri- 
Tate  tharaft*r  waa  anailed,  tntl  he  waa  tannt4^ 
with  hU  obiicure  paxentag«,  defective  education, 
and  fofnier  vocation,  as  if  to  have  elevated  his  po- 
aitiftn  in  aodety,  by  perseverance  and  the  force  of 
mfnii  wei-e  a  ground  of  accuantion.  He  had  loo 
Utile  i'riergir  tn  his  nature  to  rps;ard  such  assault* 
with  the  indificrence  they  menU?d ;  and  comptaincd 
in  *>!n^  of  hia  leltefs  that  ih^j  » robbed  iiim  of  rest 
mad  f*f  all  pteusure.**  With  constantly  increaaing 
tvputation.  however^  be  continued  hi«  editorial  la- 
boan  unlit  the  aummerof  1931,  whrn.  at  the  early 
9^  of  twptitr-four  year*,  be  waa  suddenly  called 
(fl  %  bpttrr  world.  He  fell  unwell,  oni*  morning', 
and.  in  a  brief  paragraph,  apoloftisM^  for  the  sppa^ 
fpnt  R'^^rl'^ct  of  his  gajctte.  The  neit  number 
of  It  warn  the  signs  of  moamini^  for  his  death* 
A  fri**n  I  of  RiKRwsLL**,*  in  a  notice  of  him 
pobli«hn*l  in  tlie  **  Southern  Literary  McflscngeTt** 
men  lion  It  a^  the  immediate  canse  of  his  death,  that 
b«r  **wa«  troahled  at  the  thought  of  some  ohUgir 

*  n*wiT*9d  CMAauea  W.  Etnnrr,  of  Mfirkfen,  Gob- 


tion  which,  fi^om  not  receiYing  mon<Ty  (hen  due  to 
him,  he  was  unable  to  meet,  and  shrank  ijom  th« 
prospect  of  a  debtor's  prison**  That  it  was  in 
some  way  a  r^ult  of  hia  extreme  sensitiveness^ 
W3s  generally  believed  among  hia  friends  at  the 
time.  WuiTTiEa,  who  waa  then  editor  of  the 
*'  New  England  Weekly  Be  view/'  soon  alter  v^ota 
the  following  lines  to  hi*  memory : 

^ThV!  tEirffa  ffULDCiLhi  st>ove  blm  !  Hhd  llila  »in 
Wm  tROi^teb  tbff  rent  rooii,  am]  iumaiciti  d^ck 
The  periibbc  J  if**  of  iis  i^reen-bGailed  Jnvii, 
And  the  enisli'd  Anwirr  wkW  Jifl  Its  tiead  B^ala 
@Rtitiii£ty  unto  bfrtvetii  at  it  it  kdpt 
No  vlfil  ivJtfa  tbe  dpad.    Well—It  ta  sneet 
That  the  crttf'^n  fra>^  ehnulJ  tremlile,  and  the  Aowart 
Bldfv  wild  abfiut  tiiji  rE^^Uni^  place-     Hii  mittd 
Wat  In  iit^lf  a  ffn^er  lull  balf-di#ctDi«d— ^ 
A  bud  of  blcMcit  promise  wbkh  tlia  tiorm 
Vlilted  fudelf,  11114  tbs  pvmer  by 
@mote  dr>wn  in  wantotiitnuL    Bui  wa  mmj  trust 
Thit  II  hath  frtund  a  dweUlnXi  wharo  tlw  tua 
or  a  mcut  hoiy  chnie  wiii  vbit  U, 
And  tbe  fiTire  dews  (»f  meKjr  will  4rac«nd, 
TbrnuRb  Heaven^i  ourn  mtiDOBftberVf  upon  its  bead. 

^  His  form  it  now  tefinre  me^  with  ao  tnca 
Of  deatb  in  lis  Ane  Hncftinii^ntt,  tiirt  tHem 
ts  a  Allot  erJtnton  oa  hit  yoiUhM  cheek, 
Aiiid  hia  fr«e  Up  ii  eoaeniar  with  thi?  «n>lia 
Whkb  In  tils  eye  is  klndiiay.    I  un  feel 
Tfm  (HiFfliti  prentiTe  of  bis  ha  ad,  sad  bear 
nil  last  <Gva  blew  j-oy  t'     B(ian|e— that  b«  b  tb«Te 
riisUnet  before  me  ti^e  :i  breatbinir  Hdng, 
Even  whtrti  I  know  ihnt  b«  |e  with  tlM  dead, 
Atid  that  llie  datn^  ennh  hides  biar.    I  waiild  nat 
Think  of  bim  ofberwlfe— htt  tiiMfe  Dves 
Within  my  memory  at  he  ■e«iii^d  bnibiv 
The  cnrte  of  hi l« tiled  feeliitffr  and  ibe  toil 
And  fcv(»r  of  an  uncoufenial  ttrif^j  bad  lelt 
The  It  tjraees  on  his  sspecL    Feaee  to  hi  in  1 
Hfi  wrttilcd  nobjy  wUh  the  wearlnen 
Ami  trials  of  our  hcinf— 1111111  air  oa, 
While  polio n  nstni^ed  with  his  iprlnr*  of  lift, 
And  wearing  a  calm  brow,  wblle  on  hii  bftSrt 
Aitriiivh  was  rest^tif  littc  a  hand  of  Are— 
Until  Ht  lait  the  ico  njr  of  I  bought 
Gre#  lnfinptK>rUblvt  and  madness  c^me 
Darkly  tipon  hlm,'Bod  ibe  iniferer  dit'd  t 

**  \qt  died  he  uolaiiieoied  I     Tci  hit  gmve 
The  beauiifkil  and  fifted  iball  go  up^ 
And  mase  upon  the  t  lee  per.     And  younf  ilpt 
ghail  murnjLir  in  the  bfokeo  lonet  of  prUff— 
Hit  awh  iweet  mctodiei— and  If  [be  tutr 
Of  the  freed  ipirii  hcedeth  auiht  benifjith 
Ttie  br^^htneu  of  ill  new  Lnherliance, 
It  inny  be  Joyfiit  to  the  psrted  one 
Tfl  feel  ihai  earth  rem'^aihen  bJm  In  love !" 
The  Btiedmett*  of  Rockwell's  fioetry  which 
have  fallen  undiT  my  notice  show  hiro  to  bava 
possessed  eonsiderahle    fancy    and    dei-p  feeling 
His  imagery  is  not  sJwaya  wdl  ehoeen,  and  hia  vcr- 
sifieation  is  BOmelimefl  defective ;  hut  hii*  ihou^fs 
aro  often  orifn^ol,  and  the  general  effect  i>f  hia 
piec^es  is  striking.     !li«  later  poetn«i  afe  his  t«e«^ 
and  probably  he  v^ould  have  produced  ivoilu  of 
mueh  merit  had  ho  lived  to  a  roaturer  as^. 
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J.   O.  ROCKWELL. 


THE  SUM  OF  LIFE. 

Search  BR  of  gold,  whose  days  and  nights 

All  waste  away  in  anxious  care, 
Estranged  from  all  of  life*8  delights, 

IJnlcariiM  in  all  that  is  most  fiiir-^ 
W'ho  wiilcst  not  with  easy  glide. 
But  dclvetft  in  the  depths  of  tide, 

And  strugglost  in  the  foam ; 
O  !  come  and  view  this  land  of  graves, 
Death's  northern  sea  of  frozen  waves, 

And  mark  thee  out  thy  home. 

Lovor  of  woman,  whose  sad  heart 

\Vih»tc8  like  a  fountain  in  the  sun, 
Clin;^!«  most,  where  most  its  pain  does  start. 

Dies  by  the  light  it  lives  upon  ; 
(!!oine  to  the  land  of  g^ves ;  for  here 
Arc  lN>auty's  smile,  and  beauty's  tear, 

Ci:ither*d  in  holy  trust; 
Hero  slumber  forms  as  fair  as  those 
Whoso  cheeks,  now  living,  shame  the  rose. 
Their  glory  tum'd  to  dust. 

Lover  of  fame,  whoso  foolish  thought 
Steals  onward  o'er  the  wave  of  time, 

Tell  me,  what  goodness  hath  it  brought, 
Atoning  for  that  restless  crime? 

The  spirit-mansion  desolate, 

And  open  to  the  storms  of  fate. 
The  absent  soul  in  fear ; 

Bring  home  thy  thoughts  and  come  with  me, 

And  see  where  all  thy  pride  must  be : 
Searcher  of  &me,  look  here ! 

And,  warrior,  thou  with  snowy  plume, 

That  goest  to  the  bugle's  call, 
Come  and  look  down ;  this  lonely  tomb 

Shall  hold  thee  and  thy  glories  all : 
The  haughty  brow,  the  manly  frame, 
The  daring  deeds,  the  sounding  fame. 

Are  trophies  but  for  death ! 
And  millions  who  have  toiPd  like  thee, 
Are  stay'd,  and  here  they  sleep ;  and  see. 
Does  glory  lend  them  breath  ? 


TO  ANN. 

Thou  wert  as  a  lake  that  lieth 

In  a  bright  and  sunny  way ; 
I  was  as  a  bird  that  flieth 

0*er  it  on  a  pleasant  day ; 
When  I  look'd  upon  thy  features 

Presence  then  some  feeling  lent ; 
But  thou  knowest,  most  false  of  creatures. 

With  thy  form  thy  image  went 

\yith  a  kiss  my  vow  was  greeted, 

As  I  knelt  before  thy  shrine ; 
But  I  saw  that  kiss  repeated 

On  another  lip  than  mine ; 
And  a  solemn  vow  was  spoken 

That  thy  heart  should  not  be  changed ; 
But  that  binding  vow  was  broken, 

And  thy  spint  was  estranged. 


I  could  blame  thee  for  awakinf 

Thoughto  the  world  will  bat  deride; 
Calling  out,  and  then  foraeking 

Flowers  the  winter  wind  will  diide; 
Guiling  to  tlie  midwmy  oeean 

Barks  that  tremble  by  the  shora; 
But  I  hush  the  sad  emotion. 

And  will  punish  thee  no  monb 


THE  LOST  AT  SEA. 

Wits,  who  in  tfaj  deep  derolian 

Puttest  up  a  prayer  for  ckw 
Sailing  on  the  stormy 

Hope  no  more    hii 
Dream  not,  when  upon  thy  pQknr, 

That  he  slumbers  by  thy  side ; 
For  his  corse  beneath  the  billow 

Heaveth  with  the  reatleM  tide. 

Children,  who,  as  sweet  flowers  i 

Laugh  amid  the  sorrowing  laina^ 
Know  ye  many  clouds  are  throwinf 

Shadows  on  your  sire's  remains  1 
Where  the  hourse*  gny  surge  is  roDiBi 

With  a  mountain's  motion  on. 
Dream  ye  that  its  voice  is  tolling 

For  your  father  lost  and  gone  ! 

When  the  son  look'd  on  the  water, 

As  a  hero  on  his  grave. 
Tinging  with  the  hoe  of  shnghter 

Every  blue  and  leaping  wave. 
Under  the  majestic  ocean. 

Where  the  giant  current  roll'dt 
Slept  thy  sire,  without  emolioii. 

Sweetly  by  a  beam  of  gold; 

And  the  silent  sunbeams  slanted. 

Wavering  through  the  cffystal  deep^ 
Till  their  wonted  spkndoms  haunted 

Those  diut  eyelids  in  their  sieepu 
Sands,  like  crumbled  silver  gjeamingb 

Sparkled  through  his  raven  hair; 
But  the  sleep  that  knows  no  dienndag 

Bound  him  in  its  sileiiee  tlien. 

Soweleftlum;  andtotelltfaet 

Of  our  sonow  and  thine  oern. 
Of  the  wo  that  then  beU  thee^ 

Come  vre  weaiy  and  alona. 
That  tUne  eye  is  qoiekly  sbadadv 

That  thy  heaii4ilood  wildly  fkm% 
That  thy  cheek's  dear  hne  ia  foded» 

Are  the  fruits  of  f 


Children,  whose  nedt  ejesi 

Linger  on  yonr  mottwi's  tea- 
Know  ye  tfiat  she  is  expiring. 

That  y  e  are  an  oiphan  nea  1 
God  be  with  yon  on  the  norroir. 

Father,  mother^— bodi  no  man 
One  within  a  gmve  of  sonoir. 

One  upon  the  oeean'a  floorl 


J<  O,  ROCKWELL. 
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THE  DBATH-BED  OF  BEAUTY. 

ftt  tlf^fm  in  beoBt;,  liko  ihtt  Jyin^  mw 

Sj  th#  w«nn  vkies  anil  winds  of  Jun«  forsaken; 
k  ttkf  the  FQO,  when  dunm*J  with  cltmds  it  go» 

Tu  lU  dear  ocvaii-bcdt  by  llghl  wititk  ibAken : 
k  lilcf  t}]«  moon,  wbisD,  through  iu  roticsdrsaow 

It  «iule»  wilh  iJigel  roeeknts*— or  like  ■artcnr 
W«  it  IB  woihed  L7  rp^icniHticiti^a  g\i>Wt 

Or  Ukc  beraelf, — she  wil]  b«  di;^  lo*tuOfTO>w. 

low  itill  ahc  fii]eep«  !    The  joung  wad  ainlev  girl? 

And  the  faini  bncath  upon  hef  red  Up^  tremLleR ! 
1^*1  in^.  almost  in  deflth,  the  rnveix  curt 

Thai  floBU  *rouij*l  hor ;  and  she  most  reMtnbl^ 
*hr  ClU  of  ni^ht  upon  the  ocean  foam^ 

M^herefrqro  ibr  iiuti*bgbt  halh  not  yet  depftrk^I ; 
Lod  whet*  the  winds  tre  r*int    8be  stealetb  bnmej 

UmuUkid  giri  !  tn  angel  broken-hearted ! 

Ii,  bJUfT  woHd  !  liuii  hsdflt  bq  cold  «n  «j« 

To  look  opon  »o  f*ir  a  type  of  he^Ten ; 
tv  could  not  dwell  l>eneAtb  a  wirjt^  «ky. 

Ami  bi'r  hf^^fl-fitrings  were  frozen  here  and  liven, 
iDd  now  «he  lien*  in  rains — look  und  weep! 

How  li^ilj  leans  her  ebeek  upon  the  pOlow ! 
kpd  how  thio  bloom  of  her  fair  face  dotb  keep 

Ohaitfed,  like  a  tUif ken  dolphin  on  the  billow* 


TO  THE  ICE.MOUNTAIN* 

GaAri  of  waters  gone  to  rest  I 

Jewel,  da^ng  all  the  tnain ! 
Ftthetr  <>t  the  fcilver  rrwt ! 

Wandefinj;  on  the  tr«kle»  pUin, 
Blf^^piinj^  mid  Ibc  wav?  roar, 

Siilrng^  mid  the  aofpy  storm, 
Plooffhing  oceafi'f  ooiy  floor» 

PiJing  to  the  clouds  ihy  form  \ 

Wanderinif  monument  of  rain, 

Pii»ciiiM  by  ibe  irullen  north ! 
But  t>  melt  thj  hated  chain. 

In  it  that  thou  comitft  forth  1 
Wf  nd  thee  to  the  tanny  wuthp 

To  lh«  ^iirjf  iummef  sea^ 
And  the  breathings  of  brr  month 

Shall  unchain  and  gladden  thee  ? 

Hoamcr  in  the  hidd^^n  path, 

*Nealh  the  green  antl  clouded  wave  J 
TraropbnK  in  thy  ret*klcss  wraths 

On  the  loflt,  but  cherlflh'd  brave ; 
Pirtinj?-  Iftvp^a  dcatb-link^d  embrac^^ 

Crufhing  beauty  *ji  skeleton — - 
Toll  u«  wbul  the  hidden  race 

With  onr  mourned  lo»t  have  done! 

Float!  ni^  iide*  which  in  the  «un 

Art  an  icy  coronal ; 
And  benejith  tbe  ifiew|(»i  dnUi 

Tbrow'si  oVr  barku  a  wary  pall ; 
Shining  death  upon  the  ica! 

Wend  Ihee  lo  the  soulbem  main  ; 
Warni  *kie«  wail  lo  welcome  thee  I 

Minde  with  the  wave  agrain  i 
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THE  PRISONER  FOR  DEBT. 

Wnmir  the  summer  sun  was  in  the  w^ 

Ita  cJifnaoa  radiance  fell, 
Some  on  the  blue  and  chanE^ftil  »ea, 

And  some  Iti  the  prifioncr*^  cell. 
And  then  hU  eye  with  a  ^mWe  would  beam, 

And  the  blood  would  leave  bia  brain. 
And  the  vefdure  of  hjs  soul  return^ 

Like  Mere  grass  afler  rain  I 

But  when  tbe  tempefit  wreathed  and  spread 

A  mantle  o'er  the  sun, 
He  gather^  back  his  woes  again, 

And  brooded  thereupon; 
And  thus  be  li^ed,  till  Time  one  day 

Led  Death  to  hfeak  hit»  chain : 
And  then  the  prisoner  went  aw«yi 

And  be  was  free  again ! 


TO  A  WAVE, 

Lii-r !  thou  child  of  wind  and  se% 

TeU  me  of  the  far-off  deep, 
Where  the  t4smpe«t'»  breath  ie  free, 

And  the  WQ.%6T9  never  »leep  I 
Thou  perchance  the  storm  hast  aided » 

In  its  work  of  Btem  despair, 
Or  perchance  thy  hand  bath  braided^ 

In  deep  caYe%  tbe  mermaid^a  hair. 

Ware !  now  on  the  golden  sands* 

Silent  as  thou  art,  and  broken, 
BearV  thon  not  from  distant  stranda 

To  my  heart  «ome  pleasant  token  ! 
Tales  of  mountains  of  the  souths 

Spangles  of  the  ore  of  Bilver ; 
Which,  with  playful  Einging  mouth. 

Thou  hast  ieap*d  on  high  to  piUcr  T 

Mournful  wave !  t  deem*d  thy  90fig 

Was  telling  of  a  floating  prison. 
Which,  when  tempcstf  swept  along. 

And  the  mighty  winds  were  riaen. 
Foundered  in  the  ocean's  grasp. 

While  tbe  braire  and  fair  were  dytn^, 
Wave  !  didst  mark  a  white  band  clasp 

In  thy  folds,  as  tbou  wcrt  flying  T 

Hast  thon  seen  tbe  hallowM  roek 

Where  the  pride  of  kings  repaaca, 
Crown'd  with  many  a  misty  lock, 

Wreathed  with  sapphire,  green,  and 
Or  with  joyous,  playful  leap, 

Hast  thou  been  a  tribute  ftinging^ 
Up  that  bold  and  jutty  «leep, 

Pearla  upon  tbe  south  wind  stringiof  ! 

Faded  Wave  ♦  a  }oy  to  thee. 

Now  thy  flight  and  toil  are  orvrl 
O,  may  my  departure  1« 

Calm  as  thine,  tbou  ocean-rove-T  t 
Wnen  this  soufa  bst  pain  or  mirth 

On  the  shore  of  time  is  driven, 
Be  ita  lot  tike  Ibine  on  earth, 

To  be  to^  away  In  heaven ! 


MICAH  P.  FLINT. 


[BonabovtiaOT.    1>M1M.] 


MicAn  P.  Flint,  a  son  of  the  Reverend  Timo- 
thy P'lint,  the  well-known  author  of  <«  Francis 
Bcrrian/'  was  born  in  Lunenburg,  MaBsacbosetts; 
at  an  early  age  accompanied  bis  father  to  the  val- 
ley of  the  Muwissippi ;  studied  the  law,  and  was 
admitted  to  the  bar  at  Alexandria ;  and  had  hopes 
of  a  surcesBful  professional  career,  when  arrested 
by  the  illness  which  ended  in  his  early  death.  He 
published  in  Boston,  in  1826,  '<The  Hunter,  and 
other  Poems/'  which  are  described  in  the  preface 
as  the  productions  of  a  very  young  man,  and 
results  of  lonely  meditations  in  the  southwestern 


forests,  during  intervals  of  profeasional  stod 
*<The  Hunter*'  is  a  narrative,  in  three  cantos, 
<*  adventures  in  the  pathless  woods."  The  sit 
tions  and  incidents  are  pneticaJ,  but  the  work 
upon  the  whole,  feebly  executed.  *'8oroCaphia 
an  argument,  for  um-burial»  subaequeotly 
printed  with  some  improvements  in  *•  The  \V< 
em  Monthly  Magazine,"  lines  ««0n  Paasiog 
Grave  of  My  Sister,"  and  several  other  poo 
illustrated  the  growth  of  the  author's  mind,  i 
justified  the  sanguine  hopes  of  his  fiither  that 
would  "  beoome  the  pride  of  his  ftmily.** 


OX  PASSING  THE  GRAVE  OP  MY  SISTER. 

On  yonder  shore,  on  yonder  shore, 
Now  verdant  with  the  depths  of  shade, 

Beneath  the  white-arm'd  sycamore, 
There  is  a  little  infant  laid. 

Forgive  this  tear. — A  brother  weeps. — 

'T  is  there  the  faded  floweret  sleeps. 

She  sleeps  alone,  she  sleeps  alone, 
And  summer's  forests  o*er  her  wave; 

And  sighing  winds  at  autumn  moan 
Around  the  little  stranger's  grave, 

As  though  they  murmur'd  at  the  fate 

Of  one  so  lone  and  desolate. 

In  sounds  that  seems  like  sorrow's  own, 

'i'heir  funeral  dirges  faintly  creep; 
Then  deepening  to  an  organ  tone, 

III  all  their  solemn  cadence  sweep. 
And  pour,  unheard,  along  the  wild. 
Their  desert  anthem  o'er  a  child. 
She  came,  and  pass'd.     Can  I  forget. 

How  we  whose  hearts  had  hailed  her  birth. 
Ere  three  autumnal  suns  had  set, 

Coiisign'd  her  to  her  mother  earth ! 
Joys  and  their  memories  pass  away ; 
But  griefs  are  deeper  plough'd  than  they. 
We  laid  her  in  her  narrow  cell. 

Wo  heap'd  the  soft  mould  on  her  breast; 
And  parting  tears,  like  rain-drops,  fell 

L'pon  her  lonely  place  of  rest. 
May  angels  guard  it ;  may  they  bless 
Her  slumbers  in  the  wilderness. 
She  sleeps  alone,  she  sleeps  alone ; 

For  all  unheard,  on  yonder  shore. 
The  sweeping  flood,  with  torrent  moan. 

At  evening  lifls  its  solemn  roar, 
As  in  one  broad,  eternal  tide, 
'J' he  rolling  waters  onward  glide. 

There  is  no  marble  monument. 
There  is  no  stone  with  graven  lie, 
364 


To  tell  of  tore  and  virtue  blent 
In  one  almost  too  good  to  die. 
We  needed  no  such  useless  tract 
To  point  us  to  her  lesting-plaoe. 

She  sleeps  alone,  she  sleeps  alone; 

But  midst  the  tears  of  April  showen, 
The  genius  of  the  wild  hath  strown 

His  germs  of  fruits,  his  fairest  flowen. 
And  cast  his  robes  of  vernal  bloom 
In  guardian  fondness  o'er  her  tomb. 

She  sleeps  alone,  she  sleeps  alone ; 

Yet  yearly  is  her  grave-turf  dress*d. 
And  still  the  summer  vines  are  thrown. 

In  annual  wreaths  across  her  breastp 
And  still  the  sighing  autumn  giwves. 
And  strews  the  hallow'd  spot  with  leaves. 


AFTER  A  STORM. 

There  was  a  milder  azure  spread 
Around  the  distant  mountain's  head; 
And  eveiy  hue  of  that  fidr  bow. 

Whose  beauteous  arch  had  risen  then^ 
Now  sank  beneath  a  brighter  glow, 

And  melted  into  ambient  air. 
The  tempest  which  had  just  gone  br. 
Still  hung  along  the  eastern  sky. 
And  threatened,  as  it  rolled  awaj. 
The  birds,  from  every  dripping  spray. 
Were  pouring  forth  their  joyous  mirth; 
The  torrent,  with  its  waters  biown. 
From  rock  to  rock  came  rushing  down* 
While,  from  among  the  amoky  hilla. 
The  voices  of  a  thousand  rills 

Were  heard  exulting  at  its  btrthl 
A  breeie  came  whispering  through  the  woi 

And,  from  its  thousand  tresses,  shook 
The  big  round  drops  that  trembUnf  glood. 

Like  pearls,  m  every  loa^  nook. 


r*  i:.—  *  !'»i'.-jr;j  ty  I  ••?•«« 
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HENRY    WADSWORTH    LONGFELLOW. 
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Mk.  Lanflfixiow  tn«  bom  la  th*  diy  ^  f*oi^ 
l«ad,  in  Mtmej  oa  the  twenty-^Beventb  of  Pcbro- 
vj,  1807»  When  fourteen  yeafs  of  a^e  he  en- 
iRod  Bo^doin  Cdlege,  wlier?  he  was  grmluaW  in 
1935**  He  voon  tfier  commenced  the  Etud  j  of  the 
kw/bot  bNfig  Btppointed  Profei«or  of  Modem  Lan- 
fttlfn  m  dM  cdlege  in  which  be  wax  edueated^ 
Iw  in  tSSO  Hilod  for  Eufope  to  prepat^  hmiM-lf  for 
l||e  dutiei  ofbk  olBi^  and  pa»cd  three  ycam  and  a 
balf  ^biting  gt  rtKidrng  in  Fmix«»  Spain,  Itoly^Ger- 
manj,  HoUmiJ  and  EnglaJid.  Wh«n  be  retumed 
be  entered  upon  the  LabotinB  of  instructianT  and  in 
1831  wu  Hurried^  The  profi^asorabip  of  Modem 
l«ii^uge«  and  Literatures  in  Hsirvard  C allege 
wna  Diade  vacant  in  1@35,  by  the  remgnatioti  (>f 
Mr,  TtrKitos*^  Mr,  LcisGFai.w*w,  being  ejeded 
his  iuccenof*  ic4giied  hia  place  in  Bmnevriek,  and 
wrot  a  ac^Qiad  tima  to  Eunipe  to  make  htmwtf 
Bdn  Cbaruughlj  acquainted  wtib  the  enbiecta  ot 
km  iiudka  in  the  northern  nationi.  He  pawed  the 
inmiorr  In  Denmark  and  Svvt?den  ;  the  atitumn  and 
fdnter  in  Geiman j^ — lending  in  that  period  his  wi/ej 
fibo  di^  anddcnly  at  Heidelberg— and  the  fallow. 
m§  ipring  aod  eummer  in  the  Tyrol  and  Switier- 
\mL  He  returned  to  Ihe  Umtefl  States  b  Oclo- 
bcTp  1836*  and  immediaielj  entered  upati  hi»  duties 
al  Canttridgit^  where  he  baa  Tvaided  ever  nnee, 
except  dming  a  tiaI  to  Europe  for  the  re«loralion 
oTbiibealth,  in  1843. 

The  eaHie^t  of  La?rirFaLLaw*8  mcirical  compo 
mtioBM  vren  writlen  for  "Tbo  United  States  Lit- 
erary Gaiette/*  printefJ  in  BoBtoti,  whiUs  be  wtM 
an  under-graduate ;  and  from  that  period  he  has 
been  knawn  ae  a  pool,  and  hia  eAluiiona,  improving 
as  eaeh  year  added  to  hia  jm: holarahip  and  taete, 
have  b(?«n  eitenfflTely  read  and  admired.  During 
bz«  siibK^uent  rejddenee  in  Bmnf«%virk  be  wrote 
MTcral  of  the  most  eU-^^^ant  and  judiciotts  papers 
thai  have  appcartal  in  the  *'■  JJorth  Ainerican  Be- 
vic^w  ;"  inade  a  tranalation  of  d^tiS*  dx  Mftnr^'jiut : 
and  publiftbed  "Outre  Mer, or  a  Pili^ima^ beyond 
tbc  8ea,"  a  collection  of  agreeable  tale*  and  aketchefl^ 
chiefly  written  daring  h\»  first  residence  abroad.  In 
1S39  appeared  hta  '*  Hyperion/'  a  romance,  and  in 
IH48  **  Kavanagh  "  hii  [a«l  work  in  proac. 

The  fitflt  coUectson  of  bia  poems  wan  published 
in  1  a.^Ja^^ndpr  th«  title  of  »*  Voice*  of  the  Nigbf 
H  it  **  BatladH  ind  other  Poem*''  flowed  in  1*4 1 ; 
"The  Spanish  Student,  a  Play/'  in  lS4a; "  Poemfl 
on  Slavery;'  in  18-11;  *'The  Belfry  <K  Brugei, 
and  other  Poema/'  in  1@45;  "Evangeline,  a  Tale 
of  Ai-adie,  •  in  1847;  '-The  Seaaide  and  the  Fire* 
aide/'  in  J84SI;  and  **Tlie  Uol^cu  Legend,"  in 
18SL  ComplelB  editiona  of  hi*  poetical  worka 
a{ipe«red  in  1845,  li^48,  ^nd  luhsequent  ye>ant. 

One  of  hb  largest  and  ino«t  elaborate  poema  iatba 
**  Children  of  the  Lord'a  Supper,'*  tranalaled  from  the 
Swedish  of  E« 4111  Taosraa,  a  venerable  biiii«ip  of 


the  Lutheran  ehui^b,  and  th«  movt  iUustriom  poet 
of  notihem  Europe^  The  ^nius  of  T£i>!rEm  bad 
already  been  miide  known  in  tliii.  country  by  a 
learned  ai^d  elaboiate  critidsm,  illustrated  by  tzvns^ 
tated  puwagei  of  great  bejintyt  from  hia  **  Frithiof 'a 
Saga,"  contributed  by  Loxf*FiLi,aw  to  the  "  North 
American  Review/'  uocm  after  he  it'iufned  from  hia 
seeond  viisit  to  Europe,  The  ^  Children  of  tlie 
Lord's  Supper"  ia  little  less  celebrated  than  the 
niithorV  great  epiKr,  and  the  Engb^h  T«!raion  ia  a 
sing^arly  exact  reproduettoQ  of  it,  in  form  and 
^iriL  No  tjunfiliriitiana  from  the  continental  lan- 
guagea  into  the  English  aiirpajsa  those  of  Lojtn- 
FtLLoWt  and  it  is  que^onable  whether  tome  of 
hia  'tereiona  from  the  Spanish,  Gcraian  and  Swis 
dlfth,  have  been  equalled.  The  rendition  of  the 
**  Chddr^n  of  the  Lord*a  Supper"  wat  among  the 
uiwt  dithcnlt  laaka  to  be  undertaken,  aa  apondaie 
wordf,  neeeaaary  in  the  convtmction  of  hexameleiar 
and  common  in  the  Greek,  Latin  and  Swedkb,  are 
ao  rare  in  tho  Engliah  language.  **  The  Skeleton 
in  Armoyr"  la  the  longest  and  moat  unique  of  hia 
ori^nal  poema.  The  Copenhagen  antiquariea  attrir 
bnle  the  erectinn  of  a  round  to^er  at  Newport,  in 
Rhode  laland,  to  the  Scandinaviana  of  Che  twelfth 
century.  A  few  years  ago  a  skeleton  in  complelw 
armour  waa  exhumed  in  the  vicinity  of  the  tower. 
These  facta  an  the  groundwork  of  the  tiory. 

Soon  aflier  the  appearance  of  the  ilrat  edition  of 
tbi^  work,  I  auggcated  bo  ili«  late  Mr*  Citmar^  the 
publLsber,  widely  known  for  hi#  t&ste  in  art  and 
Uterature^  that  a  aeries  of  such  Tolnmea,  embradng 
surveys  and  specunens  of  the  poetry  and  prose  of 
diflerciit  countries,  would  be  valuable  and  popu- 
lar; and  among  the  rcsnita  of  various  conversa- 
tioua  on  the  ^iibject,  wan  a  request  to  Mr.  Lono- 
rettow  to  prepare  «Tbe  Poeta  and  Poetry  of 
Europe,"  He  acceded,  and  in  the  summer  of  1 345 
finiahed  and  gave  to  the  praai  the  moat  compre- 
hentyve,  complete,  ami  aocumle  review  of  the  poetry 
of  the  continental  iiallon«  that  baa  ever  appear^ 
in  any  langua^. 

Uf  all  our  jjoeta  LoyftriLtow  best  deeerrea  th* 
title  of  artkL  He  has  it  ndi ed  the  prindplea  of  verbal 
melody^  and  rendered  himself  master  of  the  mys- 
terious affinities  whii*h  exiPt  between  sound  and 
tttnac,  won!  and  thought,  feeling  mtd  eipreeaion^ 
This  tact  i[]  ibe  um  of  language  ir  proljably  tlie 
chief  crtuso  of  hi*  buccp***  There  ia  an  aptitude, 
a  jfraccfutiiciafl,  and  vivid  beauty,  in  many  of  bia 
stunus,  which  at  t>ncc  imprt^  the  memory  and 
win  the  ear  antl  hviirt.  There  is  in  the  tone  of 
hia  poi^try  Uttle  pamion,  but  much  quiet  eamestnecii 
It  U  not  HO  much  the  power  of  the  instrumenl,  aa 
I  the  skill  with  which  it  k  managed,  thateicites  oui 
•ympathy.  Hia  acquaintance  wilb  foreign  Biera- 
ture  has  been  of  greut  advantage,  by  ivtndMinR 
him  Gimiliar  with  all  the  delicate  capaeitlea  of  bn* 
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guage,  from  the  grand  symphonic  roll  of  Northern 
tongue  to  the  «8oft,  baiiard  Latin"  of  the  South. 
Hut  ideas  and  metaphors  are  often  very  striking  and 
poetical;  but  there  is  no  affluence  it  imagery,  or 
wonderful  glow  of  emotion,  such  as  take  us  captive 
■n  Btron  or  Shellet  :  the  claim  of  Loitopkllow 
consists  rather  in  the  wise  and  tasteful  use  of  hia 
materials  than  in  their  richness  or  originality.  He 
has  done  much  for  the  Art  of  Poetry  in  this  countiy 


by  his  example,  and  in  thif  iwpeet  maj  i 
praiae  which  all  good  critiea  of  Englijh  PocCiy  1 
beatowed  on  Gbat  and  Couth  a.  Thm  ipiiil 
LoKOPBLLow^a  moae  is  altogelher  anezecpCioQ 
in  a  moral  point  of  view.  He  illnalntei  tbe  gn 
themes  of  song,  and  pleads  for  joalioe,  hmiiat 
and  particularly  the  beautiful^  with  a  poet's  d 
conviction  of  their  elemal  daims  upon  the  inst 
tive  recognition  of  the  man. 


NUREMBERG. 

Is  the  valley  of  the  Pegpiitz,  where  acroas  broad 

meadow-lands 
Rise  the  blue  Franconian  mountains,  Nuremberg, 

the  ancient,  stands. 

Quaint  old  town  of  toil  and  traffic,  quaint  oki  town 

of  art  and  song, 
Memories  haunt  thy  pointed  gables,  like  the  rooks 

that  round  them  throng ; 

Memories  of  the  Middle  Ages,  when  the  emperors, 
rough  and  bold, 

Had  their  dwelling  in  thy  castle,  time-defying,  cen- 
turies old ; 

And  thy  brave  and  thrifty  burghers  boasted,  in  their 

uncouth  rhyme, 
That  their  great  imperial  city  stretch'd  its  hand 

through  every  clime. 

In  the  court-yard  of  the  castle,  bound  with  many 

an  iron  band, 
Stands  the  mighty  linden  planted  by  Queen  Cuhi* 

ouNOB*s  hand; 

On  the   square  the  oriel  window,  where  in  old 

heroic  days 
Sat  the  poet  Mklcrior  singing  Kaiser  Maxixi- 

LiAN*s  praise. 

Everywhere  I  see  around  me  rise  the  wondrous 

world  of  Art, — 
Fountains  wrought  with  richest  sculpture  standing 

in  the  common  mart; 

And  above  cathedral  doorways  saints  and  bishops 

carved  in  stone. 
By  a  former  age  commission*d  as  apostles  to  our  own. 

In  the  church  of  sainted  Ssbalo  sleeps  enshrined 

his  holy  dust, 
And  in  bronze  the  Twelve  Apostles  guard  from  age 

to  age  their  trust ; 

In  the  church  of  sainted  Lawbxncx  stands  a  pix 

of  sculpture  rare. 
Like  the  foamy  sheaf  of  fountains,  rising  through 

the  painted  air. 

Here,  when  art  was  still  religion,  with  a  simple, 
reverent  heart, 

tdved  and  lahour'd  Albbxcbt  Dubbb,  the  Evan- 
gelist of  Art ; 

Hentv  in  silence  and  in  sorrow,  toiling  still  with 

busy  hand. 
Like  an  emigrant  he  wander*d,  seeking  for  the  Bet- 

tc«r  Land. 


J&mgrovitistheinscriptioaoa  thetonbiloMidi 

belies; 
Dead  he  ia  not^— but  departed^    fee  the  artist  up 

dies. 


Fairer  seems  the  ancient  city,  and  tfie  i 

seems  more  (air. 
That  he  once  has  trod  its  pm^anenl^  dnt  he  oi 

has  breathed  its  air ! 

Thioogh  these  atreets  ao  broad  and  ilitely,lhi 

dbscore  and  dismal  lanes. 
Walked  of  yore  the  Masteniofen^  cbantii^  n 

poetic  straina. 

From  remote  and  sunless  sabmha^  esma diey  Isi 

fKendly  guild. 
Building  nests  in  Fame'a  great  temple^  as  m  qio 

the  swallows  build. 

As  the  weaver  plied  the  ahutde,  wova  hs  too 

mystic  rhyme, 
And  the  smith  his  iron  measures  hammei'd  to 

anvil'a  chime ; 

Tlianking  God,  whose  boondlssB  wisdom  Bskso 

flowers  of  poesy  bloom 
In  the  ibrge'sdust  and  dnden^  in  the  timnmof 

loom. 

Here  Havs  8ACBs,theeobbler^iiool^hiiraiteof 

gentle  craft. 
Wisest  of  the  Twelve  Wise  MaalRi^  fai  hi^ii 

sang  and  laugh'd. 

But  his  house  is  now  an  sfe-hoase^  irilh  •  is 

sanded  floor. 
And  a  garland  in  the  windovr,  and  his  free  il 

the  door; 

Painted  by  aome  humble  artiat,  as  in  Adav  Pvi 

XAir's  song. 
As  the  old  man  gray  and  dove-like.  wUk  Ui  g 

beard  white  and  long; 

And  at  night  the  swart  ">•«*—«**  eomee  to  4n 

hia  caik  and  care, 
Quaffing  ale  from  pewter  tenkaidi^  in  dm  meol 

antique  chair. 

YanishM  is  the  andmt  aplendoiir,  i 

dreamy  eye 
Wave  these  mingling  shapes  end  : 

faded  tapestry. 

Not  thy  Conndb^  not  thy  Kaiaei%  win  ftr  free 

world's  regard; 
Bat  thy  painter,  ALenxcBT  Dumu^  Md  H 

Sacbs,  thy  oobblei4eid. 
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nAti  O  KnTdukirf,  *  wpuderor  from  « i«g!on  ^ 

Ai  h»  pv«d  thy  itroeti  and  cQurt-jta^  Mag  in 
tfaoi^t  bU  evcden  lay  i 

GalbenQg  fttim  the  pa^cmerif »  crevu^  oa  a  floweret 

of  the  soil, 
Hw  lability  of  [abaur,-^thc  long  pedigree  of  loiL 


THE  ARSENAL  AT  SPRINGFIELD, 

T»j*  ia  tlw  Artenal*    From  floof  to  •dlinjf. 
Like  a  bQg«  orgaHif  rise  the  hiuninhM  ariiis ; 

Bat  from  thdr  siletit  pipes  na  anth*?m  poatiug, 
StarUet  the  villagea  with  stnois^  ubrois;. 

Ah  I  what  ft  aottnd  will  ri»,  how  wilil  and  dreaty, 
When  the  de*tb-aiii|;i^l  tutxchi^^  tiinse  swift  kty  I 

What  bod  faiTKent  nnd  tJbtmal  Misieren] 
Will  nilngU]  with  thptr  awful  fym[ihonicff  I 

T  hiar  PTcn  now  the  iiiiiDil«  lierco  rhorua> 
The  cries  of  agony,  tlu?  i^ndk^  groan. 

Which,  throfi^h  the  ages  that  have  gone  before  us, 
In  long  rererheratkins  reach  mir  own. 

(hi  he^lin  and  ham«w  ringii  the  Saxon  hammer, 
Through  Cimbric  forest  roara  the  Norwmen'i 

Anct  loiid>  amid  the  universal  chmor,  [«)ng, 

O'er  distant  deaorta  ftoundit  the  Tartar  gong* 

(  bnar  the  Flf>r«'4itine^  who  fmm  hut  pahtce 
Wheels  out  bia  haUle  bell  witli  dreadful  din, 

And  Aziec  priesia  upon  their  WocaUia 

Beat  th«  wildwar-drurna  made  of  serpent's  skin; 

The  titmuU  of  each  sacked  and  burning  Tillage ; 

The  shout  that  every  pnsyL'r  fur  mercy  drowno; 
The  sddicr*  i^dn  m  the  midsl  of  pdlage ; 

The  wntl  of  f&mme  in  belcaguenxl  towuR; 

The  t»ar»ting  Bhell,  the  gnteway  wrench'd  asiinder, 
Tbe  raltiiiig  muakctf  j^  the  clashing  blade ; 

And  ever  and  anon,  in  tones  of  thunder^ 
The  di«fK*on  of  the  cannonade. 

li  it,  O  man,  wjth  such  dUoordant  noisea. 
With  RUf'h  al!euF»c^d  inatmnienta  as  thefte, 

Hiou  drowneat  Nature's  sweet  *ind  kindly  voicoa, 
And  jsLTfest  the  celestial  hormonita  t 

Wew  hidf  the  power,  that  fiHit  the  world  wtlh  terroTp 
Wcr«  half  thu:  wealth,  beatow'd  on  camps  and 
conrtBt 

Giren  to  ledeero  the  human  mind  from  error, 
Thfcre  were  no  need  of  arwsniils  nor  fort* : 

The  warriors  name  would  be  a  name  ahhort«d  I 
Afid  ev&j  nation^  thai  «hould  lifl  again 

lii  hand  against  a  brother^  on  itji  forehead 
Would  wear  for  evermore  the  cune  of  Cain  \ 

Down  the  dark  future,  ihromjh  long  generation^ 
The  c-difMng  «outi'U  grow  fjunler  and  then  eeaae; 

And  Like  a  liclh  with  polemn,  sweet  Tibraliona, 
I  hear  oaeio  more  the  voice  of  Christ  jsay  "  Peaice  !*' 

Peace  T  and  no  longer  from  iia  briKten  portula 
The  bla.«t  of  war*»  great  orgnn  »bakeathe  Bki^i! 

But  beautiful  as  Ksnga  of  the  immtortala, 
*I%t  holy  mcloditA  of  bve  triae* 


THE  SKELETON  IN  ARMOUR, 

*iBrF.fcKJ  #peak!  thou  f?arfu|  guerti 
Wlio,  with  thy  hollow  breaiil 
Still  in  rude  armour  dreat, 

Comelt  to  daunt  me  I 
Wrap!  not  in  Eastern  balms, 
Bui  with  tliy  deshleia  palms 
8trelch*d,  a»  if  askit^g  aim*. 
Why  dost  thou  baunl  me  t" 

Then,  from  those  ciTemoqi  ey« 
Pale  fiaifthe*  fleetnc^j  to  riHe, 
Aa  when  the  Noiibf^m  i^es 

Glt-am  in  DecemVr ; 
A/id*  like  the  water's  flow 
Under  December  li  snow. 
Come  a  dull  voice  of  wo 

From  the  heart'*  chamber, 

t*  I  was  a  Viking  old  f 
My  decd^  though  manifold. 
No  Skald  in  aong  baa  told, 

No  Sajra  taught  thee  I 

Take  heed,  that  In  tby  vei»e 

Thou  dost  the  tale  rebeaivef 

Else  dreiui  a  dead  man's  etuao! 

Fof  lhi«  I  iftLrtjgbt  thee. 

*•  Far  in  tb*  Northern  Land, 
By  tlie  wild  Baltic*!  strand^ 
I,  with  my  childish  hand^ 
Tamed  the  ger-lahxtn ; 
And,  with  my  ukates  fitftrboiindf 
Skimnn'd  the  half-^rror^en  Sound, 
That  the  poor  whimpering  hound 
Trembled  to  walk  on, 

**  0^  to  hti  firoien  kir 
Tra*!k*d  I  the  grinly  bear, 
While  from  my  path  the  hare 

Fl(?d  like  a  shadow ; 
Oft  thraugh^the  for^it  dark 
Followed  the  weft>-woif  s  bark. 
Until  the  soaring  lark 

Ssng  from  the  meadow. 

i*  But  when  I  older  grew, 
Joining  a  coreair's  crew. 
O'er  tlie  dark  «ea  I  flew 
With  the  mmaudera. 
Wild  was  the  liib  we  tad ; 
Many  the  souls  that  aped,      * 
Many  the  hearts  that  bbd. 
By  our  stem  ordersir 

"  Many  a  waiiBail-bout 
Woro  the  long  winter  out ; 
OfUm  oqr  midnight  about 
Set  the  coeka  crowing. 
As  we  the  Berserk  «  tahs 
Measured  in  cups  of  alcr 
Draining  the  oaken  pail, 
FiU'd  to  o'erfloi»ingi 

"  Once  OS  I  told  in  glee 
Tales  of  the  irtormy  sea. 
Soft  eye«  dul  gaxe  on  me. 
Burning  out  tender; 
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And  ai  the  white  itan  ■hine 
On  the  dark  Norway  pine, 
On  that  dark  heart  of  mine 
Fell  their  soft  splendour. 

"  I  woo'd  the  blue-eyed  mai|], 
Yielding,  yet  half  afraid, 
And  in  the  forest's  shade 

Our  vows  were  plighted. 
Under  its  looscnM  vest 
Flutter'd  her  little  breast, 
Like  birds  within  their  nest 

By  the  hawk  frighted. 

«  Bright  in  her  father's  hall 
Shields  gleam'd  upon  the  wall, 
Loud  sang  the  minstrels  all, 

Chanting  his  glory ; 
WhenofoldHildebrand 
I  ask'd  his  daughter's  hand, 
Mute  did  ttie  minstrel  stand 

To  hear  my  story. 

**  While  the  brown  ale  he  quafTd 
Loud  then  the  champion  laugh'd. 
And  as  the  wind-gusts  waft 

The  sea-foam  brightly. 
So  the  loud  laugh  of  scorn, 
Out  of  those  lips  unshorn. 
From  the  deep  drinking-horn 

Blew  the  foam  lightly. 

«  She  was  a  Prince's  child, 
I  but  a  Viking  wild, 
And  though  she  blush'd  and  smiled, 

I  was  discarded ! 
Should  not  the  dove  so  white 
Follow  the  8ea-mew*s  flight. 
Why  did  they  leave  that  niglit 

Her  nest  unguarded  ? 

«  Scarce  had  I  put  to  sea. 
Bearing  the  maid  with  me, — 
Fairest  of  all  was  she 

Among  the  Norsemen! — 
When  on  the  white  sea-strand. 
Waving  his  armed  hand, 
Saw  we  old  Hildebrand, 

With  twenty  horsemen. 

«  Then  launch'd  they  to  the  blast, 
Bent  hke  a  reed  each  mast. 
Yet  we  were  gaining  fast. 

When  the  wind  fail'd  us ; 
And  with  a  sudden  flaw 
Came  round  the  gusty  Skaw, 
So  that  our  foe  we  saw 

Laugh  as  he  hail'd  us. 

«  And  as  to  catch  the  gale 
Round  vecr*d  the  flapping  sail, 
Death !  was  the  helmsman's  hail, 

Death  without  quarter ! 
Mid-ships  with  iron  keel 
Struck  we  her  ribs  of  steel ; 
Down  her  black  hulk  did  reel 

Through  the  black  water. 

•<  As  with  his  wings  aslant. 
Sails  Ihe  fierce  cormorant, 


Widi  his  pray 
So  tofvrud  dia  opm 
Besting  to  aeA  agani, 
Thioagli  the  wild 

Boreltfae 


M  Three  weeks  we  wMtwud  Imi% 
And  when  the  stonn  was  o'er. 
Cloud-like  we  saw  the  ahora 

Stretching  to  lee-waid; 
There  for  my  lady*s  bower 
Built  I  the  lofty  tower. 
Which,  tothii  veiy  hour. 

Stands  looking  mm-vrmrdm 

«  There  lived  we  many  yean; 
Time  dried  the  maiden's  team; 
She  had  ibrgot  her  few% 

She  was  a  mother ; 
Death  dosed  her  mild  Uae  cj«i^ 
Under  that  tower  she  lies : 
Ne'er  shall  the  sun  aiin 

On  such  another! 

M  Still  grew  my  bosom  tlieiit 
Still  as  a  stagnant  fim  I 
Hateftil  to  me  were  men, 
The  sun-lifl^t  hateful! 
In  the  vast  forest  here. 
Clad  in  my  warlike  gear. 
Fell  I  upon  my  spear, 
O,  death  was  grafedul! 

«  Thus,  seam'd  with  many  scan 
Bursting  these  prison  ban^ 
Up  to  its  native  stars 
My  soul  ascended! 
There  from  the  flowing  bowl 
Deep  drinks  tite  warriov^s  soo^ 
Skoall  to  the  Northland!  ibmlf^ 
—Thus  the  tale  ended. 

*  In  Scandinavia  this  Is  the  casloaiaty  mH 
when  drlnkinf  ■  bsaltli.  The  crthugiaiihy  ef  Hm 
is  slightly  changed,  to  preserve  tha  conrsct  pnaaaci 

NoTS.— This  poem  was  snffgeslad  1^  tke  1 
Tower  at  Newport*  now  dalned  ky  tka  Panes 
work  of  their  aneestors.  Mr.  Lungfclow  rai 
On  this  ancient  structure,  tbsra  are  ao  ewa»ii 
rosining  which  niigbt  possibly  have  oarvei  to  g« 
la  assigning  the  prabaUe  daU  of  ka  sncdoa. 
BO  vestige  whatever  Is  fbaad  of  tiM  iwlMsi  an 
any  spproxlmatloa  to  it,  is  ladleativa  of  aa  aaillsr 
than  of  a  later  period.  Froai  avcli  ctaaradailfl 
remain,  however,  we  eaa  seanaly  fbrm  WKf  oil 
ference  than  one,  In  wbkh  I  an  piisiiadsi  tfeat  al 
are  ikmlliar  with  Old-Nortbera  aichiteelBra,  wUI  c 

THAT  THIS  anLDDfO  WAS  aaSLTStt  AT  A  RBMD  SBD 
HOT   LATZa    THAU    THS    TWSLra    CIROR.      Tl 

mark  applies,  of  eomasvto  Ihe  origtoal- buMtaig 
and  not  to  the  alterattoas  thai  k  satasqosady  rae 
for  there  are  several  such  alterations  la  lbs  uppi 
of  the  building,  which  cannot  be  nilsfafc— ,  aai 
were  most  likely  occasloaed  by  ks  belag  adapi 
modem  times  to  varloos  uses,  fcr  sxaoipla  aa  tl 
structure  of  a  wind-mill,  and  latterly,  as  a  haj  sni 
To  the  same  times  nuty  be  referred  Iba  wladoii 
fire-place,  and  the  apertures  atfido  above  Iba  col 
That  this  building  could  not  have  been  sfactsj 
wtnd-mlll,  is  what  aa  architect  will  easHy  dlseam^ 
FBssoB  Rafic,  in  the  JMlMftrss^  fa  tSfWrtlTsfi 
Jintiqnmim  da  JVWrd,  fbr  I 
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A  PSALM  OF  LIFE. 

V«4TtSt  »E4AT  Of  TH8  VOfNQ  MA!t  MJO  TO  IWt 

Tkll  me  not,  b  mdurnful  numbcn^ 
Life  U  but  wi  «mptj  dfeant ! 

For  ihe  vju]  U  di?Bil  ihal  flLumbcrft» 
And  IhmjjB  are  not  what  they  aeeou 

Life  U  nai}  !     Life  ui  t^rnest  I 
AnJ  the  gr«v«  k  not  its  goal ; 

Du«e  thuu  nit*  to  diuf^t  rptumefft^ 
W»jt  Tjot  spokf  n  of  the  «oult 

Not  enjovmcntt  and  not  soTToWt 

Is  OUT  dt^fltiQed  end  or  way  ; 
Boi  td  ftfi,  thM  eneh  to-moirow 

Find  m  further  tbjui  Ifnlnj^ 

Art  u  lanq,  and  Time  »  fleeting^ 

And  <Hif  h^rtj^  though  stout  and  bfnre^ 

SttU«  like  muffled  drarrui^  an?  tiesltng 
Funcrsl  marchc*  lo  the  grave. 

In  the  world**  bro;id  Md  of  battle, 

In  the  111  TO  etc  of  Life» 
Br  not  like  dumb,  driven  ritlJet 

Be  ft  hero  in  the  atrtfe  t 

Tnist  no  Future,  howe'er  pleasant ! 

Let  the  de«d  P^t  bury  iti  dead  I 
Act, — act  in  the  living  Present ! 

H«arl  ifftthin,  and  Gott  overhead  I 

hi^rm  of  great  tntiti  all  remmd  ua 
Wfl  r^n  nxake  our  Urea  aubltme, 

Antl  departing*  leave  behind  n« 
Footpfinta  on  th«  sands  of  time ; 

Footpiinlfl,  that  perhapA  another, 
Suling  o'er  Iife'«  Bolemn  main, 

A  Ibrlorn  and  ahip wrecked  brotbej^, 
Seeing,  shdl  take  heart  agalru 

I^et  u*.  then,  be  up  ^d  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fnle ; 
Stjtl  aduering.  atill  pursuing* 

htutn  to  laboof  and  lo  wait. 


THE  LIGHT  OF  STARS. 

T«»  Tiifht  i«  csome,  but  not  too  aoon ; 

And  sinking  nUentW, 
All  silentlT,  the  lit  lie  moon 

Drop«  ddwn  behind  the  sky. 

There  is  no  Uj^jhl  in  earth  or  heaven. 
But  the  cold  li^ht  of  atar* ; 

And  the  iirst  wak-h  of  nig!U  U  given 
To  the  reil  pJmet  Mars. 

la  it  the  U^ndcr  utar  of  love  ! 

The  star  of  htvc and  drramt ! 
O  no  I  from  that  bfue  tent  above 

A  hCToa  armour  gleams* 

And  earnest  thouglit'^  within  me  riitt^ 

When  I  behold  afar, 
SQ«pendcJ  in  the  evcninq  vkiea, 

The  shield  of  that  red  atar. 


Q  atar  of  streng^  I  I  aee  thee  aland 

And  smilo  upon  my  pain  ; 
Thou  beckoncal  with  Ihj  mailed  hand, 

And  I  am  strong  sg^n. 

Within  my  breast  there  is  no  light, 
But  the  cold  light  of  fftars : 

I  gife  the  first  watjch  of  the  night 
To  the  red  plaii^t  Marn. 

The  atiXT  of  the  uneonquor'd  will. 

He  ri«e»  in  my  brenst, 
Bercnef  an^J  rcaotute,  and  atiH, 

And  eaJm,  and  aelf-poflseasMi 

And  thou,  too,  whosoever  thou  art, 
That  readeat  thia  brief  psaJro, 

As  one  by  one  thy  hopes  depart, 
Be  reaoliitc  and  calm. 

0  fear  not  in  a  world  like  thi4. 
And  thou  fibalt  know  ere  long, 

^ow  how  sublime  a  thing  it  ia 
To  BufTer  and  be  fttrong. 


ENDYMION, 

Tex  rising  mooti  has  hid  the  staro, 

Met  level  rays,  like  golden  bars, 
Lie  on  the  laridacape  green. 
With  shadows  brown  between* 

And  silver  white  the  river  g!e4kmiSi 
Aa  if  Di47Fi,  in  her  dfeam*, 

Had  dropt  her  silver  bow 

Upon  the  meadowi  low. 

On  auch  a  tranquil  night  aa  thia, 
Sha  woke  E:ci>rii4io?(  with  a  ki^. 

When,  sleeping  in  tho  grove. 

He  dreamM  not  of  her  lovcs. 

Like  Dial's  kiss,  unaak'd,  unaoogbt, 
Love  girea  itaelfi  but  is  not  bought ; 

Nor  voice,  nor  sound  betraya 

Ita  deepp  impaaaion'd  gaxe. 

Tt  eomei— the  braintiful,  the  free. 
The  crown  of  all  humanity — 

In  silence  and  alone 

To  seek  the  elected  one. 

It  lifla  the  bows,  whoae  shadows  deep 
Ar«  Life's  oblivion}  the  sau!*s  sleep, 
And  kJaa^  the  closed  eyes 
Of  liim,  who  slumbering  liea» 

O,  weary  hearts  \  O,  slumbering  eyes  ! 
O,  drooping  souls,  whose  destitiies 

Are  fraught  with  fear  and  pain. 

Ye  shall  be  loved  again  ! 

No  one  is  so  ac cnnied  by  fatCj 
^a  one  to  Btteily  desolate, 

But  Kime  heart,  lliough  unknoirn. 

Responds  nnto  its  own. 

Re^pondf- — aa  if,  with  umw^n  v-ings, 
A  breath  from  heaven  had  touoh*d  itaflringw ; 
And  whi#per».  in  ils  wmg, 
"  Where  h»st  thou  stayed  *o  lone  V* 


I 
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FOOTSTEPS  OF  ANGELS. 

Wrkit  the  hours  of  day  are  nmnbei'dy 

And  the  voicci  of  the  Night 
Wake  the  better  soul  that  ■lumber'd 

To  a  holy,  calm  delight; 
Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted, 

And,  like  phantoms  gprim  and  tall, 
Shadows  from  the  fitful  fire-light 

Dance  upon  the  parlour-wall ; 
Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  tlie  open  door ; 
The  beloved  ones,  the  true-hearted, 

Come  to  visit  me  once  more ; 

He,  the  young  and  strong,  who  cherish'd 
Noble  longings  for  the  strife, — 

By  the  road-Hide  fell  and  pcrishM, 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life ! 

They,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly, 
Who  the  cross  of  suflfcring  bore, — 

Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly, — 
Spake  with  us  on  earth  no  more ! 

And  with  them  the  Being  Beauteous, 
Who  unto  my  youth  was  given. 

More  than  all  things  else  to  love  me, 
And  u  now  a  saint  in  heaven. 

With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep. 
Comes  that  messenger  divine. 

Takes  the  vacant  chair  beside  me. 
Lays  her  gentle  hand  in  mine. 

And  she  sits  and  gazes  at  me, 
With  those  deep  and  tender  eyes. 

Like  the  stars,  so  still  and  saintlike. 
Looking  downward  from  the  skies. 

UtterM  not,  yet  comprehended. 
Is  the  spirit*s  voiceless  prayer, 

Soil  rebukes,  in  blessings  ended. 
Breathing  from  her  lips  of  air. 

O,  though  oft  depressed  and  lonely, 

All  my  fears  are  laid  aside, 
If  I  but  remember  only 

Such  as  these  have  lived  and  died ! 


THE  BELEAGURED  CITY. 

I  HiYK  read  in  some  old  marvellous  tale 

Some  legend  strange  and  vague, 
That  a  midnight  host  of  spectres  pale 

Beleagured  the  walls  of  Prague. 
Beside  the  Moldau's  rushing  stream, 

With  the  wan  moon  overhead. 
There  stood,  as  in  an  awful  dream. 

The  army  of  the  dead. 
White  as  a  sea-fog,  landward  lK>und, 

The  spectral  camp  was  seen, 
And,  with  a  sorrowful,  deep  sound. 

The  river  flow*d  between. 

No  other  voice  nor  sound  was  there. 
No  drum,  nor  sentry's  pare ; 

7*he  mist-like  banners  claspM  the  air. 
As  clouds  with  clouds  embrace. 


But,  when  tlw  old  < 

Proelaim'd  Aa  i 
The  white  psTilioiw  rase  and  kM 

On  the  tianned  air. 

Down  the  bioad  valley  fast  and  &r 

The  troubled  army  fled ; 
Up  rose  the  glorioos  morning  star^ 

The  ghastly  host  was  dead. 

I  have  read  in  the  manreUoaa  heart  of  n 
That  strange  and  mystic  scroll, 

That  an  army  of  phantoms  vast  and  w 
Beleaguer  the  human  aooL 


Encamp'd  beside  Life*s  mshing 

In  Fancy's  misty  light. 
Gigantic  shapes  and  shadows  glsMS 

Portentous  through  the  nighL 

Upon  its  midnigfat  battle-groond 
The  spectial  camp  ia  aasn,* 

And  with  a  sorrowfnl,  dtep 
Flows  the  River  of  Life 


No  other  voice,  nor  sound  is  tfaan^ 

In  the  army  of  the  grave ; 
No  other  challenge  breaks  the  air, 

But  the  rashing  of  Life's  wave. 

And,  when  the  solemn  and  deep  dmith^ 

Entreats  the  soul  to  pray. 
The  midnight  phantoms  fesl  the  spdl, 

The  shadows  sweep  awaj. 

Down  the  broad  Vale  of  Tean  a&r 

The  spectral  camp  is  fled ; 
Faith  shineth  as  a  morning  alar, 

Our  ghastly  lean  are  dead. 


IT  IS  NOT  ALWAYS  MAY. 


Tbs  snn  is  bright,  the  ab  ia 
The  darting  swallows  soar  and 

And  from  the  ststely  elms  I  hear 
The  blue-bird  prophesying  ^ 


80  blue  yon  winding  river 
It  seems  an  outlet  from  the  sky. 

Where,  waiting  till  the 
The  freighted  doods  at 


All  things  are  new— the  bnda,  1 

That  gild  the  elm-tree's  1 
And  even  the  i 

There  are  no  birds  in  last  yearns  nart. 

All  things  rejoice  in  yonth  and  lov% 
The  fulness  of  their  flrst  deCgkt, 

And  learn  from  the  soft  heavana  above 
The  melting  tenderness  of  night 

Maiden !  that  read'st  this  dmpla  ihyme^ 
Enjoy  thy  youth— it  will  not  atay  ; 

Enjoy  the  fragranee  of  thy  prims^ 
For,  O!  it  is  not  alwaya  Uaj ! 

Enjoy  the  spring  nf  Lofve  and  Toolfa, 
To  some  good  angel  leave  the  leal. 

For  Time  will  teach  thee  aoon  the  tnA- 
There  are  no  birds  in  last  year'a  nart. 
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MIDNIGHT  MASS  FOR  THE  DYING 
YEAR. 

Ynst  the  year  U  growing  old. 
And  hh  eve  k  pde  aind  blear'd  \ 

Death,  with  frosty  han<1  and  eold, 
riuckfl  the  old  maji  bj  Ihc  beajdj 
Bofely, — «orely  I 

The!  Irnveii  are  faltiQg^  Tallin  g^, 

Solcnmly  and  alow ; 
Ctw  !  c»w  I  the  rooks  are  calling, 

It  ii  a  fi<iund  of  wo« 
A  floimd  of  vro  ! 

Thmugh  woods  and  iiioaTitain-pafl«ea 
The  winda,  like  anlhetna,  roJl ; 

Th#y  are  chanting  9<)lfii}n  maases, 
Stn^iig^^  Pmy  for  thia  poor  soai, 
Pt»y,--pray  ? 

Tb4«  hooded  dcmda^  \ike  fiiars, 
TftU  their  beada  in  dropa  of  rain, 

And^nttcr  their  dotcful  prayers  j — 
But  their  pray  era  are  all  tn  vain. 
All  in  vain  I 

Them  be  atimcja^  in  the  foul  weatlieft 

The  fofllUh,  fond  Old  Year, 
Crowu'd  with  wild  Aowera  and  with  heftthfir* 

l^ike  weak«  ilespiwd  LsaEj 
A  king, — a  king  \ 


I  ooines  the  snmmcT'^Uke  dayt 
( the  old  miin  rpjtiice  \ 
Hti  }oy !  hi«  lait !  O,  the  old  man  gny 
LoTfth  her  eTer-ftoft  voice^ 
Gentle  and  low. 

To  the  crimaon  woodn  he  saith, 
And  the  voice  gentle  and  low 

Of  the  ^a  air,  like  a  daughter's  breath, 
Pray  do  tiol  mock  tne  §o  I 
Do  not  laugh  at  me  I 

And  now  the  aweet  day  b  dead ; 

Cold  in  hia  arms  it  liea, 
No  itain  from  ita  breath  ia  aproad 
Otcr  the  gliu^y  akiei!, 
No  iniat  nor  stain ! 

Then,  too,  the  Olil  Year  dieth, 
AncJ  the  fofeeta  utter  a  moan. 

Like  the  itoice  of  one  who  crieth 
In  the  wildemeaa  alone^ 
Vex  not  hia  ghoat ! 

Then  c^men,  with  an  awful  roar. 
Gathering  and  aoundiOj;  on. 

The  wij^rtn-wind  from  Labrador, 
The  wind  Eurt^rlydon., 
The  ■tornfwind ! 

Howl  I  howl!  and  from  the  forest 
Sweep  the  rei]  leuvei  away  f 

Would,  the  ain*  Ihat  thou  ahhorrvaf, 
O  soul  I  could  thua  decay. 
And  be  awept  away  I 


For  them  aball  come  a  mightier  blaat, 

There  ahaU  be  a  ilarker  day  ; 
And  the  stars,  from  heaven  down-eaat, 
Like  red  leaves  be  swept  away  ] 
Kyrie  E  ley  son  I 
Chnste  Eleyeon ! 


THE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITH, 

tJsrnam  a  spreading  chestnut  tree 

The  village  smithy  standa ; 
The  amilh,,  a  mighty  man  ia  he* 

With  lar^e  and  ainewy  bsuda ; 
And  the  muaclea  of  hia  hrawny  arma 

Are  strong  as  iron  banda. 

Hia  hair  ia  criap,  and  black,  and  long ; 

HLj  foee  is  like  the  Lan  ; 
His  brow  is  wet  with  hanest  sweat; 

He  earns  whnioVr  he  can,, 
And  looka  the  whole  world  in  the  facfl, 

For  he  owea  not  any  man* 

Week  in^  week  out,  from  mom  till  nighty 
You  can  hear  his  twKowa  blow  ; 

You  can  hear  him  swing  hia  heavy  sledjge^ 
With  raeaaurcd  beat  and  i*Iow^ 

Like  a  aerton  ringing  the  village  bell 
When  the  eveaing  f  un  U  low. 

And  children  ceming  home  from  school 

Look  m  at  the  open  door ; 
^ey  love  to  see  the  flaming  for^ 

And  hear  the  bellows  roar. 
And  catch  the  barnitig  sparks  that  fly 

Like  chaj?  from  a  threshing-floor. 

He  goca  on  Sunday  to  tlie  church, 

And  aits  among  hia  boyi ; 
He  hears  the  parson  pray  and  preachy 

He  be^ra  his  daughter's  voice. 
Singing  in  the  viHa^  choir, 

And  it  makca  hia  heart  rejoice. 

It  aotindfl  to  him  like  her  mother'a  voice, 

Singing  in  Paradise  I 
He  needs  must  think  of  her  once  more,      ■ 

Row  in  the  grave  ahe  tica ; 
And  with  bis  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipM 

A  tear  out  ot  his  eyes. 

Toiling'— rejoicin  g-^^orro  wing— 
Onward  through  life  he  goea  j 

Each  morning  see^  some  ta^k  begini 
Bach  evcnins;  sf^ea  it  close  ; 

8ometliiiig  attempted — something  dani*j 
Has  earned  a  night's  repose. 

Thanks,  Ihnnkft  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend. 
For  the  Icfwon  ihou  hsj^it  lanrfit  S 

Thus  at  the  flaming  fonre  of  Life 
Our  forty  neit  must  be  wroaghl, 

ThiM  on  \l3  aotindinfc  anril  ihaped 
Each  burning  deed  and  thouKbt 
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EXCELSIOR. 

Till  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 
As  through  an  Alpine  village  poae'd 
A  youth,  who  bore,  mid  snow  and  ice, 
A  banner  with  the  strange  device, 
Excelsior ! 

His  brow  was  sad ;  his  eye  beneath 
FlashM  like  a  faulchion  from  its  sheath, 
And  like  a  silver  clarion  rung 
The  accents  of  that  unknown  tongue, 
Excelsior ! 

In  happy  homes  he  saw  the  light 
Of  household  fires  gleam  warm  and  bright: 
Above,  the  spectral  glaciers  shone. 
And  from  his  lips  escaped  a  groan, 
Excelsior ! 

<•  Try  not  the  pass  !*'  the  old  man  said ; 
**  Dark  lowers  the  tempest  overhead. 
The  roaring  torrent  is  deep  and  wide !" 
And  loud  that  clarion  voice  replied. 
Excelsior  I 

u  O  stay,"  the  maiden  said,  «  and  rest 
Thy  weary  head  upon  this  breast !" 
A  tear  stood  in  his  bright  blue  eye. 
But  still  he  answer'd,  with  a  sif^ 
Excelsior  I 

«  Beware  the  pine  tree*i  withered  branch  I 
Beware  the  awful  avalanche !" 
This  was  the  peasant's  last  good-night ; 
A  voice  replied,  far  up  the  height. 
Excelsior ! 

At  break  of  day,  as  heavenward 
The  pious  monks  of  Saint  Bxrfard 
LTtter'd  the  oft-repeated  prayer, 
A  voice  cried  through  the  startled  air, 
Excelsior ! 

A  traveller,  tiy  the  faithful  hound, 
Half-buried  in  the  snow  was  found, 
Still  grasping  in  his  hand  of  ice 
That  banner  with  the  strange  device, 
Excelsior ! 

There,  in  the  twilight  cold  and  gray, 
Lifeless,  but  beautiful,  lie  lay, 
And  from  the  sky,  serene  and  far, 
A  voice  fell,  like  a  falling  star ! 
Exccleior ! 


THE  RAINY  DAY. 

TiiR  day  is  cold,  and  dark,  and  dreary; 
It  rains,  and  the  wind  is  never  weary ; 
The  vine  still  clings  to  the  mouldering  wall, 
B  It  nt  every  gust  the  dead  loaves  fall, 
And  the  day  is  dark  and  dreary. 

My  life  is  cold,  and  dark,  and  dreary ; 
It  rains,  and  tho  wind  is  never  weary ; 
My  thoughts  still  cling  to  the  mouldering  past. 
But  the  hopes  of  youth  fall  thick  in  the  blast. 
And  the  days  are  dark  and  dreary. 


Be  atiU»  ad  hMit,  and  4 
Behind  the  clouds  is  the  nm  rtill  shining 
Thy  fate  is  the  eommoa  iele  of  all: 
Into  each  life  aome  nin  moat  &1I, 

Some  daya  muat  be  daili  and  dreary. 


MAIDENHOOD. 

Maidkit  !  with  the  meek,  brawn  tyta, 
In  whoae  orbi  a  abadow  liea, 
Like  the  dusk  in  eveniof  akiea! 

Thou,  whooe  locka  oatehine  the  nOp 
Golden  tresses,  wreathed  in  ooe, 
Aa  the  braided  stnamleta  ran ! 

Standing,  with  rdnctant  feet, 
Where  the  brook  and  river  meet! 
Womanhood  and  childhood  fleet! 

Gazing,  with  a  timid  glance. 
On  the  brooklet's  swift  advaaoe^ 
On  tiie  rivet's  broad  expanse ! 

Deep  and  still,  that  gliding  ataeam 
Beaatiful  to  thee  must  seem. 
As  the  river  of  a  dream. 

Then,  why  penae  with  indfriaifln, 
When  bright  angels 'in  thy  ▼imm 
Beckon  thee  to  fields  Elysianl 

8eest  thou  shadowa  sailuig  bj. 
As  the  dove,  with  startled  eje. 
Bees  the  falcon's  shadow  flj  1 

Hearest  thou  Toieea  on  the  ahon^ 
That  our  ean' perceive  no  mora^ 
Deafen'd  by  tiie  cataraet'a  narl 

O,  thou  child  of  many  pnyen! 

Life  hath  qnictsanda^— Tiife  bath  aiBm 

Care  and  age  come  unawatea! 

Like  the  swell  of  some  sweet  CaM^ 
Morning  rises  into  noon. 
May  glidea  onward  into  Jnne* 

Childhood  b  the  boogb  when 
Birds  and  blossoms  many-fumbai'd 
Age,  that  bough  wilb 

Gather,  tiien,  each  flower  fliat 
When  the  young  heart  metflaw^ 
To  embalm  that  lent  of  ■MMTBi 

Bear  a  lily  hi  thy  hand; 
Gates  of  braaa  cannot  y  * 
One  touch  of  that  magic  wandi 

Bear,  through  aonow,  wrongs  and 
In  thy  heart  the  dew  of  yooth. 
On  thy  lipa  tiie  anule  of  troth. 


O,  that  dew,  like  bahn. 

Into  wounda,  that  cannot  heal. 

Even  as  sleep  our  eyes  doth  m 


And  that  amile,  like  i 
Into  many  a  aunleaa  beait. 
For  a  amile  of  God  tboa  art. 
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Ija,"  a  aatire,  and  m  novel  in  proge,  emit  fed  »  Ea*t* 
ford/'i]nderthepBeudonyniDfWE9L£TlJiinoK]c. 
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AUTUMN  MUSINGS 

Caifa  tboa  wiUi  me  I     If  thou  haat  worn  away 
All  this  moat  gtoriou9  summer  in  the  crowdi 
Amtil  tbe  duit  of  cities,  and  the  din. 
While  bird*  wejn  carolling  on  every  spray  | 
It  from  gray  dawn  to  nolemn  night'*  approach 
Thy  wnl  hath  wasted  all  iu  b«tter  thoo^ta, 
TciiUni^  and  pantiiij;  for  a  little  gold  \ 
Drndicing  atnid  tbe  veiy  leea  of  lifia 
Tm  tbia  arcuTied  alavo  that  ma1u»  in«n  alaTca; 
Cosine  thoa  with  tzie  into  the  plea^wnt  fields : 
Let  IVatare  breathe  on  us  and  moke  us  free  t 

For  thou  ihalt  hold  communion,  pure  and  high, 
VTjih  ibe  great  Spirit  of  the  Universe ; 
It  «hall  penrwJc  thy  fioul ;  it  shall  renew 
The  fancier  of  thy  boyhood ;  thou  sholt  know 
Tear*,  most  unwonted  tears  dimtning  thine  eyee  \ 
Ttii>u  ahalt  forj^t,  under  tbe  old  brown  oak, 
Tkal  the  good  friuth  iTind  and  the  liberal  west 
Hate  o*her  tidings  than  the  »ongs  of  birds. 
Or  the  aoft  news  wafted  fiom  fragrant  flowers. 
Lo4ik  out  on  Nature's  face^  and  what:  hath  ibe 
In  eoinmon  with  thy  fcelinga  T     That  brown  hill, 
f^pon  whove  lirjef^  from  the  gray  monntain-osh, 
We  gathered  crimson  Iwrrici,  looked  as  brown 
When  like  leaTea  fell  twelve  aulnmn  suns  n go ; 
Thin  plca^tant  streaniw  with  the  well^sbaded  vcrge^ 
On  whoce  fair  rar£u^  have  our  buoyant  limb* 
Bit  often  pky'd,  eareaaing  and  eareat'd ; 
lim  verdant  banki  arv  tureen  as  iben  they  were  i 
!*o  went  itA  bubbling  murmur  down  tbe  tide, 
V**,  ami  the  t-ery  trecs^  thwie  sneient  oaks, 
The  rrimsonKrrested  maple^  foathf  ry  elm, 
And  fair,  «mooth  ash,  with  leaver  of  i>fraccful  gold, 
Loi^k  like  familiar  faces  of  old  friend*, 
FrTjm  their  broad  brafieheii  drop  tlie  wither  d  leaves^ 
Drop,  one  by  one,  wilhimt  a  wngle  breath, 
Seve  when  wme  eddying  eutl  round  the  old  roots 
Twirls  tbem  about  in  merry  sport  a  while^ 
They  are  not  changed ;  their  oitce  is  not  done  ; 


The  first  soft  brccic  of  spHng  ahall  see  tliem  fresh 
With  sprouting  twig*  bursting  from  every  bnuich, 
Aa  should  frejih  feelings  from  our  wilberM  hcarla. 
Scorn  not  the  moral ;  for,  while  these  have  warro'd 
To  annual  beauty,  gladdening  the  fi^nhh 
With  new  and  ever-glorious  gnmiiure, 
Thou  haat  growu  worn  and  wasted,  almofft  gray 
Even  in  thy  tery  aummor,     'T  is  for  this 
We  have  negleeted  nature !     Wearing  out 
Our  hearts  and  alt  our  life's  dearest  charitiea 
In  llie  perpetual  turmoil,  when  we  need 
To  Btrenglben  and  to  pu/ify  our  minda 
Am!d  tbe  venerable  wctods;  to  hold 
Chaste  conversic  wilb  the  fountains  and  the  winda  I 
So  should  we  elevate  our  souls;  so  be 
Renily  to  stand  and  act  a  nobler  part 
In  Ibe  hard,  heartless  struggles  of  the  world. 
Day  wanes  ;  'l  is  autumn  eventide  again ; 
And,  sinking  on  the  blue  hills^  bieast*  the  woBi 
Spreads  tbe  Isfge  bounty  of  bis  level  blaae. 
Lengthening  the  ahadea  of  mountains  and  tall  troea, 
And  throwing  blacker  shadows  o*er  the  sheet 
Of  this  dark  stream,  in  whose  unrufBed  Ude 
Waver  the  bank-sbrub  and  the  graceful  elm. 
As  the  gay  branches  and  their  trembUng  leaves 
CsU^h  the  soft  whisper  of  the  coming  sir  i 
So  doth  it  mirror  every  parsing  cloud. 
And  those  which  fill  the  chambers  of  the  west 
W^itb  such  strange  beauty,  fairer  than  sll  lbrone% 
Blaion*d  with  orient  gems  and  barbarous  gold» 
I  see  thy  full  heart  gatbering  in  thine  eyfj* ; 
I  see  thpite  eyeti  Dwelling  with  precious  team ; 
But,  if  ibou  couldst  bave  looked  upon  this  scene 
With  a  cold  brow,  and  then  tum'd  back  lo  thonghti 
Of  tralBe  in  tby  fellow's  wretehnlnett, 
Thou  wert  not  fit  to  gSM  upon  the  face 
Of  Nature's  nakeil  bi^auty ;  most  unfit 
To  look  on  fairer  tilings,  the  lovelineaa 
Of  eartb'a  mort  lovely  daughters,  whose  glad  forlDi 
And  glaneiug  eye*  do  kindle  the  great  Roula 
Of  better  men  lo  emulate  pure  thoughL-t, 
,  And,  b  high  action,  aU  ennobling  de«da> 


364 


GEORGE  LUNT. 


But  lo !  the  harvest  moon !    She  climbe  ai  Cur 
Among  the  cluster'd  jewels  of  the  sky, 
As,  tnid  the  rosy  bowers  of  paradise, 
Her  soil  light,  trembling  upon  leaf  and  flower, 
Smiled  o'er  the  slumbers  of  the  firstpbom  man* 
And,  wliile  her  beauty  is  upon  our  hearts. 
Now  let  us  seek  our  quiet  home,  that  sleep 
May  come  without  bad  dreams ;  may  come  as  light 
As  to  that  yellow-headed  cottage-boy, 
Whose  serious  musings,  as  he  homeward  drives 
His  sober  herd,  are  of  the  frosty  dawn. 
And  the  ripe  nuts  which  his  own  hand  shall  pluck. 
Then,  when  the  bird,  high-courier  of  the  mom, 
Looks  from  his  airy  vantage  over  the  world, 
And,  by  the  music  of  his  mounting  flight. 
Tells  many  blessed  things  of  gushing  gold, 
Coming  in  floods  o*er  the  eastern  wave. 
Will  we  arise,  and  our  pure  orisons 
Shall  keep  us  in  the  trials  of  the  day. 


JEWISH  BATTLE-SONG. 

Ho  !  Princes  of  Jacob !  the  strength  and  the  stay 
Of  the  daughter  of  Zion, — now  up,  and  array ; 
Lo,  the  hunters  have  struck  her,  and  bleeding  alone 
Like  a  pard  in  the  desert  she  maketh  her  moan : 
Up,  witli  war-horse  and  banner,  with  spear  and 

with  sword, 
On  the  spoiler  go  down  in  the  might  of  the  Lord ! 

She  lay  sleeping  in  beauty,  more  £ur  than  the  moon. 
With  her  children  about  her,  likfl  atari  in  night's 

noon. 
When  they  came  to  her  covert,  these  spoilera  of 

Rome, 
And  are  trampling  her  children  and  rifling  her  home: 
O,  up,  noble  chiefs !  would  you  leave  her  foriom. 
To  be  crush*d  by  the  Gentile,  a  mock  and  a  Mom  t 

Their  legions  and  cohorts  are  fair  to  behold. 
With  their  iron-clad  bosoms,  and  helmets  of  gold ; 
But,  gorgeous  and  glorious  in  pride  though  they  be, 
Their  avarice  is  broad  as  the  grasp  of  the  sea ; 
They  talk  not  of  pity ;  the  mercies  they  feel 
Arc  cruel  and  fierce  as  their  death-doing  steeL 

Will  they  laugh  at  the  hind  they  have  struck  to 

the  earth, 
When  the  bold  stag  of  Naphtali  bursts  on  their 

mirth! 
Will  they  dare  to  deride  and  insult,  when  in  wrath 
The  lion  of  Judah  glares  wild  in  their  path  t 
O.  say,  will  they  mock  us,  when  down  on  the  plain 
The  hoofs  of  our  steeds  thunder  over  their  slain  t 

They  come  with  their  plumes  tossing  haughty  and 

free. 
And  white  as  the  crest  of  the  old  hoary  sea; 
Vet  they  float  not  so  fierce  as  the  wild  lion's  mane. 
To  whose  lair  ye  have  track'd  him,  whose  whelps 

ye  have  slain ; 
But,  dark  mountain-archer !  your  sinews  to-day 
M  ust  be  strong  as  the  spear-shsdl  to  drive  in  the  prey. 

And  the  tribes  are  all  gathering;  the  valleys  ring  out 
To  the  peal  of  the  crumpet — the  timbrel — the  shout : 


Lo,  Zebulon  cornea;  he  mneniban  the  day 
When  they  perill'd  thflir  lives  to  the  daathm  the: 
And  the  rideia  of  Naphtali  bunt  from  the  hii 
Like  a  mountain-swoUeii  atzeam  in  die  prid 
itsriUa. 

Like  Sisera's  rolls  the  foe*8  cfaariofe-wheri. 
And  he  comes,  like  thSe  Philiatine,  gilded  in  s 
Like  both  shall  he  perish,  if  ye  an  bat  men, 
If  your  javelins  and  hearts  are  aa  migiity  asd 
He  trusts  in  his  buckler,  hia  apear,  and  his  iw^ 
His  strength  is  but  weakneea ;— wo  tmit  in 
Lord! 

♦ 

«'  PASS  ON,  RELENTLESS  WORLD. 

SwirrsR  and  swifter,  day  bj  day, 

Down  Time's  nnqiiiet  cmrent  huTd, 
Thou  paasest  on  thy  reatlees  way, 

Tumultuous  and  unstable  world  I 
Thou  passest  on !     Time  hath  not  aMn 

I>elay  upon  thy  harried  path ; 
And  prayers  and  tears  alike  have  been 

In  vain  to  stay  thy  coune  of  wiathi 

Thou  pasaest  on,  and  with  tfiee  90 

The  loves  of  youth,  the  caraa  of  asa; 
And  smiles  and  teara,  and  j/of  and  W0| 

Are  on  thy  history's  troiidiled  page! 
There,  every  day,  like  yeateiday. 

Writes  hopes  that  end  in  mockeij; 
But  who  shall  tear  the  veil  away 

Before  the  abyss  of  things  to  be  1 

Thou  pasaest  on,  and  at  thy  aide, 

Even  as  a  shade.  Oblivion  tranin^ 
And  o'er  tiie  dreams  of  homan  prido 

His  misty  shroud  forever  ipwiadB ; 
Where  all  thine  iron  hand  hath  tnead 

Upon  that  gloomy  scroll  to-day. 
With  records  agea  since  eflacad^ 

Like  them  shall  live,  like  dieni  deeaj. 

Thou  pasaest  on,  with  thee  the 

Who  sport  upcm  thy  flanntjwg 
Pride,  framed  of  dust  and  fi^jr'a 

Who  court  thy  love,  and  nm  dij 
But  thou  and  I«— and  be  it 

Press  onward  to  eternity.; 
Tet  not  together  let  us  go 

To  that  deep-voioed  bat 

Thou  hast  thy  fnend%— I  would  hawa  nbi 

Thou  hast  thy  thoogfats^    lea^  ■»  aj  < 
I  kneel  not  at  thy  gilded  dirine^ 

I  bow  not  at  thy  alaviah  throM; 
I  see  them  pass  withoat  a  ai^i^— 

They  wake  no  awelling  n^iCiina  MNr, 
The  fierce  delights  that  fin  thine  agr«b 

The  triumphs  of  thy  hangfaty  bmr* 


Pass  on,  relentless  woild !    I  [^ 

No  more  for  all  that  thqa  hMt  ilica. 
Pass  on,  in  Gfon's  name^— only  leaf 

The  things  thou  never  yet  haat  { ' 
A  heart  at  ease,  a  mind  at  homo, 

Affections  fixed  abofo  thy  awi^. 
Faith  set  upon  a  world  to  eome^ 

And  patience  thiongh  UA^a  IBila  day. 
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2m 


HAMPTON  BEACH, 

Amtwm  upon  this  ■ouading  sliore, 
A0d,  O  how  b]t»M»  again  done  E 
1  ccmtd  not  beu  to  hear  thy  ro^^ 
Thj-  d<*p,  thy  long,  mftjcstk  tone ; 
f  eould  not  baa  to  ttiLak  thai  Di>e 
Omld  Tkw  with  m*  thy  swelling  mighty 
And,  ]ik«  m  very  stoek  or  iton«, 
Tyjn  £oLilIj  froiD  the  glunouJ  «igbt, 
Afid  nek  the  idlo  worU,  to  hale  and  fear  uid  fighL 

Thou  art  the  lajiie^  eternal  flea  ! 
7^  e&rth  hath  many  shapes  and  form^ 
Of  hiil  and  Tsillpy,  flower  aiHl  tree ; 
FUlda  that  the  fervid  noontide  warma, 
Or  winter**  ruflfited  graup  deromia, 
Or  bright  with  autuntn^a  golden  «lore  f 
Thou  corenstt  up  thy  face  with  stonms. 
Of  mmitest  ftert-nt^ — but  still  thy  roar 
And  dasliing  foara  go  up  to  vex  the  »ca-beat  ihofe* 

I  tee  Ihy  hearing  watera  toU^ 
I  hcsf  thy  atcm^  uplifted  voice, 
And  trumpet-mte  tjpon  my  soul 
FwdU  the  deep  munkc  of  that  noise 
Wherewith  thou  do«t  thyself  rejoice; 
The  ahipia,  (hat  ofi  thy  bosom  play, 
Thou  d^hefit  them  ahout  like  toy*, 
And  atmided  navies  are  thy  prey, 

8tTOwn   on    ihy  TOck-boimd   coaat,  torn  by  the 
whirling  apray* 
A«  aumnier  twilight,  soft  and  calm, 
Or  when  in  MUmaj  grwideiir  drest. 
Peak  up  to  heaven  the  eternal  psalm, 
lliat  wwells  within  thy  bonndleaa  breast ; 
Thy  euHing  waters  have  no  rest ; 
But  day  and  night  the  €e«£eteij»  throng 
Of  wave^  that  wait  thy  high  behest, 
Speak  ant  in  nUerance  deep  and  iftrongi 

And  loud  the  craggy  beach   howla  back  their 
■avage  aong. 
Terrible  art  thou  in  thy  wrath, — 
Terrible  in  thine  hour  of  glee, 
When  ihe  utTong  winds,  upon  their  path. 
Bound  o'er  thy  brfa^t  lumtiltuounty. 
And  flhout  their  chonii  loud  and  free 
To  the  aad  aea-bird'a  mournful  wail, 
At.  heaving  with  the  heaving  «ea. 
The  broken  mast  and  nholter'd  lail 

Tell  of  thy  cruel  strength  the  himeotftble  lal«. 

Ay,  'tis  indeed  a  gbrioua  aight 
To  ^nw  uptm  thine  ample  fince ; 
An  awful  joy.—'a  docp  delight ! 
I  aee  Ihy  Uugbinfi  waves  embrace 
Each  other  in  Iheif  fmhc  race; 
I  sit  above  the  flashing  spray, 
That  foams  around  this  rocky  base. 
And,  as  the  bright  blue  wsters  play,      [as  they. 
F««l  thai  my  thoughts,  mj^  life,  perchance,  are  vain 

Thiv  Ls  thy  lesson^  mighty  sea  f 
Man  cat ta  the  dimpled  earth  his  own. 
The  ilowcfy  vale^  the  golden  lea ; 
And  on  the  wild*  gray  mountain-atone- 
Ctaima  nature^s  temple  for  his  throue ! 


B  ut  where  thy  many  t^oic«s  sing 
Their  endless  song,  the  deep,  deep  tone 
Call*  bai:^k  bis  spiril^s  airy  wing. 
He  shrinka  into  himaelfj  where  Gojt  alone  is  king  I 
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Otxb  the  mountain  wave,  see  where  they  cotpe  ( 
Storm-cloud  and  wintry  wind  wekome  Ihem  hmne\ 
Yet,  where  the  sounding  gale  howb  to  the  nea, 
There  their  song  peala  along,  deep-atoned  iu>d  free ; 

•*  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  c<inie  ; 

Whefo  the  free  dare  to  be — tlii*  u  our  home  V^ 
England  bath  annny  dales,  dearly  they  bWuni ; 
Scotia  bath  beather-hilla,  EWeet  their  perfume  r 
Yet  through  the  wildemeaa  eheerfui  we  ftlmy, 
Native  land,  native  land — home  f^r  away  1 

"  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  eomt? ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  be — thia  is  onr  home  V* 
Dim  grew  the  for«jt»path :  onward  they  trod  ; 
Finn  beat  their  noble  hearts,  tnuttng  tn  Ood  f 
Gray  men  and  blooming  maids,  high  Tose  their  song  ( 
Hear  it  nweeps  clear  and  deep,  ever  along : 

♦*  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  wo  come ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  be — this  ia  our  borne  !** 
Not  theirs  the  glory*wrealh,  torn  by  the  blojt ; 
Heavenward  their  holy  steps,  heavenward  Lhey  paat? 
Green  be  their  mossy  gmves  I  ours  be  their  fume. 
While  their  &ong  penJj^  along,  ever  the  same : 

"  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  Cfimc? ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  be — thb  la  our  home !" 


THE  LYRE  AND  SWORD. 

Tua  freeman'^s  glittering  sword  bo  bleat, — 

Forever  blest  the  freeman's  lyre, — 
Thai  rings  upon  the  tyrant'a  crest ; 

Tki»  aljia  the  heart  lilte  living  fire : 
Well  can  he  wield  the  shining  brand, 
Who  battles  for  his  native  land ; 

But  when  his  fi niters  eweep  ihe  chords, 
That  summon  heroes  (o  the  fray. 

They  gather  at  the  feast  of  ewoidit. 
Like  mountain-eagles  to  their  prf^y  I 

And  roid  the  vales  und  swelling  hills. 

That  sweetly  bloom  in  Freedom'*  land, 
A  living  spirit  breathes  and  fllla 

The  freeman's  heart  and  nerren  hiit  hand  ; 
For  the  brig:bt  aoil  that  gave  bim  birth. 
The  home  of  all  he  loves  on  earth,^— 

For  fA«,  when  Freedom's  trumpet  ctlla. 
He  wavea  on  high  hi*  aword  of  fire,^- 

For  thi^,  amidftt  bia  counlryV  balla 
Forever  strikes  the  freeman's  lyre! 
Hi*  burning  heart  he  may  not  lend 

To  serve  a  doting  deHpol'a  «w»y,^ — 
A  suppliant  knee  he  will  nr»t  bend, 

Before  these  things  of  ^»  brans  and  elay  !** 
When  wrong  and  ruin  e^ll  to  war, 
He  knows  the  summons  from  afar ; 

On  high  his  glittering  sword  he  wave*. 
And  myriads  feel  the  freeman's  fins 

While  he,  around  their  tatben*  gravsa, 
Sirikea  to  old  strains  the  fiveman^a  tyi^l 


< 
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ROBERT   H.  MESSINGER. 


(Bon  ftb«at  1807.] 


Our  cleverest  writers  of  verse,  in  many  cases, 
have  never  collected  the  waifs  thej  have  given  to 
/nagazines  and  newspapers,  and  some  of  the  beet 
fugitive  pieces  thus  published  have  a  periodical 
currency  without  the  endorsement  of  a  name,  or 
their  authore,  having  written  for  the  love  of  writ- 
ing, rather  than  for  reputation,  have  permitted  who- 
ever would  to  run  away  with  the  literary  honors 
to  which  they  were  entitled.  Mr.  Mbssuioib  is 
an  exBm])le  of  this  class. 

RoBKKT  HiMCKLET  Messikqer  is  a  native  of 
Boston,  and  comes  from  an  old  puritan  and  pil- 
grim stock,  being  a  descendant  in  the  seventh 
genemtion  from  Hknbt  Mesbimger,  who  was 
mode  a  freeman  of  Boston  in  the  year  1630,  and  a 
great  grandson  of  the  Reverend  Henbt  Mbssin- 
OER,  who  was  graduated  at  Harvard  College  in 
1719,  and  elected  the  first  minister  of  Wrentham, 
Massachusetts,  in  1720. 

With  a  view  to  his  education  at  Cambridge  he 


was  placed  at  the  Boaton  Latin  8diool,  thom 
the  administnition  of  Bexjaviv  A.  GoriD; 
after  three  years*  attendance  there,  prefemBg  i 
cantile  porsuits,  be  left  for  the  dty  of  IVcw  T 
where  he  resided  many  yean.  ThepocBswet 
from  his  pen  were  moaUy  written  at  ebont  the 
of  twenty  to  twenty-five  yean,  and  appaarac 
the  New  York  « American."  The  linei^  "( 
me  the  PW  suggested  by  a 
Alphokbo  of  Castile,  were  fint  i 
paper  for  the  twenty-euth  of  AprUt  1838,  and  i 
reprinted  in  an  early  edition  of  the  ^Faeli 
Poetry  of  America,"  under  an  imprearion  thati 
were  firom  the  hand  of  the  ingenioiM  and  alq 
essayist,  Mr.  Hihrt  Cabt;  oat  that  gentka 
on  discovering  my  error,  took  the  fint  cfiportii 
to  deny  their  authonhlp  to  me. 

Mr.  MBssiiraBR'B  residenea  at  praamt  (18 
is  in  New  London,  one  of  the  moontain  vjlfa 
of  New  Hampahire. 


GIVE  ME  THE  OLD. 

OLD  WIVE  TO  DRINK,  OLD  WOOD  TO  BURX,  OLD  BOOKS  TO 
READ,  AND  OLD  FRIENDS  TO  COKYERSB  WITH. 


Old  wine  to  drink! — 
Ay,  give  the  slippery  juice. 
That  dnppeth  from  the  grape  thrown  looae, 

Within  the  tun ; 
PlnckM  from  beneath  the  cliff 
Of  sunny-sided  TenerifTe, 

And  ripened  'neath  the  blink 

Of  India's  sun ! 

Peat  whiskey  hot, 
Tem{>cred  with  well-boiled  water! 
These  make  the  long  night  shorter^— 

Forgetting  not 
Good  stout  old  English  porter. 

II. 
Old  wood  to  bum ! — 
Ay,  bring  the  hill-side  beech 
From  where  the  owlets  meet  and  screech. 

And  ravens  croak; 
The  crackling  pine,  and  cedar  sweet ; 
Bring  too  a  clump  of  fragrant  peat. 
Dug  *neath  the  fern; 

The  knotted  oak, 

A  faggot  too,  perhap, 
Whose  bright  fiame,  dancing,  winking, 
8hall  light  us  at  our  drinking; 

While  the  oozing  aap 
Shall  make  aweet  music  to  our  thinking. 
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in. 
Old  books  to  read!— 
Ay,  bring  those  nodes  of  wit. 
The  brazen-dasp'd,  the  vellum  wril^ 

Ttme-honour'd  tomes! 
The  same  my  sire  scanned  befim. 
The  same  my  granddre  thambed  o*ar. 
The  same  his  sire  from  ooUege  bon^ 
The  well-earn*d  meed 

Of  Oiford'a  domes: 

Old  HoMBB  Uuid, 
Old  HoRACi,  rake  Avacbxoit,  bj 
Old  IVllt,  Plautub,  T^kbiicb  Ke; 
Mort  Arthur*!  oMen  minatrelBie» 
Quaint  BuRTOir,  quainter  SPsarsBBp  aj^ 
And  GxRyAii  Marksam's  Teneria    ■ 

Nor  leave  behind  * 
The  Holye  Book  by  which  wa  liro  aad  db 

IT. 

Oldfiriendatotalk!— 
Ay,  bring  thnaa  ehoaen.fcw. 
The  wIm,  the  coortly  and  the  trw^ 

So  nrely  foond ; 
Him  for  my  wine,  him  fcr  mj  atod. 
Him  for  my  eaael,  distich,  bod 
In  moontain  walk! 
Bring  Waltre  good : 
With  soalfal  Fnio;  and  leuned  Wiu^ 
And  thee,  my  alUr  tgo,  (deanr  ami 
For  every  mood.)* 


•  «<lt  Is  mtbera  sad ^ 

know  that  the  *  Waltbr  good,'  tfea  * Ww  c^.^ 
'leamed  Wm,'  un  tm  thsir  ftiavssL'^-JVMS  >Vmi 

'"  -  "  ^  "  "     '  lITf',  fiifii'-ilBH  ITiiBBsr 


JOHN  H.  BRYANT. 


rfcti^i*CffJ 


PoKat  Ho^^mn  B«T4ifT  WIS  bora  m  Cmnimng- 
,  MaiiacbQjMUt,  on  th«  twentj-aecaoJ  dajr  of 
f,  L807.  His  jQuih  w&s  passed  principaKj  m 
■1  €»ccupatiAnE,  imd  in  attnading  tbe  dutnct  And 
er  achooU,  uiitil  h«  was  niaeUien  yean  of  igv^ 
Ptt  b«  bigan  lo  stuJy  the  Latin  language^  with 
kw  of  mteriog  one  of  the  colleges*  In  1B26, 
wmUm  1^  first  poein  of  which  he  rctoiiied  any 
^.  Thb  was  entitled ''M  J  Native  YiUs^/'  «iid 
t  «p^««rad  in  the  **  United  Bitten  Kevkw  &nd 
^rarj  Gmxctl^/*  a  perioJical  publlflhi^  simnlta- 
MsJ?  ot  New  York  and  Bo«i£on,  of  which  kis 

(hrr*  WiLtlAIW   CULI,!^  BftTlNT,  WOA  Otlfl  of 

nlitonk  It  is  included  in  the  present  etyllce* 
L  \ftt^  Uii«  be  gave  up  the  tJea  of  &  uniter- 
'  «^ucaUf)«f  And  placed  himself  for  a  whib  at 
Binnetacr  Sohool  at  Tmy,  umier  the  (upcrin- 
Imoe  of  Professor  ExTosr.  H«  Biib«equi»ni]y 
|i«d  hiniiself  to  the  iludj  of  the  mathematical 
I  n«ttirjil  ficienfJHi,  unJar  ditlerent  iastractow, 
[  m  htM  intervals  of  iei^ure  prcN]iici>d  M^nJ 
IM%  whicb  were  pubiiahed  in  the  gueUe«i 


In  AprU,  1831,  he  went  to  Jaebontilk,  b  IIIl- 
lioia;  and  in  September  of  the  neirt  year  w^iit  to 

PnnoetoQ^  in  the  same  eUt^,  where  he  lAt  yinM^jr 
down  as  a  squaiitrt  m  inhabitant  of  the  public 
Jands  nol  yet  ordered  to  he  sold  by  the  g^ivi?ni* 
tnetjL  When  the  lands  came  into  the  majki-t,  he 
purctmsod  a  farm*  b>rd<?ring  on  one  of  thfi  fine 
groves  of  Uiot  oountiy*  He  wai  iDan°tcd  in  lB3i)* 
He  sccfipUMl  eoon  aTLea^'anl  two  or  thrpe  jtiihlic 
ofHi%«r  one  of  which  was  that  of  HeconJer  ^i  Bu- 
reau county;  but  afterward  resigned  them,  arid 
devoted  him^lf  to  a^culttiral  pursuita,  Of  bia 
poema,  part  were  wfitten  in  Mj^^achusett^^  iind 
port  in  IlJmoia,  They  have  the  «ime  gcnend 
characteriflitics  m  ihom  of  hia  hrothor.  Ht^  ii;  a 
lover  of  natLire^  and  dcacribea  mlntiteLj  and  effeft- 
ively*  To  him  the  wind  and  the  Btneanw  wv  t^spt 
mti3ii!]d,  and  the  forecti  ind  llie  ptairie«  clothed 
in  beauty.  His  veraification  is  easy  and  eonrt^t, 
and  hts  writing*  show  him  to  ho  a  msm,  of  rrltnixl 
ta£t«  and  kindly  fcettngHt  and  to  havo 
stored  with  the  best  learning. 


^it^K*«WKJfcj  l^l^K^  ■■ 


THE  NEW  ENGLAND  PH-GRIM'S 
FUNERAL, 

It  wb»  a  wintry  acene, 
Phe  biib  were  whitenM  o*er, 
d  the  chill  north  winds  were  blowing  keen 
Uong  the  locky  fhort. 

Gone  was  iho  wood-hiid'i  lay, 
rhat  th«  iummcr  forest  filis, 
tl  the  voice  of  the  rtreain  has  passed  away 
^rom  its  path  atnong  the  bitle. 

And  the  low  nun  coldly  «iniled 
rhrough  the  boughs  of  the  ancient  wood, 
lerc  a  hundrefl  souk,  sire,  wife,  and  ehUd, 
iround  a  coffio  itood. 

They  rais«d  it  gently  up, 
i.nd,  through  the  untrodden  vnow, 
ty  bore  it  iway,  with  a  solemn  step, 
To  a  woody  vale  below. 

And  grief  was  in  earh  eyei, 
Lt  they  movol  towards  the  ipcit 
d  hrifC  low  speech,  and  tear  and  dgh 
Toid  that  a  friend  was  noL 

When  they  laid  hts  cold  eofpss  knr 
n  its  dark  and  narrow  cell, 
ivy  the  minsfled  earth  and  snow 
Jpon  his  coifm  lelL 

Weeping,  they  pasted  awaft 
ind  W6  him  theiv  alone. 


With  no  mark  to  tell  wlierti  their  d^  fiiend  lay, 
Bat  die  moasy  foiest-atone. 

When  the  winter  Btorms  were  gone 
And  the  strange  birds  sung  around, 
Dreen  gross  and  violets  sprung  upon 
That  spot  of  holy  ground. 

And  oW  him  giant  trees 
Their  proud  arms  U>ia'd  on  high, 
And  n^tled  muaic  lo  the  brcexo 
That  waniler'd  through  the  eky. 

When  these  were  overspread       , 
With  the  hues  that  Autumn  gate^ 
They  bow'd  them  in  the  wind,  and  shed 
Their  leaves  upon  his  grave. 

These  woods  are  pcrishM  now, 
And  that  humble  grave  forgot. 
And  the  yeoman  sings,  as  he  driv^  his  plough 
O'er  that  once  sacred  spot 

Two  centuries  are  flown 
Since  they  bid  his  cold  corpse  low, 
And  his  bonefl  oi?  moulder M  to  dn^  and  strowtt 
To  the  br^xes  Isng  ago. 

And  they  who  laid  him  there. 
That  sad  and  anfiering  train. 
Now  aleep  in  dust, — to  tell  us  wbeie 
No  lettered  stones  remain. 

Their  memory  remains, 
And  ever  shall  remain, 
More  lasting  than  the  aged  itsym 

Of  £gypt*s  atoried  plain.  ^ 


J 


/ 
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A  RECOLLECTION. 

Here  tread  aside,  where  the  deeoending  brook 
Pays  a  scant  tribute  to  the  mightier  stream, 
And  all  tiic  summer  long,  on  silver  feet, 
Glides  lightly  o'er  the  pebbles,  sending  out 
A  mellow  murmur  on  the  quiet  air. 
Just  up  this  narrow  glen,  in  yonder  glade 
Set,  like  a  nest  amid  embowering  treet, 
Where  the  green  grass,  fresh  as  in  early  spring, 
Spreads  a  bright  carpet  o'er  the  hidden  toU, 
Lived,  in  my  early  days,  an  humble  pair, 
A  mother  and  her  daughter.    She,  the  dame, 
Had  well  niq^h  seen  her  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Her  step  was  tremulous ;  slight  was  her  frame. 
And  1)0 wM  with  time  and  toil ;  the  lines  of  care 
Were  deep  upon  her  brow.     At  shut  of  day 
I  've  met  her  by  the  skirt  of  this  old  wood. 
Alone,  and  faintly  murmuring  to  herself 
Hajily,  the  history  of  her  better  days. 
I  knew  that  history  once,  from  youth  to  age:— 
It  was  a  sad  one ;  he  who  wedded  her 
Had  wrong'd  her  love,  and  thick  the  darts  of  death 
Had  fallen  among  her  children  and  her  friends. 
One  solace  for  her  age  remained, — a  fair 
And  gentle  daughter,  with  blue,  pensive  eyes. 
And  cheeks  like  summer  roses.     Her  sweet  songs 
Rang  like  the  thrasher's  warble  in  these  woods. 
And  up  the  rocky  dells.     At  noon  and  eve. 
Her  wiilk  was  o'er  the  hills,  and  by  the  founts 
Of  the  deep  forest     Od  she  gather'd  flowers 
In  lone  and  desolate  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  other  wanderers  but  seldom  trod. 
Once,  in  my  boyhood,  when  my  truant  steps 
Had  led  me  forth  among  the  pleasant  hills, 
I  met  her  in  a  shaded  path,  that  winds  [low. 

Far  through  the  spreading  groves.    The  sun  was 
The  shadow  of  the  hills  strctch'd  o'er  the  vale, 
And  the  still  waters  of  the  river  lay 
Black  in  the  early  twilight     As  we  met. 
She  stoop'd  and  press'd  her  friendly  lips  to  mine. 
And,  thoufi:h  I  then  was  but  a  simple  child, 
Who  ne'er  had  dream'd  of  love,  nor  knew  its  power, 
I  wondcr'd  at  her  Iieauty.    Soon  a  sound 
Of  thunder,  muttering  low,  along  the  west. 
Foretold  a  coming  storm ;  my  homeward  path 
Lay  throuirh  the  woods,  tangled  with  undergrowth. 
A  timid  urchin  then,  I  fear'd  to  go. 
Which  she  observing,  kindly  led  the  way. 
And  lefl  me  when  my  dwelling  was  in  sight 
I  hasten'd  on ;  but,  ere  I  reach'd  the  gate. 
The  rain  fell  fast,  and  the  drench'd  fields  around 
Were  glittering  in  the  lightning's  frequent  flash. 
But  where  was  now  Eliza?    When  the  morn 
Blush'd  on  the  summer  hills,  they  found  her  dead, 
.  Beneath  an  oak,  rent  by  the  thunderbolt 
Thick  lay  the  splinters  round,  and  one  sharp  shaft 
Had  pierrctl  hersnow-white  brow.  And  here  she  lies. 
Where  the  g^rcen  hill  slopes  toward  the  southern  sky. 
'Tis  tniny  summers  since  they  laid  her  here; 
The  cottage  where  she  dwelt  is  razed  and  gone ; 
Her  kindred  all  are  perish'd  from  the  earth. 
And  this  rude  stone,  that  simply  bears  her  nsme. 
Is  mouldering  fast ;  and  soon  this  quiet  spot. 
Held  sacred  now,  will  be  like  common  ground. 


Fit  pkee  ii  this  for  ao  i 
To  find  ha  rat    It  ii  a  hallowM  ihiiiw. 
Where  nature  pays  her  tribale.    Dewy  sprin 
Sets  the  gty  mid  ilowen  thidc  oitNuid  her  gi 
The  green  bonglia  o*er  her,  in  the  mmmeMii 
Sigh  to  the  winds ;  the  robin  takes  hu  perch 
Hard  by,  and  waiUea  to  his  ntting  mote; 
The  brMT-roae  bloMome  to  the  sky  of  Jane, 
And  hang!  above  her  in  the  winter  days 
Its  scarlet  frnit    No  mde  loot  teutiues  near; 
The  noisy  schoolboy  keeps  aloof;  and  ba 
Who  hunts  the  fez,  when  all  the  hills  aie  wh 
Here  treads  aside.    Not  seldom  hava  I  fonndl, 
Aroond  the  headstone  carefnllj  entwined, 
Garlands  of  flowers,  I  never  knew  by  whom. 
For  two  years  past  I  'va  mias'd  diam;  doabUns 
Who  held  thisdnst  mostpracioast  plaosd  than  fli 
And,  sorrowing  in  secret  many  a  year, 
At  last  hath  left  the  earth  to  ba  wiA  hsr. 


MT  NATIVE  VILLAGE. 

Tana  lies  a  ▼iOaga  in  a  peaceful  vala. 

With  sloping  hills  and  waving  woods  araoc 
Fenced  from  the  blasts.    Inhere  never  ruder  gi 

Bows  the  tali  grass  that  covers  oil  the  grooi 
And  planted  shrubs  are  thero,  and  cberisb'd  flos 
And  a  bright  verdure,  bom  of  gentler  showen 

Twas  there  my  young  nistence  was  begun, 
My  earliest  sports  were  on  its  floweiy  gieei 

And  often,  when  my  schoolboy  task  was  doM 
I  climb'd  its  hills  to  view  the  pleasant  scenf 

And  stood  and  gazed  till  the  sun's  setting  i^ 

Shone  on  the  height,  the  sweetest  of  the  dqr* 

There,  when  that  hour  of  mallow  li^  waa  ei 
And  mountain  shadowa  oooi'd  the  lipen'd  gi 

I  watch'd  the  weaiy  yeoman  plodding  homsb 
In  the  lone  path  that  winds  aeraas  tfaa  pUi 

To  rest  his  limbs,  and  watch  hb  child  at  phy, 

And  tell  him  o'er  the  labours  of  the  day 


And  when  the  woods  put  on  their  i 

And  the  bright  sun  came  in  i 
And  leaves  were  gathering  in  tho  glen  bakm, 

Swept  softly  from  the  mountaina  hj  the  kn 
I  wandered  tUI  the  starlight  on  the  i 
At  length  awoke  me  from  my  fiiry  « 

Ah !  happy  days,  too  hsppj  to  ntmiiy 
Fled  on  the  wings  of  youth's  deported  year 

A  bitter  lesson  has  been  mine  to  leamv 
The  truth  of  life,  its  Isbonrs,  paina,  and  faai 

Yet  does  the  memory  of  my  boyhood  atay, 

A  twilight  of  the  brightneH  paas'd  mw^. 


My  thoughts  steal  back  to  tiiaft  i 

Its  flowers  and  pescefiil  shadaa  beAra  ma  n 
The  play-plsoe,  and  the  prospect  fiom  tfaa  hill 

Its  summer  verdure^  and  antomnal  dyaa  s 
The  present  brings  fita  storma ;  hot,  while  dsqr 
I  shelter  me  in  the  ddigfatfiil  past 
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rROM  A  POEM  ENTITLED  «A  DAY  IN 
AUTUMN/* 

0jtM  runblc  througb  Ihe  f^oodi  with  ta^ 

Th«>?  mt||hl>  wockIp!  how  qui«llj 
The  J  deep  b  Autunm'fi  gotJcn  tiaaia 

The  f»y  te*rc*,  twinkling  in  the  breeiet 
Still  to  tlie  forest  braticbei  cLmg ; 

Tliij  lie  like  blo^flOJue  od  the  treejin — 
Tbe  bKgLl»t  blocjsoma  of  ihe  spring. 

Flowers  Ijojer  iu  e*ch  sfeellflmd  m>okp 
And  still  the  cheerful  sofig:  of  bird, 

And  muftntirof  the  b«c  nnd  brookf 

Through  all  the  quiet  groves  are  heartJ. 

&lkd  lielJ  at  kincF,  tliiitt  aaunteritig,  hrowM, 
And  aquirrcl  chirping  ns  be  hidee 

Where  gorpcouitlyj  wilh  crimson  bougbs. 
The  creeper  dolbc«  the  oak* e  gnj  nides. 

How  mitd  the  light  in  nil  the  ttkies! 

How  t^lmily  the  aouth  wiiid  blow«l 
The  omile  of  God  around  ua  lieai, 

Hia  reat  ia  in  tlua  deep  repoae* 

Tbne  whispera  of  the  flowing  air, 
Tb<^«e  water*  thai  in  music  fall, 

The»e  jwundfl  of  pea<^cfu]  life  declare 
The  Love  that  keeps  &nd  hnshea  nlL 


ON  FINDING  A  FOUNTAIN  IN  A  SE- 
CLUDED PART  OF  A  FOREST, 

TiimKK  hntulreid  y«are  arc  aeaf«alj  gona 
Sin^,  to  the  tVew  World  a  virgin  shAr^ 

Cfowd*  of  rude  mea  were  preaaiog  on 
To  range  ita  boutidlesa  rci^oua  o'«t« 

8ofiM  bore  ihe  aword  in  bloody  handa. 
And  sacked  it«  helpless  towns  for  spoil; 

l^ome  pearcbi^d  fftr  gold  the  rivers*  sandar 
Or  trenched  the  tnotintains*  stubborn  aoil. 

And  lomc  with  higher  purpose  fiourght 

Through  fore»la  wild  nnd  wajites  uncouth — 

Sotigbt  with  long  toil,  jet  found  it  not — 
The  fuuntam  of  eternal  youth. 

They  laid  in  «ome  green  valley,  where 
The  foot  of  man  had  ne^er  trod» 

There  guahed  a  fountain  bright  and  fuir^ 
t'p  from  the  ever* verdant  aod* 

Th#y  there  who  drank  should  never  know 
Afe  wtlh  itM  weaknms>  pdn,  and  gloom ; 

And  from  ita  brink  the  old  nhould  go 

With  youth**  light  alep  and  radiant  bbjom, 

la  not  thia  fount  ao  pure  and  tweet 

Who*e  itlatnleaa  current  r)ppl*a  o'er 
Tb*  fringe  of  blo»amii  at  my  Ibet 

The  ume  thoae  pilgrima  rought  of  yoref 

How  brightly  leap  mid  glitterUig  aanda 

The  lining  waleri  from  tielow; 
Oti«  let  me  dip  tbeae  lean  brown  hand*, 

Drink  deep,  and  halhe  my  wrinkled  brow; 
24 


And  feel  through  evcrf  shrunken  yein 

The  warm  red  hJooU  How  ewifl  and  free* 
Feel  waking  in  my  bear!  again 

Youth^a  brighteal  hopea,  yonth*4  wildcat  giM 
T  IB  vaiOi  for  still  the  life*blooJ  plays 

With  aluggiib  course  through  all  my  fram«  ( 
The  mirror  of  the  poiil  betrays 

My  wrinkled  viaage  still  the  same. 
And  the  aad  spirit  qucstiona  aLill — 

Must  thia  warm  frame,  tbeae  IjEnU*  that  yield 
To  each  light  motion  of  the  will, 

Lie  with  the  dull  elods  of  the  Geld! 
Haa  nature  no  renewing  power 

To  drive  the  frost  of  age  away  ? 
Haa  earth  no  fount,  or  herb,  or  flower^ 

Which  man  may  taate  and  live  for  aye  ? 
Ahsl  for  that  unchanging  state 

Of  youth  and  strength  tn  vain  we  yearn ; 
And  only  afler  death's  dork  gate 

la  reached  and  paaaedi  can  youth  return. 

THE  TRAVELLERS  RETLTtN, 

It  wm  the  glorioua  autnmer-time, 

Aa  on  a  bill  I  sioodr 
Amid  a  group  of  toweriDg  tree*. 

The  patnarcha  of  the  wood ; 
A  lovely  vale  before  me  lay. 

And  on  the  golden  air. 
Crept  the  blue  smoke  in  q^utet  tnlns 

From  roo6  that  clusleTed  there* 
I  taw  where,  in  my  eariy  years, 

I  paaaed  the  pteaaant  houra. 
Beside  the  winding  brook  that  still 

Went  prattling  to  ila  llowera ; 
And  atill^  around  my  parent'a  hotnVi 

iTie  slender  i>oplara  grew, 
Whose  gioaey  leaves  were  e  waved  and  turn  Oil 

By  finery  wind  that  blew. 
The  clover,  with  i(a  heavy  bloom 

Wa4  toaaing  in  the  gale, 
And  the  tall  en^wfoot'a  golden  atan 

Still  sprinkled  all  the  vale ; 
Young  orcharda  on  the  ^unny  siopt^ 

Tall  woodlands  on  the  height, 
Ali  in  their  freahe#t  beauty  roao 

To  my  delighted  aighL 
The  wild  vine  in  the  woody  glen* 

Swung  o>r  the  aaonding  brook  ; 
The  clear-voiced  wood-thrush  ftang  all  unacen 

W  ithin  hia  leafy  nook  : 
And  aa  the  evening  aunhght  fell, 

Where  beecben  forci>ta  lie; 
I  watehed  the  clouds  on  crimson  wtnga. 

Float  BoRly  through  the  sky. 

All  thoae  are  what  they  were  when  firat 

These  pleasant  billa  I  ranged ; 
Bvjt  the  facM  that  I  knew  before. 

By  time  and  toll  are  changed  : 
^^'here  youth  and  bloom  were  on  the  check 

And  gladncH  on  the  brow^ 
I  only  meet  the  marks  of  cara, 

And  patn,  and  sorrow  now. 
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THE  INDIAN  SUMMER. 

TuAT  Boft  autamnal  time 
Is  come,  that  sheds,  upon  the  naked 
(^'harms  only  known  in  this  oar  northern  dizne— 

Bright  seasons,  far  between. 

The  woodland  foliage  now 
Is  gathered  by  the  wild  November  blast ; 
L*en  the  thick  leaves  upon  the  poplar's  bough 

Arc  fallen,  to  the  last 

The  mighty  vines,  that  round 
The  forest  trunks  their  slender  branches  bind. 
Their  crimson  foliage  shaken  to  the  groond. 

Swing  naked  in  the  wind. 

Some  living  green  remains 
J)y  the  clear  brook  that  shines  along  the  lawn ; 
But  the  Hcar  grass  stands  white  o'er  all  the  plains, 

And  the  bright  flowers  are  gone. 

But  these,  these  are  thy  charms — 
Mild  airs  and  tempered  light  upon  the  lea; 
And  tlie  year  holds  no  time  within  its  arms 

That  doth  resemble  thee. 

The  sunny  noon  is  thine, 
Soft,  golden,  noiseless  as  the  dead  of  night ; 
And  ltue0  that  in  the  flush'd  horizon  shine 

At  eve  and  early  light 

The  year's  last,  loveliest  smile, 
Tliou  comest  to  fill  with  hope  the  human  heart. 
And  strengthen  it  to  bear  the  storms  a  while, 

Till  winter  days  depart 

0*er  the  wide  plains,  that  lie 
A  desolate  scene,  the  fires  of  autumn  spretd, 
And  niglitly  on  the  dark  walls  of  the  sky 

A  ruddy  brightness  shed. 

Far  in  a  shelter*d  nook 
I  've  met,  in  these  calm  days,  a  smiling  flower, 
A  lonely  aster,  trembling  by  a  brook, 

At  the  quiet  noontides'  hour : 

And  something  told  my  mind, 
That,  sliould  old  age  to  childhood  call  me  back. 
Some  sunny  days  and  flowers  I  still  might  find 

Along  lifers  weary  track. 


THE  BLIND  RESTORED  TO  SIGHT. . 

'*Anil  I  went  and  washed,  and  I  received  slght."- 
Jdhs  Ix.  II. 

"Whsic  the  great  Master  spoke. 

He  touch'd  his  wither*d  eyes. 
And  at  one  gleam  upon  him  broke 

The  glad  earth  and  the  skies. 


And  he  «w  the  city's  wane. 

And  kings'  and  pfopheti^  UmdIh 
And  mighty  arches,  and  Yaalted  haDi^ 

And  the  temple'a  lofty  doniflu 

He  look'd  on  the  rivei's  flood. 
And  the  flash  of  mountain  riDs^ 

And  die  gentle  wave  of  the  palms  that  rtoi 
Upon  Judea'a  hills. 

He  saw  on  heights  and  plaim 

Creatures  of  every  race : 
But  a  mighty  thrill  ran  through  hu  imm 

When  he  met  the  human  fiiee; 

And  his  vurgin  sig^t  beheld 

The  raddy  glow  of  e^eni,    . 
And  the  thousand  shining  oiIm  that  fiPd 

The  axure  depths  of  heaveo. 

And  woman's  voice  before 
Had  cheePd  his  glocfmy  night, 

But  to  see  the  angel  form  die  worn 
Made  deeper  the  delight 

And  his  heart,  at  dayligfat'a  dooe^ 
For  the  bright  wcwid  where  he  trad. 

And  when  the  yellow  morning  raas^ 
Gave  speechleas  thanka  to  Gob. 


SONNET. 

Trkrx  is  a  magic  in  the  moon'a  nuld  njr- 

What  time  ^e  sofUy  dimba  the  evening  ri 

And  sitteth  with  the  silent  atan  on  hifjir- 

That  charms  the  pang  of  eartfa-hom  grief  am 

I  raise  my  eye  to  the  Moo  depths  above* 

And  worship  Him  whose  poww,  perrafing  s| 

Holds  those  bright  orba  at  peace  in  hb  cob 

Yet  comprehends  earth'a  lowliest  thiogi  in  lo 

Oft,  when  that  silent  moon  waa  aaiting  hight 

I've  left  my  youthful  sporta  to  gan,  and  a 

When  time  with  graver  linea  haa  naifcfd 

Sweetly  she  shines  upon  n^  aobei^d  cfa.    (I 

O,  may  the  light  of  truth,  my  ateps  to  gnidsb 

Shine  on  my  eve  of  life— dune  soft,  and  long  ■ 


SONNET, 

Tis  Antnmn,  and  my  stepa  hava  lad  bb  fa 
To  a  wild  hill,  that  ofeilooka  a  land 

Wide-spread  and  beautiftiL    A  single  atar 
Sparides  new-eet  in  heaven.  O'er  ita  bright 

The  streamlet  slidea  with  msllow  tonaa  anraj 

The  west  is  crimson  with  retiring  day; 

And  the  north  gleama  with  ita  own  nativB  i| 
Below,  in  autumn  green,  the  meadofiva  lie^ 
And  through  green  banka  the  rivar  wandei 

And  the  wide  woods  with  antnmn  hnaaava  bv 

Bright — ^but  of  lading  brightnaasi  aoon  m  p 
That  dream-like  gloiy  of  tfao  paiaiad  wood 

And  pitiless  dec^  o'ertakes^  aa  fcity 
The  pride  of  men,  the  baaiil0oa%  graal^and  I 
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NjiTnA^tEL  P,  Willi i  wm  bom  al  PoTtlAndi 

in  Midlife,  (tti  ihB  tw«Ttl]otb  dij  of  JaAutLry^  1807. 
DuiiTij^  hlK  cbiltlhood  his  parents  romoved  to  Bos- 
ton ;  ftit^l  «t  the  Latin  vcbool  iu  that  cit^,  and  at 
t^  Pttiltp^  AcAikmy  in  Amldter,  he  pursued  hia 
tfttdieii  ualU  h«  pnteral  Yale  College,  m  1B23. 
Vyi«  h*  (BMded  at  ^'ow  Haven,  as  a  student,  he 
IfOn  m  Idgh  tvput^tionf  foi:  ««;>  joang  an  author,  by 
itrnM  of  "fktipture  Sket^hea,^^  mid  a  t>w  other 
llri«f  poetnn;  and  it  ii  supposed  that  the  warm  and 
rinjiniite  praieea  beatowed  upon  thesfl  pro- 
iti6(«ertc^  unfaLvourabLy  his  Aub^iient 
id  the  ^toeik.  art.  lie  wad  ^mdujtt«d  in 
1W7,  and  in  th#  following  year  he  publisbfii  a 
•  Fo«m  d«1ivejBd  bcfons  the  Society  of  United 
fterther"  of  Brown  UniTeraity  "  which,  ad  well  as 
Ut  **  »ltcl<!hr*t"  iictueJ  soon  afbr  he  left  college, 
waa  v^ry  favi^urablj  noticed  in  the  be^t  periodicals 
of  the  time.  He  aUo  edited  ♦*  The  Token,*'  a  well- 
known  in  CI  nary,  for  1828;  and  about  the  same 
prritxl  publiiifhffdt  in  HvenJ  volumeif,  »*Thia  Le^ 
mmiMf,*^  md  established  ^^Thts  American  Month- 
fy  Mtiigat^*  To  Ihk  ppriodical  several  young 
who  aftrfward  bn^ame  dintingiiiahcd^  were 
but  the  ftrtieled  by  tU  editor,  con<li- 
•  Imge  portion  of  each  number,  gave  to 
\tM  eharact^r,  and  wi^re  of  all  iU  contents 
dM  flMMt  po|KlkT.  In  1S30  It  wsA  united  to  the 
rtN«w  York  Mirror/'  of  which  Mr.  Willij  b«- 
t^tam  one  of  the  conductors ;  and  he  soon  aAcr 
Milcd  for  Europe,  to  bi*  absent  several  years. 

He  tr«T[^Iled  over  Great  Britain^  and  the  most 
intefe«tin(^  portiont  of  the  continent^  mUmiDf  largely 
in  «i:>eicty,  and  visiting  every  thing  worthy  of  \m 
rvgard  ai  a  msn  of  tiuitc,  or  ss  an  Amprican;  and 
tm  "First  Impre**ions^'  were  given  in  hh  letters  to 
the  **  Mirror  "  in  wb  ich  he  described,  with  remaxk- 
ahle  spirit  and  fidelity,  and  in  n.  style  peculiarly 
graceful  and  elegant,  scenery  and  incident,  and 
social  life  among  the  poUto  claaws  in  Eirrof^e.  Hts 
letter*  were  collected  and  ropublij^hed  in  LonJon, 
and«r  the  title  of  »  Pencillingr»  by  the  Way,*'  and 
*iol<?ntJy  att^ktsd  in  wveral  of  the  leading  periodi- 
eala,  OftensiiliJy  on  account  of  their  to*o  great  fre«^ 
dom  of  pergonal  detnib  Cipt^  Mahhtit,  wbo 
was  Bt  the  ticoe  editing  a  monthly  magazine,  v?riHe 
mn  M^rtidi\  chflracieriaticallj  arron  and  malignant^ 
whii^hled  to  a  hovtile  meeting  at  Chatham,  anti  Mr. 
fiOcantaT,  in  the  ttQiwrterly  Review,"  published 
a  ^* critimir*''  alike  iUibenil  and  unfnir,  Mr* 
WiLtK  perhaps  ened  in  giving  to  the  publir 
dinneT'Uhte  conversationw,  an<l  Rome  of  his  i!l-- 
KJiptiLms  of  manners :  but  Captain  MiinTAT 
himself  is  not  undewrving  of  censure  on  account 
of  the  '^  personalities'*  in  his  wri tings ;  and  for 
C*her  reasons  he  could  not  have  been  the  most 
niiubb  person  in  £ngbnd  tn  avenge  the  wrong 
It  was  alleged  Mr.  WtLLti  had  oflered  to  toci* 
rtj.     Thai  tb*   author   of  "  Peter's   hefUtn  to 


hb  Kinsfolk.'*  a  work  which  ia  filled  with  for 
more  reprtbensiblc  perHoo*!  blluMlons  than  nr« 
lo  be  found  in  the  "  Peiidllingii/'  abnuld  haiffl 
venlui^d  to  attack  the  work  on  this  ground,  may 
eicite  surprise  anion g  ihme  who  ha**  not  ob* 
■erred  that  the  *^  Quarterly  Review"  is  fijioken  of 
^ith  Utile  rerenmce  in  the  letlenof  the  AmerirAn 
traveUer. 

In  1836  Mr.  Wtttiu  was  marrird  In  En^lsitd* 
He  soon  afl^r  pobliebed  bin  **  Inklings  of  Advi^n* 
tune,**  a  coUeetion  of  tales  und  Rkcti-hea  originally 
written  for  a  London  magitzino.uriiler  the  signature 
of  "Philip  Slingsby;**  and  in  1837  be  returned 
to  the  United  States,  and  retired  Ut  his  beautiful 
estate  on  the  Susquehitnna,  named  "Glenmary," 
in  eompUment  to  one  of  the  most  admiraltk  wives 
that  ever  gladdened  a  poet's  solitude.  In  the  early 
part  of  1839^  he  bi?cjiine  one  of  the  (editors  of  «The 
Corsair,'*  a  literary  gaxette^  and  in  tlie  autumn  of 
that  year  went  again  to  London,  wlierc^  in  the 
following  winter,  be  publkhed  his  **  Loitering!  of 
Travel,*'  In  three  volumes,  and  "Two  Ways  of 
Dying  for  a  Husband,**  c«)mprii*lng  the  pUys  "Bi- 
an«i  Vis  con  ti,**  and  *'T(irtc«a  the  irsurer**'  In 
1840  appejared  tlie  illuBtmtftl  odJtifin  of  his  poenut, 
and  his  '^  Letters  from  Un*ler  a  Bridge/*  and  ho 
retired  a  second  lime  to  his  seat  in  western  Ktw 
York.  The  dea th  of  M rs.  W i l l i b ,  in  1  @i 3,  ean«ed 
him  to  rorlBit  England,  where  he  published  a  col- 
lection of  his  magazine  ptper^i,  under  the  title  of 
^^  Dashes  St  Life,  with  a  Free  Pencil/'  Jn  October, 
1846,  he  married  a  dsughter  of  Mr*  Gs^utnell,  a 
diaUngxiiAhed  cjti^en  of  BTassachusettii,  and  has 
since  resiJed  at  Idle  wild,  near  Newburgb,  on  the 
Hudson,  a  romantic  places  which  he  has  cultivated 
anil  embonithed  until  ii  is  one  of  the  mo^t  charming 
homes  which  idufirate  the  rural  hfeof  our  country. 
Here,  tx  cept  d  u  rin  f;  a  ♦*  He  a  U  h  Tri  p  to  the  Tropic*.* ' 
in  the  winter  of  1B51  and  11^52,  he  has  pueed  hii 
time,  in  the  preparaiinn  of  new  editions  of  his  ear- 
lier work«,  and  m  writiog  every  week  more  or  less 
for  the  "  Home  Joumst/'  in  which  he  is  again 
aueoc««fulJy  engjged  with  hid  old  friend  General 
MoRRJ!)  as  an  editor. 

AUbough  Mr,  Willis  is  one  oftha  roost  popular 
of  our  po<^ta,  the  fame  ^e  has  acquired  in  other 
work«  baA  so  eclif^ied  that  won  by  his  poccnt  that 
the  mofttappropridLe  place  for  a  consideration  of  his 
genius  seemed  to  k'  in  "The  Froae  Writers  of 
America/'  and  in  that  volume  I  have  therefore  at- 
tempted hiif  pnifirr^'haraeterizaUon*  A  man  of  wit, 
kindly  leui|rt>r,  aiiiI  etegaril  tastes— somewhat  arli- 
fidal  in  their  mof  e  BtriJking  displays — with  a  voca- 
bulary of  un  uiin  a  I  riehnus*  i  n  a  II  the  elementa  w  hich 
are  most  esxenttsl  for  tbe  pictuT««que  and  dramatic 
treatment  of  a  [peculiar  vein  of  sentiment,  and  a 
correjiponiling  observation  of  society  and  nature, il 
must  beadmitLed  that  he  iif  a  word']>ainterof  eitr#* 
ordinary  skill  and  marked  individuality. 
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MELANIE. 


I  STOOD  on  yonder  rocky  brow,* 

And  marveird  at  the  Sybil's  fiuie. 
When  r  was  not  what  I  am  now. 

My  life  was  then  untoach'd  of  pain; 
And,  as  the  breeze  that  stirr'd  my  hair, 

My  spirit  freshen'd  in  the  sky, 
And  all  things  that  were  true  and  &ir 

Lay  closely  to  my  loving  eye, " 
With  nothing  shadowy  between— 
I  was  a  boy  of  seventeen. 
Yon  wondrous  temple  crests  the  rock. 

As  light  upon  its  giddy  base, 
As  stirlcss  with  the  torrent's  shock. 

As  pure  in  its  proportion'd  g^race. 
And  scorns  a  thing  of  air,  as  then. 
Afloat  above  this  fairy  glen ; 

But  though  mine  eye  will  kindle  itill 
In  looking  on  the  shapes  of  art, 

The  link  is  lost  that  sent  the  thrill. 
Like  lightning,  instant  to  my  heart 
And  thus  may  break,  before  we  die. 
The  electric  chain  'twixt  aool  and  eye ! 

Ten  years — like  yon  bright  valley,  aown 

Alternately  with  weeds  and  flower»«- 
Had  swiftly,  if  not  gayly,  flown, 

And  still  I  loved  the  rosy  hours ; 
And  if  there  lurk'd  within  my  breast 

Some  nerve  that  had  been  overstrtmg 
And  quivor'd  in  my  hours  of  rest, 

Like  bells  by  their  own  echo  rung, 
I  was  with  Hojie  a  masker  yet, 

And  well  could  hide  the  look  of 
And,  if  my  heart  would  not  forget, 

I  knew,  at  least,  the  trick  of  gladness, 
And  when  another  sang  the  strain, 
I  mingled  in  the  old  refrain. 

'Twcre  idle  to  remember  now. 

Hail  I  the  heart,  my  thwarted  schemes. 
I  bear  beneath  this  alter'd  brow 

The  ashes  of  a  thousand  dreams : 
Some  wrought  of  wild  Ambition's  fingers, 

Some  colour'd  of  Love's  pencil  well. 
But  none  of  which  a  shadow  lingers, 

And  none  whose  story  I  could  telL 
Enough,  that  when  I  climb'd  again 

To  Tivoli's  romantic  steep. 
Life  had  no  joy,  and  scarce  a  pain. 

Whose  wells  I  had  not  tasted  deep ; 
And  from  my  lips  the  thirst  had  pass'd 
For  every  fount  save  one — the  sweetest — and  the 
last 
The  last — the  last !  My  friends  were  dead, 

Or  false ;  my  mother  in  her  grave ; 
Above  my  father's  honour'd  head 

The  sea  had  lock'd  its  hiding  wave ; 
Ambition  had  but  foil'd  my  grasp. 
And  Love  luid  perish'd  in  my  clasp ; 


*  The  story  is  told  dorlnf  a  walk  aroond  the  Gasea- 
Celles  of  TlvolL 


1  still,  I  say,  I  £d  not  slack 
re  of  life,  and  hope  of  plaa 


Andi 
My  love  L , ^ 

Bat  gvthei^d  my  efectwns  beA; 
And,  as  the  miser  hogs  his  tieasme, 

When  plague  and  rain  bid  him  flee, 
I  closer  ciung  to  mine— my  loved,  lost  Miu 

The  Isst  oif  die  Db  BaaTsaK  nee, 

My  nster  daim'd  no  kLnsman*s  can ; 
And,  looking  from  each  othei's  ftoe, 

Tlie  eye  stole  upward  unaware— 
For  there  was  naught  whereon  to  lean 
Each  other's  l^eart  and  heaven  between^ 

Tet  that  was  world  enough  for  bm, 
And,  for  a  brief,  but  btessed  while. 

There  seejn'd  no  care  for  MaLaaii, 
If  she  could  see  her  brother  smile ; 

But  life,  with  her,  was  at  the  flow. 
And  every  wave  went  sparkling  higher, 

While  mine  was  ebbing,  &st  and  low, 
From  the  same  shore  of  vain  desire, 

And  knew  I,  with  prophetie  heait, 
That  we  were  wearing  aye  insenahly  apaii 

n. 
We  came  to  Italy.    I  felt 

A  yearning  for  its  sunnj  s^y; 
My  very  spirit  seem'd  to  melt 

As  swept  its  flnt  warm  breeasi  by. 
From  lip  and  cheek  a  chilling  mist, 

From  lifo  and  soul  a  fonsn  rims 
By  every  breath  seem'd  softly  ksMTd: 

God's  blessing  on  its  radiBnl  cttna! 
It  was  an  endless  joy  to  me 

To  see  my  sister's  new  deli^; 
From  Venice,  in  its  golden  aea, 

To  Pastum,  in  its  puride  li^it. 
By  sweet  Val  d'Arno's  tinted  hilh^ 

In  Vallombrosa's  convent  glooOp 
Mid  Temi's  vale  of  singing  lilla. 

By  deathless  Iain  in  i 
In  gay  Palermo's  "Goldai  Shell,'* 
At  Arethusa's  hidden  wdl, 

We  loiter'd  like  the  impaawm'd  m« 
That  slept  so  lovingly  on  all. 

And  made  a  home  of  eveiy  one 
Ruin,  and  fiuie,  snd  waterfidl— 

And  crown'd  the  dying  day  widi  glocy, 
If  we  had  seen,  since  mom,  but  one  old  hu 
stoiy. 

We  came,  with  spring,  to  Tivofi. 

My  sister  loved  its  langhing  air 
And  merry  waten,  though,  for  mat 
My  heart  was  in  another  kaj; 

And  sometimes  I  oould  acaie^f  bMT 
The  miith  of  their  eternal  pisj. 

And,  like  a  child  that  looga  for  I 
When  wesry  of  its  holid^, 

I  sigh'd  for  melancholy  Roma. 
Periiapa— the  foncy  haunts  ma  sli 
Twas  but  a  boding  sense  oC  HI 

It  was  a  mom,  of  sudi  a  dety 

As  might  have  dawn'd  oa  T 
Eariy  in  the  Italian  M^. 

l^ne-leaf  and  flower  had  iMiH{y  1 


M.   P*  WILLI«. 


373 


And,  dA  Hm  burden  of  the  tlr, 

Tb^  Ibmeath  of  bud»  came  fkint  srid  rafe  | 

And,  far  in  the  transp*rejit  fky, 
The  nil,  e«nh-k^pinic  bitda  were  seen, 

Sotlliig  delinouitly  high ; 
And  thfough  the  cleft*  of  Dcwtr  i^wq 

Yon  wtlen  doiihM  their  Living  pe«rk; 
Aral  with  M.  giijer  imiie  and  bow, 

TrciopM  on  the  meny  vlilag«-gif b  ; 
Aiul^  &^  the  CantiJinii^a  brow. 

The  low-sU>uch*d  hat  WM  biwkwftrd  thrown, 

With  sir  iha  •cftfcelt  BecoiM  hii  <wti; 
And  Mci^AM^ift,  with  tips  Bpart, 

And  claAp.  d  hmndtp  upon  my  arm, 
Floji^flT  open  her  impa^ion'd  hfitirt, 

A  ad  blessM  tife'^a  mere  and  hrfj^thing  chamii 
And  mag  old  son^,  and  g»iheT*d  flowers. 
And  paMoniitcly  bleaa'd  once  more  bfe'^  thnlliog 
hours. 

tn  hApptne^  and  tdlenna 

We  wjunder'd  down  yon  aunny  ^e,— 
O,  mocking  eye* !  a  goUkin  treas 

Flosia  b«ck  u^ion  thii  fiummer  gdel 
A  i>Ol  m  thpping  on  the  ^n^  I 

A  hufh  tingi  merrj  in  mine  car  I 
I  AM  a  boniidiaf  ahadow  pass  f^- 

O,  Gon  !  my  sixter  (mfe  ww  hert  ? 
CoTtif?  with  me^  friend ; — we  rcetcd  yon ; 

Then  iffrew  a  jlower  ihe  pluckM  Mid  wow ; 
She  fi9t  uporj  IhU  moasy  «lon(^ ! 

That  broken  fountain,  running  o'er 
With  the  sama  rlrig,  like  iilter  bella ; 

8h«  li«len'd  Co  it«  bahbEing  flow, 
And  «H  '*Perhapa  the  giMffip  tetb 

Some  fooiitgun  nymph^a  love-rtory  now  I" 
And,  «s  her  lauf  h  rang  dear  tind  wikl, 
A  youth — a  pajtitef — paat'd  and  smiied. 

He  ^*e  the  greeting  of  the  morn 

"With  Toice  th^t  Jin^r*d  hi  mine  ear* 
t  knew  Iiim  f«ad  and  gentle  hom 

By  those  two  worJ^,  so  cairn  and  clear. 
Bis  frame  was  *li  jht,  liia  forehead  high, 

And  i5wi*pt  by  lhread«  of  raven  bair; 
The  ^re  of  thon^ht  was  In  hlft  eye^ 

And  he  was  pale  and  marble  Jkir; 
And  Grecian  chinel  nciier  caught 
The  *4>ul  in  Uiose  alight  features  wraugkL 

I  vtitehM  bis  graceful  ulep  of  pride, 
TiU   hidden  by  yon  leaning  tree, 

Antl  to^x'd  hi  m  e Vr  the  echo  died : 
Andso^atofl!  did  MjtXA^fii  f 

We  «st  and  watrhM  the  fount  a  while 
In  *ilrnca,  btit  our  thonghtit  were  one ; 

And  thpn  »fo^^  and,  vkhh  a  smjla 
Of  pympttby,  we  sauntcr*d  on ; 

And  fhe  by  utiddcn  fiu  wan  gay. 

And  then  b*rr  lau^ter  died  awny ; 
And,  in  this  cbanBrefulnew*  of  mood, 

Fargntlj(;a  now  tho«e  May-dny  flpells, 
We  lym*d  where  Vabso'ii  villo  stood. 

And,  !^ng  on  the  Cascatellea, 

/  Whti«?  hurrying  watera,  wild  and  whita^ 
SecmM  maddisnM  aa  Uiev  burst  to  light,) 


I  chanoed  to  turn  my  eyea  away, 

Andf  lo !  upon  a  Itatik  alone, 
The  youthful  pain**"r,  sleeping,  lay ! 

Hi«  pencils  on  the  grsusa  were  thrown, 
And  by  his  side  a  sketch  was  flu ii^. 

And  near  him  aa  1  li^rhtly  crept. 

To  aee  the  picture  a«  he  atept. 
Upon  hi*  feet  he  lightly  sprung: 

And,  gazing  with  a  wild  surprise 
Upon  the  tace  of  M£i,xirTCf 

He  «ftid— *and  droppM  fai«  esmefft  eyts-^ 
**  Forgive  me  t  but  I  dream*d  of  thee  V' 

His  sketch,  the  while,  was  in  my  hand, 
And,  for  the  Une»  I  look'd  lo  trace — 

A  torrent  by  a  palace  irpannM^ 

Half-clasnic  and  half-fairy -land — 
I  only  found — roy  «Mer'»  ^e ! 

III. 

Our  life  was  changed.     Another  lore 

In  ita  lone  woof  began  to  twine  j 
But,  ah  !  the  golden  thread  was  wov« 

Between  my  aister's  heart  and  mbe  I 
She  who  had  lived  for  me  before — 

&he  who  hatJ  smiW  for  me  alone^— 
Would  live  and  imile  for  me  no  more  ! 

Tbe  echo  to  my  heart  wrw  gone ! 
It  seemM  to  me  the  'very  skies 
Had  fliborie  through  tlioiic  averted  eyea ; 

The  air  haxj  breathed  of  balm — tbe  flower 
Of  r&diont  beauty  seem'd  lo  bo 

But  ae  she  loved  them,  hour  hf  hour, 
And  murmur^  of  that  love  to  meJ 
0,  though  it  be  so  heavenly  (ligh 

The  selflehneaa  of  earth  aboire,  ■ 

That,  of  the  watchers  in  the  pky, 

He  Bleeps  who  guards  a  brother^a  love-^ 
Though  to  a  siafcer'fl  present  weAl— 

The  deep  devotion  far  transcends 
Tbe  utmopt  that  the  soul  can  feel 

For  even  itfl  own  higher  end* — 
Though  next  to  Gon,  and  more  than  heaven 
For  his  own  sake,  he  lovea  her,  even — 

'Tie  difficult  to  see  another, 
A  passing  stranger  of  a  day, 

Who  never  hath  heen  friend  or  brother. 
Pluck  with  a  look  her  heart  away, — 

To  see  the  fair^  unsullied  brow, 
Ne'er  kiiis'd  before  without  a  prayer. 

Upon  a  stranger*!  U^som  now. 
Who  for  the  boon  took  little  care. 

Who  U  en  rich 'd  J  he  knows  nol  why ; 
Who  suddenly  hath  found  a  treasure 

Gclconda  were  too  poor  to  buy } 
And  he,  perhaps,  too  cold  to  measure, 
(Alljeitt  in  hor  forgetful  dream, 
The  unconBciouft  idoj  happier  seem,) 

'T  is  difficult  at  once  to  cru*h 
The  rebel  mourner  in  the  breast, 

To  pros*  tbe  heart  to  earth*  and  hiuli 
Its  hitter  )e«loUKy  to  rest, — 

And  difficult— the  eye  g*ts  ditn — 

The  lip  wanta  power  to  smile  on  hlzn ! 

I  thank  sweet  M^iiT  Mother  now. 

Who  gave  me  Bireni^h  those  panga  to  htdo, 
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And  touch'd  mine  eyei  and  lit  my  brow 
With  sunshine  that  my  heart  belied. 

I  never  spoke  of  wealth  or  race, 
To  one  who  ask'd  so  much  of  i 

I  lookM  but  in  my  sister's  fiure, 

And  mused' if  she  would  happier  be; 

And,  hour  by  hour,  and  day  by  day, 
I  loved  the  gentle  painter  more, 
And  in  the  same  soft  measure  wore 

My  selfish  jealousy  away ; 

And  I  began  to  watch  his  mood, 

And  feel,  with  her,  love's  trembling  care, 
And  bade  God  bless  him  as  he  woo'd 

That  loving  girl,  so  fond  and  fair, 

And  on  my  mind  would  sometimes  press 
A  fear  tliat  she  might  love  him  less. 

But  Mela  XI E — I  little  dream'd 

What  spells  the  stirring  heart  may  move—       I 
PrnMALioN's  statue  never  seem'd  | 

More  changed  with  life,  than  she  with  love.       I 
The  pearl-tint  of  the  early  dawn 

Flush'd  into  day-spring's  rosy  hue ; 
The  meek,  moss-folded  bud  of  mom 

Flung  open  to  the  light  and  dew; 
The  first  and  half-seen  star  of  even 
Wax'd  clear  amid  the  deepening  heaven-— 

Similitudes  perchance  may  be ; 
But  these  are  changes  oftener  seen, 

And  do  not  image  half  to  me 
My  sister's  change  of  face  and  mieiL 

'T  was  written  in  her  very  air. 

That  love  had  pass'd  and  enter'd  there* 


A  calm  and  lovely  paradise 

Is  Italy,  for  minds  at  ease. 
The  sadness  of  its  sunny  skies 

Weighs  not  upon  the  lives  of  these. 
The  ruin'd  aisle,  the  crumbling  &ne, 

The  broken  column,  vast  and  prone- 
It  may  be  joy,  it  may  be  pain, 

Amid  such  wrecks  to  walk  alone ; 
The  saddest  man  will  sadder  be, 

The  gentlest  lover  gentler  there, 
As  if,  whate'er  the  spirit's  key,  ' 

It  strengthen'd  in  that  solemn  air. 

The  heart  soon  grows  to  mournful  things ; 

And  Italy  has  not  a  breeze 
But  comes  on  melancholy  wings ; 

And  even  her  majestic  trees 
Stand  ghost-like  in  the  Cjssar's  home. 

As  if  their  conscious  roots  were  set 
In  the  old  graves  of  giant  Rome, 

And  drew  their  sap  all  kingly  yet ! 
And  every  stone  your  feet  beneath 

Is  broken  from  some  mighty  thought. 
And  sculptures  m  the  dust  stUl  breathe 

The  fire  with  which  their  lines  were  wrought. 
And  sundcr'd  arch,  and  plunder'd  tomb 
i^till  thunder  back  the  echo,  **  Rome !" 

"*'et  gayly  o'er  Egeria's  fount 

The  ivy  flings  its  emerald  veil, 
And  flowers  grow  fair  on  Numa's  mount. 

And  light-sprung  arches  span  the  dale. 


And  soft^  from  CuMtlk**] 

The  hsrdsnmi's  waag « 
While  climb  his  giwts  the  giddy  1 

To  gna»ffrowii  uehilnvs  ud  i 
And  gracefully  Albono's  hill 

Carves  into  die  hornon's  Ifaw^ 
And  sweetly  sings  that  classic  riU, 

And  fiurly  stands  that  i 
And  here,  O,  many  a  soUry  noon 
And  starry  eve,  that  hippj  Jone^ 

Came  AveiLO  and  Mblatib» 
And  earth  for  us  was  all  in  tnna^ 
For  while  Love  talk'd  with  them.  Hops  wtl 
apart  with  me ! 

T. 

I  shrink  from  the  emUtterM  doaa 

Of  my  own  melancholy  tale. 
*T  is  long  since  I  have  waked  my  woei 

And  nerve  and  voice  together  fiul ! 
The  throb  beats  &ster  at  my  brow, 

My-  brain  feels  warm  with  startinf  tean^ 
And  I  shall  weep— -bat  heed  not  thoii ! 

'Twill  soothe  awhile  the  ache  of  yearn 
The  heart  transfiz'd — worn  out  with  grirf- 
Will  turn  the  arrow  for  relie£ 
The  painter  was  a  child  of  shamo ! 

It  stirr'd  my  pride  to  know  il  fiist. 
For  I  had  question'd  but  his  nams^ 

And  thought,  alas !  I  knew  the  wonl^ 
Believing  him  unknown  and  poor. 
His  blood,  indeed,  was  not  dbacnre ; 

A  high-bom  Conti  was  hia  moCbcr, 
But,  though  he  knew  one  parenlrs  foea^ 

He  never  had  beheld  the  other. 
Nor  knew  his  country  or  his  laoe. 

The  Roman  hid  his  danghtw's  T 
Within  8t  Mona's  convent  wall, 

And  gave  the  boy  a  paintcr'a  name— 
And  little  else  to  live  withal ! 

And,  with  a  noble's  high  desirsa 
Forever  mounting  in  his  heart. 

The  boy  consumed  with  hidden  fires^ 
But  wrought  in  silence  at  hb  art; 

And  sometimes  at  St  Mona's  shriiw^ 
Worn  thin  with  penance  harsh  and  long^ 

He  saw  his  mother's  form  divine. 
And  loved  her  for  their  mutual  wrongs 
I  said  my  pride  vras  stin'd— hot  no ! 

The  voice  that  told  its  faittar  tale 
Was  touch'd  so  moumftilly  with  wo^ 

And,  as  he  ceased,  all  deathly  palsb 
He  loosed  the  hand  of  Mblavis, 
And  gazed  so  gaspingly  on  me 

The  demon  in  my  bosom  died  I 
«Not  thine,"  I  said,  Manothei's  goiit; 

I  break  no  hearts  for  silly  pride ; 
So,  kiss  yon  weeper  if  thou  wilt!'* 

St  Mona's  morning  ] 

The  shrine-lsmps  struggled  with  the  dq 
And,  rising  sbwiy,  one  by  one^ 

Stole  the  last  worshippem  ewaj. 
The  organist  play'd  oat  the  hymn. 

The  incense,  to  St  Mast  i 
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Ha^  iDoant^d  to  the  cbe  rubim. 

Or  U*  die  pUlara  ihmly  clung-; 
An  J  Iwvish  ch*>iister  replmepd 

Th#  miasAl  that  was  ttad  no  moTfl^ 
Arid  eloited^  with  hatf-irrever«;t]t  ha«t«, 

Coiifes^otiid  and  chan^eMcKir; 
Ajid  «s^  thmugli  aiulfi  and  oriel  [HJie, 

The  can  wofe  round  hb  stantkig  beam, 
The  dyin^  tnartTT  ftirr'd  agnin, 

A  nd  wamora  b^ttlpd  in  ttji  gleam ; 
Ami  CiMtly  tomb  und  in^ulpturcd  kni^bt 
Showed  ^iim  iind  wondrDus  in  the  UgbL 

I  liave  not  eaid  that  Mcl^wis 
Wm  ridiantly  fair — 

Ttm  tAtth  again  may  nether  ««« 
A  toTeliDCH  HO  rare  f 

9mi  glided  up  8l  MonaV  aisle 
That  murtiing-  as  a  bride. 

And,  fttll  OH  wEi»  mj  beetrt  the  while, 
I  bi«w'd  her  in  my  pi  ide  I 
The  fountain  may  not  fall  the  Icm 

Whoiie  mnda  an  (golden  ore. 
And  *  wUtef  for  bef  li»velme«» 

if  ty  not  be  loved  the  more ; 
But  OS,  tJie  foi]at*3  full  heart  benemtht 

Tho«  ^tden  •parklfes  shine. 
My  firtet^i  betxttj  iK*ctn'd  to  breathe 

f U  brifhtnew  i]^«r  mine  I 

8l  Mona  has  a  chiipeE  dim 

Within  the  allar'a  fretted  pale, 
Whefie  faintly  romed  the  awellini^  hymn* 

Am!  die*,  half-losi,  the  anthem V  wail. 
And  here*  in  twilight  meet  for  prayer, 

A  aingle  lump  hong*  o'er  the  ihrine, 
And  RLrHAKL*s  Mast,  soft  and  fnir, 

Lookfl  doirn  with  sweetni*3»  haif-diTineii 
And  here  Su  MonaSnuna  aJway 
TTi  rough  luUi<:ed  bars  are  Been  to  pray. 

At*  and  facrajment  were  oVr, 
And  A^rtfELP  and  Mi(L4t<]K 

Still  knelt  the  holy  ihrine  before ; 

Out  prayer^  tliat  mom>  was  not  tot  me  I 
My  bt*3Ti  was  lockM  f     The  lip  mi^ht  atlr. 

The  frame  mii^ht  a||ronjze-^and  yet, 

0  God  f  I  coMld  not  pray  for  her/ 
A  net!  upon  my  soul  was  set^ 

My  brow  waj  hot— my  brain  oppreat— 
And  6endji  Beeni'd  muttering  round,  "Your bridal 
ii  unblestl" 
With  forehead  to  the  lattice  laid, 

And  thin,  white  fim^^m  alraining  through, 
A  nun  the  iwbile  had  *ofily  pniy'd, 

0.  eVn  in  prayer  that  voice  I  knew! 
f^jir'h  fiilti  nnd^  word,  each  mournful  tone^ 

Krw'h  plfjidio^  tadcnre,  half-H*upprc4a*d— 
^u^'h  mufiir  had  itji  like  alone 

tin  VipA  th*t  (»ti>lp  it  at  her  breaat! 
AtuJ  rr**  ilie  cirison  ws*  don*? 

1  ]i^vi<d  the  mother  a^  the  son  I 

And  nntr,  the  marriiij^fl-vow  to  hear, 

The  nun  unveilM  her  brow; 
When,  pwjjlden,  to  my  startled  ear, 
There  crept  a  whisper,  bourne^  like  fear, 

-Dm  Bn^Ttiiii!  if  it  thou/" 


The  pdest  let  fdU  the  f  nlden  rin^, 

The  bridegroom  stood  a|a;bajt ; 
While,  like  tome  wierd  and  frantic  things 

The  nun  wait  muttering  fiuit ; 
And  oa,  in  dread,  I  nearer  drew, 
She  thru  it  her  arma  the  lattice  through. 
And  held  mo  lo  her  ^training  view ; 

But  Buildenty  Iregun 
To  Bteal  upon  her  brain  a  light. 
Thai  Btag!^er*d  soul,  and  sunsc,  and  atgfat, 
And,  with  a  mouth  aU  aahy  white, 

She  »hrii*kM,  ♦*  //  *>  kis  mn  / 
The  hridfgro&m  ta  iht/  hhod — thy  hmthirf 
RoDOLPu  DE  BRETEnN  tvTff^g'd  fli"*  molhtr /** 

And,  a«  that  doom  of  love  wa«  htard, 
My  sister  eunki  and  died,  without  a  sign  or  word  f 

I  ehed  no  tear  for  her.     She  died 

With  her  lost  sunshine  in  her  eyea. 
Earth  bijld  for  her  no  joy  beaide 

The  hope  juat  shattt;r'd,   'ond  she  Ilea 
In  a  gjieen  nook  of  yonder  dell ; 

And  near  her>  in  a  newer  bed, 
Her  lo?cr— brother — sleeps  an  well  f 

Pea»  to  the  broken-hearted  dead  I 


THE  CONFESSIONAL. 

I  TBOUQKT  of  Uiee — I  thought  of  tbcc 

On  oc^an  many  &  weary  night, 
When  heavL^J  the  long  and  euUen  seii, 

Witli  only  wave^  and  istarit  in  aight. 
We  stole  along  by  isles  of  bolm^ 

We  furlM  belljrc  the  eoming  galcir 
We  slept  am. id  the  bre&ihle«a  caloi, 

We  dew  beneath  the  Biraming  aoil, — 
But  thou  wert  loiit  for  years  to  me. 
And  day  and  night  [  thoughl  of  thee  F 

I  thought  of  thee*^I  thought  of  thee 

In  France,  amid  tJlie  gjiy  laloon. 
Where  eyee  as  dark  aa  eyes  may  be 

Are  many  as  the  leaver  in  June : 
Where  lif^  la  love,  and  eVn  the  air 

Is  pregnant  with  ImpnasionM  thought, 
And  song,  and  dance,  and  musie  are 

With  one  warm  meaning  only  fraught^ 
My  haJf-snared  heart  broke  lightly  frce. 
And,  with  a  blu«h,  I  thought  of  thee  I 

I  thought  of  thee — ^I  thought  of  tbeo 

In  Florence',  where  the  fiery  heoiti 
Of  Italy  are  breathed  away 

In  wonders  of  the  deathless  arts; 
Where  strays  the  Conl-idiiia,  down 

Yal  d*  A  mo,  with  J»ong  of  old  ; 
Where  elime  and  womt^in  seldom  frownt 

And  life  nms  over  sands  of  gold ; 
I  stray 'd  to  lonely  Fie*ol^, 
On  many  an  esc,  and  thought  of  tb««. 

I  thouf;:ht  of  thee^'l  tii ought  of  Chea 
In  Rome,  when,  on  the  Palatine, 

Night  left  the  Ce*af*K  palace  frea 
To  Ttme'a  forgetful  foot  and  miiy^' 


876 


N.  P.  WILLia 


Or,  on  the  Coliieum**  wall, 

When  moonlight  touch'd  the  ivied  i 

Reclining,  with  m  thought  of  all 
That  o'er  this  acene  hath  come  and  gone^ 

The  shades  of  Rome  would  start  and  flee 

Unconsciously — I  thought  of  thee. 

I  thouf^ht  of  thee — I  thought  of  thee 

In  Vallombrosa's  holy  shade. 
Where  nobles  bom  the  friars  be, 

By  life's  rude  changes  humbler  made. 
Here  Milton  framed  his  Paradise; 

I  slept  within  his  very  cell ; 
And,  as  I  closed  my  weary  eyes, 

I  thought  the  cowl  would  fit  me  well ; 
The  cloisters  breathed,  it  sccm'd  to  me, 
Of  heart's-casc — but  I  thought  of  thee. 

I  thnuirht  of  thee — I  thouglit  of  thee 

In  Venice,  on  a  night  in  June; 
When,  through  the  city  of  the  sea, 

Like  dust  of  silver,  slept  the  moon. 
Slow  turned  his  oar  the  gondolier. 

Ami,  as  the  black  barks  glided  by, 
The  water,  to  my  leaning  ear. 

Bore  back  the  lover's  passing  sigh ; 
It  was  no  place  alone  to  be, 
I  thought  of  thee — I  thought  of  thee. 

I  thought  of  thee — I  thought  of  thee 

In  the  Ionian  isles,  when  straying 
With  wise  Ultsses  by  the  sea, 

Old  HoxEa's  songs  around  me  playing; 
Or«  watching  the  bewttch'd  caique. 

That  o*er  the  star-lit  waters  flew, 
I  Uflten'd  to  the  helmsman  Greek, 

Who  sung  the  song  that  Sappho  knew: 
The  poet's  s])ell,  the  bark,  the  sea, 
All  vanish*d  as  I  thought  of  thee. 

I  thought  of  thee — I  thought  of  thee 

In  Greece,  when  rose  the  Parthenon 
Mnjcxtic  o'er  the  Egean  sea. 

And  heroes  with  it,  one  by  one ; 
Wlirn,  in  the  grove  of  Academe, 

Where  Lais  and  Leoxtium  stray'd 
Discuss'ng  Plato's  mystic  theme, 

I  lay  at  noontide  in  tlie  shado^ 
The  Egean  wind,  the  whispering  tree 
Had  voices — and  I  thought  of  thee. 

I  tliought  of  thee — I  thought  of  thee 

In  Asii.  on  the  Dardiinelles, 
Wliore,  swiftly  as  the  waters  flee. 

Each  wave  some  sweet  old  story  telli ; 
And,  seatetl  by  the  mnrble  tank 

Which  sleefw  by  Ilium*s  ruins  old, 
(The  fount  whore  peerless  Helrv  drank. 

And  Vexi's  laved  her  locks  of  gold,) 
I  thriird  such  classic  haunts  to  sec, 
Vet  «*ven  here  I  thought  of  thee. 

I  thought  of  thee — T  thou;;ht  of  thee 

WTicre  glide  tlie  Bosphor's  lovely  waters, 

All  palace-line<]  from  sea  to  sea: 

And  ever  on  its  shores  the  daughters 

Of  the  delicious  east  are  seen. 

Printing  the  brink  with  slipper'd  feet. 


And,  O,  tiie  nowj  ftlfa 

MThiiftqrwor 
Peril  of  light  BO  lai 
Yot,  in  Htamhonl,  I 


Pto  tfaoogfat  of  thoe— !'«•  thoB^  ofthH^ 

Through  change  lliat  tiwchaa 
Thy  Cue  looks  np  from  ovny  mip 

In  ereiy  star  thine  eyea  aie  Ml. 
Though  roving  beneath  orimt  ikiH^ 

Whoae  goMen  beauty  bragOMS  of  n< 
I  envy  eveiy  bird  that  fliee 

Into  the  in  and  clouded  weet; 
I  think  of  thee— I  think  of  Oeo! 
O,  deareat!  hast  thoa  thonsfatoCMl 
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BnioHT  flag  at  yonder  teperinf  bmI^ 
Fling  oot  your  fleld  of  enm  bl«e; 

Let  atar  and  ftripe  be  weatwid  eM^ 
And  point  as  Fieedom^a  eagle  flaw! 

Strain  home !  O  lithe  and  quivering  ipm 

Point  home,  mj  countiy'e  flag  of  Mm ! 


The  wind  bkma  Jbir,  the  ^ 

The  pressure  of  the  riaing  1 
And,  awiAeat  of  a  thouaand  keeb^ 

She  leapa  to  the  careering  seaol 
O,  lair,  fidr  cloud  of  anowj  aail. 

In  whoae  white  bieaat  I  aeem  to  fie^ 
How  oft,  when  blew  thia  eaitonk  galot 

I've  teen  your  aemblanoe  in  the  ikj. 
And  long'd,  with  breaking  heai^  to  flia 
On  such  white  pinions  o'er  the  asa! 

Adieu,  0  lands  of  fiune  and  eUl 

I  turn  to  watdi  oar  foamy  tia^ 
And  thoughto  with  which  I  flnt  biUi 

Yon  clouded  line,  ooooe  hnnyiag  baEk; 
My  lipa  are  dry  with  Tagiie  desin^ 

My  cheek  once  moie  is  hot  with  joj; 
My  pulse,  my  brain,  my  sooi  oa  fln  I 

O,  what  haa  changed  that  trsveOarhoj 

Aa  leavea  the  ahip  thia  dying  foaai,        p 

His  visiona  fikde  behind— his  weaij  heart  1 

Adieo,  0  soft  and  soathem  Aora, 

Where  dwelt  the  Stan  long  miBsTd  fai  hai 
Those  forms  of  beanty,  se 

Yet  once  to  Art's  rapt  ^ 
O,  still  the  enamoor'd  son  debya^ 

And  pries  throngh  feont  and  i 
To  win  to  his  adoring  gaie 

Those  children  of  die  sky  agnal 
Irradiate  beauty,  socfa  as  nefer 

That  light  on  other  earth  haA  ikona^ 
Hath  made  thia  land  her  hone  foiwar; 

And,  could  I  live  for  Uda  aloiM, 
Were  not  my  birthiigfat  hrightv  for 

Than  auch  Tolnptoooa  slave's  can  has 
Held  not  the  west  one  gloriona  star. 

New-bom  and  biasing  for  the  fiaa^ 
Soar*d  not  to  heaven  oar  eagb  yat« 
Rome,  with  her  helot  son%  shonH  tiiach  Ma  toi 
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Adieu,  O,  bdurUtid  I     I  mo 

Y^iir  wbite  clifls  on  the  hf>mon'»  rim, 
And*  thdtigli  td  httT  akiei  T  de«, 

My  beut  iwelU,  wid  tnj  eyes  aw  dim ! 
Ai  knows  the  tlove  ihe  task  vou  gtVB  hci*, 

When  loosfMl  upon  a  foreign  ishore; 
Ar  ipreadj*  the  niiti-dfo{f  in  the  river 

In  nKich  it  tnay  havE  flow*d  litefore-^ 
To  Etif^land,  ov*r  vale  ftjwi  mountain, 

Mj  (ancy  flew  from  cEimea  more  fair, 
Mt  biood*  that  tnew  itii  pnrcot  fni^ntiun. 

Ran  warm  and  ftf£t  In  Englsjid's^  air. 

My  mother?  in  IJiy  pmyar  to-night 

Tbei*  come  mvt  words  and  warmflr  tean ! 
On  lonBTf  long  darkneea  bteakfi  the  lights 

Coinos  honw  the  loved^  thi^  Jo^t  for  yeai«  I 
Bkt^  Mfe,  O  wav^wom  mariner, 

F«ir  not,  io-nighl,  or  Rtorm  or  sea  ! 
The  car  of  Heaven  bends  low  to  hrr/ 

He  comam  to  ihora  whi>  saiia  witJi  me ! 
The  wind-tos#''d  Bpider  needs  no  token 
I  How  «tani5«  the  Uwj  when  [ightninga  hlvm : 

And*  by  a  thread  from  hfitven  urTbruken, 

I  know  my  tnother  lives  and  prays ! 

Bear  tnother !  when  our  lip«  can  speaik^ 

When  ilrat  our  tear*  will  let  ua  seo^ 
When  I  tan  gnie  upon  thy  cheeky 

And  thou,  with  thy  d<*ar  eyee,  on  me^— 
T*  will  be  a  pavtime  jittk*  ned 

To  tmre  what  wetirht  Time*a  heavy  fingeis 
Upon  each  other'*  forms  hate  had  ; 

For  ail  may  flcc»  so  feeHng  lingers  I 
But  tht^rr"^*  a  change,  belo^iMl  mother^ 

To  itir  far  deeper  thoiij^hta  of  thine ; 
I  come — but  with  mo  comes  another. 

To  thmre.  the  heart  once  only  mui©  i 
Tbou,on  whone  thought*,  when  sad  and  lonely. 

One  star  a  row*  in  niefiiory*ei  heaven ; 
Tlnra^  who  hast  wntch'd  ftne  treaBur*  only, 

WalcfM  flr/*f  flower  with  leaiti  at  even: 
Room  in  thy  heart !     The  hearth  she  left 

li  darkened  to  make  light  to  ours  I 
There  are  hri«ht  flowen*  of  care  bereft. 

Anil  hrart*  that  lafigtjtwh  more  than  flowers; 
She  wa*  tbtir  lightt  thpir  very  air —       (p^y*''  ? 
B4Kiin,  mother^  in  thy  heart  I  plai^  f<rr  her  in  thy 


SPRING. 

T*i  i^prin^  u  here,  the  delieale-footetl  Mey^ 
With  it*  *lifht  finger*  full  of  leaver  and  itowerv; 

And  with  it  comes  a  thirst  to  Iw  away» 

Mi^artinj?  in  wood^paltut  ita  vohiptuoua  houn ; 

A  feeling?  that  ia  like  a  mpnite  of  winjja, 

Re«tJe»  to  Kiar  above  these  pcrviihing  things. 

We  paH  out  fmm  the  eity'j*  fcven*h  hum. 
To  fiotl  refreshment  in  the  iiileni  AOod«; 

And  nature,  that  ia  lieantifnl  and  dm  ah, 
l*ike  a  ciwl  sleep  upon  the  puleeii  iw*ioA§  i 

Tet.  even  there,  a  reirtlesa  thonifht  will  ^teal. 

To  tei£^  the  indolent  heart  it  ntill  must  fiel. 


Strangt,  that  the  audible  stillneBs  of  the  noon. 
The  waters  brippinig  with  their  silver  feet, 

The  turning  to  the  light  of  lea^^ies  in  June, 
And  the  light  wy^tper  as  iheir  edgi^s  m(?el; 

9tra.ngr,  that  they  fill  not,  with  ttieir  tranquil  lone, 

The  spirit,  walking  in  thc:ir  midst  alone. 

There'*  no  contentment  in  a  world  like  this, 
SaTB  in  forgetting  the  immortal  dream; 

We  may  not  gazi;  upon  the  stars  of  blisiv 

That  through  the  cloud-rifbt  radiantly  stream; 

Bird-like,  the  pri^on'd  *oul  wiH  Ufk  its  eye 

And  pine  tUl  tt  is  hooded  from  the  sky* 


TO  ERMENGARDE. 

I  K^ow  not  if  the  aunahino  waste, 

The  wi>rld  is  dark  aint.^  thou  art  gone  I 
The  hours  are,  O I  so  leaden-pacf^  1 

The  hLnJid  sing,  and  the  atara  float  on, 
But  ^ing  not  well,  and  look  not  fair  \ 
A  wei(jht  is  in  the  summer  air» 

And  imdness  in  the  sight  of  flnweri ; 
And  if  I  go  wliere  others  Simile^ 

Their  love  bvit  make*!  tiw  think  of  ours, 
And  Heai?en  get*  my  heart  tite  while* 
Like  one  upon  a  desert  iide, 

I  languid  of  the  dreary  honrs; 
f  never  thought  a  life  could  be 
So  flung  upon  one  hope,  aa  mine,  dear  love,  on  ibm ! 

I  sit  and  watch  the  summer  sky: 

There  comes  a  cloud  through  heaven  abna; 
A  tho^usand  tt&n  are  ahining  nigh, 

It  feels  no  light,  hut  darkles  on  t 
Yet  now  it  near*  tlie  lovelier  moon. 

And,  fla-ihing  through  it*  fringe  of  snow, 
There  steals  a  rosier  dye,  and  aoon 

lu  bosom  h  one  fiery  gb>w ! 
The  quwn  of  life  within  it  Ilea* 

Vet  mark  how  lovcra  meet  lo  part; 
The  cloud  already  onward  flie*^ 

And  shadows  eink  into  its  heart ; 
And  j'doat  thou  see  them  where  thou  aitl) 

Fade  fast,  fade  all  lho«e  glorious  jyee  J 
lU  light,  like  mine,  is  seen  no  more. 
And,  like  my  own,  ita  heart  iMinui  dark^tr  thin 
before. 

Where  press,  thia  hour,  thoae  fairy  feel  ? 

Where  look,  thirt  honr,  ihose  eye*  of  bluet 
Wliat  music  in  thine  ear  is  sweet ! 

What  odour  breathe*  thy  lattice  through  1 
%Vhat  word  is  on  thy  Up  1     What  tone, 
What  look,  replying  to  thine  own  ? 
Thy  step*  along  the  Danube  stray, 

Alas,  it  *cek^  an  orient  sea  1 
Thou  wm*ld*t  not  set-m  *o  far  away, 

FlowM  but  its  wat4?ni  hark  to  m* ! 
I  hicaa  the  plowly-E"omin(f  moon, 

Becaui^  it*  eye  looked  late  in  thine ; 
I  envy  th<f  west  wind  of  June^ 

Whose  wini^  will  bear  it  up  the  Rhino  | 
The  flower  I  ptrm  upon  my  brow 
Were  aweeier  if  itn  like  perfumed  thy  chiunbcr  n&m 
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HAGAR  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 

Thb  morning  broke.  Light  stole  upon  the  doadi 
With  a  strange  beauty.   Earth  received  again 
Its  garment  of  a  thousand  dyes ;  and  leaves. 
And  delicate  blossoms,  and  the  painted  flowen. 
And  every  tiling  that  bendeth  to  the  dew, 
And  stirreth  with  the  daylight,  lifted  up 
Its  iKiiiuty  to  the  breath  of  that  sweet  mom. 

All  things  are  dark  to  sorrow;  and  the  light. 
And  loveliness,  and  fragrant  air,  were  sad 
To  the  dejected  Hag  a  a.    The  moist  earth 
Wa.s  pouring  odours  from  its  spicy  pores, 
And  the  young  birds  were  singing,  as  if  life 
Were  a  new  thing  to  them ;  but,  O  !  it  came 
Upon  her  heart  like  discord,  and  she  felt 
How  cruelly  it  tries  a  broken  heart. 
To  see  a  mirth  in  any  tiling  it  loves. 
She  st<xKl  at  A  B  RAH  a  x's  tent    Her  lips  were  prcss'd 
'i'ill  the  blood  started ;  and  the  wandering  veins 
Of  her  transparent  forehead  were  swcllM  out, 
As  if  her  pride  would  burst  them.    Her  dark  eye 
Was  clear  and  tearless,  and  the  light  of  heaven, 
Which  made  its  language  legible,  shot  back 
From  her  long  lashes,  as  it  had  been  flame. 
Her  noble  boy  stood  by  her,  with  his  hand 
Clasp'd  in  her  own,  and  his  round,  delicate  feet. 
Scarce  train'd  to  balance  on  the  tented  floor, 
Sandaird  for  journeying.     He  had  lookM  up 
Into  his  mother's  fiice,  until  he  caught 
The  spirit  there,  and  his  young  heart  was  swelling 
Beneath  his  dimpled  bosom,  and  his  form 
Straightened  up  proudly  in  his  tiny  wrath. 
As  if  his  light  proportions  would  have  swcU'd, 
Had  they  but  matchM  bis  spirit,  to  the  man. 

Why  bends  the  patriarch  as  he  cometh  now 
Upon  his  staflf  so  wearily  1     His  beard 
Is  low  upon  his  breast,  and  on  his  high  brow. 
So  written  with  the  converse  of  his  God, 
Beareth  the  swollen  vein  of  agony. 
His  lip  is  quivering,  and  his  wonted  step 
Of  vigour  is  not  there ;  and,  though  the  mom 
Is  passinir  fair  and  beautiful,  he  breathes 
Its  fr(\shness  as  it  were  a  pestilence. 
O,  man  may  l)car  with  suffering:  his  heart 
Is  a  stron;r  thing,  and  godlike  in  the  grasp 
Of  pain,  that  wrings  mortality;  but  tear 
One  chord  alTcction  clings  to,  part  one  tie 
I'hat  binds  him  to  a  woman's  delicate  love. 
And  his  great  spirit  yieldeth  like  a  reed. 

He  gave  to  her  the  wat«.>r  and 'the  bread, 
But  spoke  no  word,  and  trusted  not  himself 
To  lr>ok  upon  her  face,  but  hiid  his  hand 
In  silent  blessing  on  the  fair-hair*d  boy, 
And  left  her  to  her  lot  of  loneliness. 

Should  H  agar  weep?  May  slighted  woman  turn, 
And,  as  a  vine  the  oak  hath  shaken  off. 
Bend  lisihtly  to  her  leaning  trust  again  1 
O,  no !  by  all  her  loveliness,  by  all 
That  makes  life  poetry  and  beauty,  no ! 
Make  her  a  slave ;  steal  from  her  rosy  cheek 
By  needless  jealousies ;  let  the  last  star 
lit^vc  her  a  wat<:her  by  your  couch  of  pain ; 
Wrong  her  by  petulance,  suspicion,  all 
T»»ai  makes  her  cup  a  bitterness, — ^yet  give 


One  evidence  of  lote,  ud  fluth  has  not 
An  emblem  of  deyotodnoi  like  hflVk 
Bat,  O !  eatnuigohcr  oooe— ll  booli  not  Iwi 
By  wrong  or  ulenoe,  iny  thing  tbat  teUi 
A  change  h«e  come  upoo  your  tendemeM 
And  there  is  not  m  high  thing  out  of  betvm 
Her  pride  o'ermutereth  not* 

She  went  her  way  with  a  itroDg  ilq>  and  i 
Her  preas'd  lip  arch*d,  and  her  clear  eye  andin 
As  it  had  been  a  diamond,  and  her  form 
Borne  proudly  ap,  aa  if  her  heart  braathed  tbra 
Her  child  kept  on  in  silenoe,  thcjug^  ihe  pna 
His  hand  till  it  waa  pain*d :  for  be  had  an^ 
As  I  have  aaid,  her  qmit,  and  the  aaed 
Of  a  stem  nation  had  been  breathed  npon. 

The  morning  paaa'd,  and  Aaia'a  ana  rade  « 
In  the  dear  heaven,  and  every  beam  was  heal 
The  caUle  of  the  hilla  were  in  the  diade. 
And  the  bright  plumage  of  the  Orient  li^ 
On  beating  boacnna  in  her  api^  treei; 
It  waa  an  hour  of  rett;  but  Haoas  foond 
No  shelter  in  the  wildemeaa,  and  on 
She  kept  her  weary  way,  until  the  boy 
Hung  down  hia  head,  and  openM  hia  paich'd 
For  water;  but  ahe  could  not  give  it  him. 
She  laid  him  down  beneath  the  auhiy  akyr- 
For  it  was  better  than  the  doae,  hoi  breath 
Of  the  thick  pine% — and  tried  to  eomfbrt  hn 
But  he  was  sore  athirst,  and  hia  Une  eyei 
Were  dim  and  bloodshot,  and  he  coold  not  k 
Why  God  denied  hnn  water  in  the  wHd. 
She  aat  a  little  longer,  and  he  grew 
Ghastly  and  faint,  aa  if  he  would  have  died. 
It  was  too  much  for  her.    fihe  lifted  him, 
And  bore  him  further  on,  and  laid  hia  head 
Beneath  the  ahadow  of  a  deaert  ahrob; 
And,  shrouding  up  her  fiiee,  ahe  went  away. 
And  sat  to  watch,  where  he  eonhl  aee  her  no 
Till  he  should  die;  and,  watching  him,  slvmoa 

«GoD  stay  thee  in  thine  agony,  my  boy! 
I  cannot  see  thee  die ;  I  cannot  beook 

Upon  thy  brow  to  look. 
And  aee  death  aettle  on  my  cndto-joy. 
How  have  I  drunk  the  light  of  thy  bina  eye! 

And  could  I  aee  thee  diet 

«Idid  not  dream  of  thia  when  thoawcrtatn 
Like  an  unbound  gaaelle,  among  the  floaren 

Or  wearing  rosy  houny 
By  the  rich  gush  of  water*aoaroaa  |ilaying» 
Then  sinking  weaiy  to  thy  amiling  ak^ 

So  beautiful  and  deepw 

«0,  no!  and  when  I  fifatdi'd  hf  tiMe  die  w 
And  aaw  thy  bright  Up  curling  in  tiiy  dnam 

And  thought  of  the  dark  atraam 
In  my  own  Und  of  Egypt,  the  fiir  Nile, 
How  prey'd  I  that  my  fidher'a  Band  ni^t  hi 

An  heritage  Ibr  thee ! 

«  And  now  the  greve  for  ita  cold  bteilhathwoi 
And  thy  white,  delicate  limba  the  woth  wHI  ] 

And,  O !  my  laat  careaa 
Must  feel  thee  cold,  for  a  chin  head  b  on  H 
How  can  I  leave  my  boy,  ao  piOow'd  then 

Upon  hia  duatering  hab!* 
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«tood  heaA^  the  wdl  her  Goi>  hod  fXTca 
li  in  that  deep  wiLderne^iE^  and  bathed 
MllMd  ot  het  chUd  until  he  Inngb'd 
nmnng  bippine«,  wid  Hsp'd 
int  tbdtight  of  gbdtic«a  at  the  sight 
£ool  |)lului3g  df  his  miather's  hand. 


THOUGHTS 
ii4Ki3f 0  A  OB^Ti^  ran  j.  rosr  cbua  bor^  dcaii. 

penUe  flowert?  my  child  would  paM  to  heaveal 

t'd  not  for  her  yd  with  your  soft  eyea, 
^ul  uihera  at  Death"'  n&irow  duor  t 
t  while  you  dolaj  to  let  hor  forth* 
I  bejond,  stAy  for  her  !     One  long  lum 
^  all  pale  with  agony,  and  le^r^ 
:  ^Vr  unguifth  had  <lried  up  with  Sre 
t«  that  we{it  them,  were  the  cup  of  life 
»  m  welcome  to  her*    Wwp*  O^  mother  I 
t  th*t  frotn  thiir  cup  of  hitterne^ 
th  of  th«  flkjr  hoi  tymM  aw«y. 
look  upon  her  face  ere  she  depiirt  t 
tghter !  it  ii  »oon  to  let  thes  go  I 
ehtcf !  with  thy  birth  hat  guvh'd  &  iprin^ 
cot  of :  iiUJng  my  heart  with  tcara, 
mtng  with  utrange  tendemeea  to  thee  I 
^O,  Goft,  it  iieem«  ao — which  must  flow 
thou  f^cmt,  and  'twixl  Heaven  and  me, 
nrward*  litt  a  aweet  and  yeurning  chaltif 
f  m*  aiier  thee  I     And  dO  fafvweU  I 
bati^  woHd  in  which  o^eetion  knowi 
9t  to  tt«aaur«  up  ita  lov«ifJ  and  tost 
low  frate !  Thou ,  who  bo  lal*  w  as  sleeping 
111  the  do«e  fold  of  a  mother^a  heart, 
tnum  her  breast  a  single  pulse  receiving^, 
vaa  sent  thse  with  aome  tender  thought — 
m  1  (eave  lliee  A«-e  /    Aiaa,  for  man  I 
rb  in  its  hnmilitj  may  ftll, 
isle  into  the  brijg;ht  arid  genial  air, 
wtf,  hy  hands  that  minister^  in  life 
(J  but  love  to  us,  are  thrust  away, 
rth  thrown  in  upon  our  just  coUl  bo#omj| 
e  wiirm  sunijihine  trodden  out  forever ! 
mT(»  I  rhoJien  for  thy  grave»  my  child, 
wherr  I  have  tarn  in  -fummer  houre* 
auEsht  how  little  it  would  aeem  like  death 
p  amid  nuch  lovelineaiL     The  brook 
ig  with  laughter  down  I  he  rocky  atops 
ad  U9  to  t}iv  bed,  would  still  trip  on, 
I*?  ihi"  (Ireiul  hunh  of  the  fnournera  gone; 
iU  are  nrvej-  nUent  ilmt  !TUiId  here* 
to  ftirig  down  thp  more  vocjU  watera ; 
pe  U  ^ffnutiful  with  moas  and  flowera ; 
t  below p  seen  under  arching  leavea, 
the  warm  wun  on  the  vtlla^  spire, 
?  the  livincf  td\cr  thee»     And  thia 
ikr*  a  coiTtfort,  and,  replaiHnj?  nnw 
wer*  th:it  have  rnnde  mom  f  >r  ihre,  I  go 
■jMT  the  same  price  to  her  wh'>  HcJi 
of  ber  ehitd,  and  lonely,    'T  is  the  work 
\y  a  dark  hour,  and  of  many  a  prayer, 
g  the  heart  back  from  an  infant  gone! 
lust  give  o'er,  and  Itnsy  fancy  blot 
^  frotn  all  the  wilent  ronnm. 


And  erety  aight  and  wund  familiar  to  her 

Undo  its  sweetest  link ;  and  so,  at  laet. 

The  fotintoin  that,  onco  loosed,  mu^t  flow  forever. 

Will  hide  and  wa^te  in  ailence.    When  the  aciila 

Steal*  to  her  pflllid  lip  agidn,  and  sprina 

Wakens  ita  buda  above  thee,  we  will  eomc, 

And,  standing  by  thy  musics-haunted  grave^ 

Look  on  each  oth«r  cheerfully,  and  say, 

A  child  ihiii  ice  hiii*€  ioecd  u  gone  to  Aearfu, 

And  by  tht9  gatt  of  fimjDtr^  the  ptiM'd  amay ,' 


THE  BELFRY  PIGEON, 

OsT  the  cross-beajD  under  the  Old  South  bell 
The  neat  of  a  pigeon  k  bolidi»d  wclj. 
In  au tinner  and  winter  that  bird  U  them, 
Out  and  in  with  tlie  morning  airi 
I  love  to  see  him  track  the  street. 
With  bis  wary  eye  and  active  foct  j 
And  I  often  watch  htm  as  he  springn. 
Circling  the  steeple  witli  easy  wing9« 
TiU  across  the  dial  his  s!ia*le  httB  passed. 
And  the  belfry  edge  is  gain'd  at  last. 
*T  is  a  bird  I  love,  with  it^  brooding  note. 
And  the  trembling  throb  in  it^  mottled  throat; 
There  *B  a  human  look  in  its  swelling  bnpast. 
And  the  gentle  curve  of  its  lowly  ercst; 
And  I  often  stop  with  the  fear  I  feel, 
He  run*  so  clo«e  to  the  rapid  whceL 

Whatever  is  rang  on  that  noi»y  bcl! — 
Chime  of  the  hour,  or  funeral  knell'** 
The  dove  in  the  belfry  mu^t  hear  it  well. 
When  the  tongue  swing;;  out  to  the  midnight  moori. 
When  the  sexton  cheefly  rings  for  noon. 
When  the  clock  strikca  clear  at  morning  tights 
When  the  child  is  waked  with  "  nine  at  night," 
When  the  chimes  play  soft  in  the  Babbatb  air, 
Filling  the  spirit  with  tones  of  prayer,— 
Whatever  tale  in  the  bell  b  heard, 
He  broods  on  hi  a  folded  feet  unstirred* 
Or,  riiing  half  in  hb  rounded  nest, 
He  takes  the  time  to  smootbe  his  breaat, 
Then  drops  agnin,  with  filmed  eyes. 
And  sleeps  as  the  la«t  vibration  die*. 

Sweet  bird  !  I  would  that  I  eould  bo 
A  hermit  in  the  crowd  like  thee ! 
With  win^  to  fly  to, wood  and  glen  I 
Thy  tot,  like  mine,  is  ea^t  with  men  ; 
And  daily,  with  unwilling  feet,  » 

I  tread,  tike  thee,  the  crowded  street; 
But,  unlike  roe,  when  day  is  o'er,         ^ 
Thou  canst  dismiss  the  world,  and  soar, 
Or,  at  a  half-felt  wish  for  rest> 
Citnst  amiKithe  thy  feathers  on  thy  breast. 
And  drop,  forgetful,  to  thy  ne^L 

I  would  that,  in  such  win^s  of  gold, 
I  eould  my  weary  heart  upfold  \ 
I  would  I  could  look  down  un moved » 
( Unloving  as  I  am  unloved,) 
And,  while  the  world  throngs  on  beneath, 
Smootbe  down  my  cares  and  calmly  breathe; 
And  nefver  aad  with  others*  nsjdoes*. 
And  never  glad  with  other**  glsdnesa, 
Listen,  unstirr'd,  to  knetl  or  chime, 
And^  lapp'd  ia  quiet,  bide  ro?  Iuaa0> 
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APRIL. 

**  A  vifilet  hy  II  nio«sy  vinne, 
IlHir-hkl:l«^n  frfuti  ihu  eye, 
Fnir  »«  n  sturf  when  only  one 
U  nhiniitg  in  thn  sky." 

WOBMWORTH. 

I  HAVE  found  vioIeU.     April  hath  come  on, 
And  the  cool  windi*  feel  HoAer,  and  the  ndn 
FnlU  in  the  lieaded  drops  of  summer-time. 
You  may  hear  birds  at  morning,  and  at  eve 
The  tame  dove  lingers  till  the  twilight  falls. 
Cooing  upon  the  eaves,  and  drawing  in 
His  beautiful,  bright  neck ;  and,  from  the  hills, 
A  murmur  like  the  hoarseness  of  the  sea, 
Tells  the  release  of  waters,  and  the  earth 
Sends  up  a  pleasant  smell,  and  the  dry  leaves 
Are  lifled  by  the  grass;  and  so  I  know 
That  Nature,  with  her  delicate  ear,  hath  heard 
The  dropping  of  the  velvet  foot  of  Spring. 
Take  of  my  violets !     I  found  them  where 
The  liquid  south  stole  o*er  them,  on  a  bank 
That  leanM  to  running  water.    There's  to  me 
A  daintiness  about  these  early  flowers. 
That  touches  mo  like  poetry.    They  blow 
With  such  a  simple  loveliness  among 
The  common  herbs  of  pasture,  and  breathe  oat 
Their  lives  so  unobtrusively,  like  hearts 
Whose  beatings  are  too  gentle  for  the  world. 
I  love  to  go  in  the  capricious  days 
Of  April  and  hunt  violets,  when  the  rain 
Is  in  the  blue  cups  trembling,  and  they  nod 
So  gracefully  to  the  kisses  of  the  wind. 
It  may  bo  dcemM  too  idle,  but  the  young 
Read  nature  like  the  manuscript  of  Heaven, 
And  call  the  flowers  its  poetry.     Go  out ! 
Ye  spirits  of  habitual  unrest, 
And  read  it,  when  the  «* fever  of  the  worid** 
Hath  made  your  hearts  impatient,  and,  if  life 
Hath  yet  one  spring  unpoison'd,  it  wiU  be 
Like  a  beguiling  music  to  its  flow, 
And  you  will  no  more  wonder  that  I  love 
To  hunt  for  violets  in  the  April-time. 


THE  ANNOYER. 

Love  knoweth  every  form  of  air. 

And  every  shape  of  earth. 
And  comes,  unbidden,  everywhere. 

Like  thought*s  mysterious  birth. 
The  moonlit  sea  and  the  sunset  sky 

Are  written  with  Love*s  words. 
And  you  hear  his  voice  unceasingly. 

Like  song,  in  the  time  of  birds. 

lie  piHsps  into  the  warrior's  heart 

I-'rom  the  tip  of  a  stooping  plume. 
And  the  serried  spcam,  and  the  many  men. 

May  not  deny  him  room. 
HcMl  come  to  his  tent  in  the  weaiy  night. 

And  be  busy  in  his  dream, 
And  he'll  float  to  his  eye  in  morning  light. 

Like  a  fay  on  a  silver  beam. 


He  bean  the  aoimd  of  A«  hoBtar's  gn» 

And  rides  on  the  echo  back. 
And  sighs  in  his  ear  like  ■  itiniiiff  hU, 

And  flits  in  his  woodUnd  tnck. 
The  shade  of  die  wood,  and  the  riiMB  of  the  ri 

The  cloud,  uid  the  open  sky^^ 
He  will  haunt  them  all  with  his  subtle  qniv 

Like  the  light  of  your  rery  eye. 

The  flsher  hangs  over  the  leaning  boat, 

And  ponders  the  silver  aea. 
For  Love  is  under  the  aui&ce  hid, 

And  a  spell  of  thought  has  he: 
He  heaves  the  wave  Iike*a  boaom  mmd. 

And  speaks  in  the  ripple  loWy 
Till  the  bait  u  gone  fifom  the  erafty  Ibm, 

And  the  hook  hanga  bare  beknr. 

He  blurs  the  print  of  the  achohi'B  book, 

And  intrudes  in  the  Biaideii's  pn^er. 
And  pro&nes  the  cell  of  the  holy  maa 

In  the  shape  of  a  lady  frb. 
In  the  darkest  night,  and  the  bri^dojfi^ 

In  earth,  and  oea,  and  sky. 
In  every  home  of  human  thiwighl 

Will  Love  bo  luiking  nigfa. 


TO  A  FACE  BELOVED. 

Thi  music  of  the  waken'd  ^yie 

Dies  not  upon  the  quivering  otringi. 
Nor  bums  alone  the  minetrel'o  fire 

Upon  the  lip  that  trembling  aincB; 
Nor  shines  the  moon  in  heaven  unaow, 

Nor  shuts  the  ibwer  its  fkagmil  eoOi^ 
Nor  sleeps  the  fountain's  wealthy  I  wmb. 

Forever  in  its  sparry  weOa; 
The  spells  of  the  enchanter  lie 
Not  on  his  own  lone  heart*  hb  ofwn  npt « 

I  look  upon  a  face  as  fair 

As  ever  made  a  Up  of  heavoi 
Falter  amid  its  muric-pn^er ! 

The  first-lit  star  of  summer  evn 
Springs  not  so  softly  on  the  cje, 

Nor  grows,  with  watching^  half  m  hag 
Nor,  mid  its  sisters  of  the  oky, 

80  seems  of  heaven  the  deaieot  B^\ 
Men  murmur  where  that  faee  ia  aeon 
My  youth's  angelic  dream  waa  of  diat  kiok  and 

Yet,  though  we  deem  the  atan 

And  envy,  in  our  grie(  the 
That  bears  but  sweetness  in  Ha 

And  fiMur^d  the  enchanter  for  bia 
And  love  the  minstrel  for  Ua  ^eU 
He  winds  out  of  his  lyre  ao  wall ; 
The  stars  are  almonen  of  lighty 

The  Ijrrist  of  mekdioDa  air. 
The  fountain  of  its  waten  briglil^ 

And  every  thing  moot  aweot  and 
Of  that  by  which  it  chaima  the  ear. 
The  eye  of  him  that  paasoa  near ; 
A  kunp  is  lit  in  woman's  eje 
That  souls,  else  loot  on  earth. 


THEODORE  &  PAT. 


{twm,  IVL} 


Tbs  ttitbor  ipf  *•  D»uifl  and  1leT«rle&,'^  "  Nor- 
siAi]  L«*iie,"  mnd  *♦  The  Countei*  Jd»/'  vtbb  bom 
ia  iLe  ntj  of  New  Yofk  oo  the  tenth  of  Febm- 
IJT«  1807.  Hi*  Citber  wa*  «  bwjer  of  imoaud 
ffofc^ioatl  mnd  Wie^tmif  ibiJitieA,  ^hich  were 
dHpUjtd  tn  %n  esfnesl  uid  persistent 
of  the  abodmoo  of  iropriicinEiient  for 
AthL,  \n  nonieroti*  oof)lributbn«  to  the  public  jonr- 
Mit  dull*?  the  fli^mture  of  ■*  Howard."  Afler 
la  (ii<ath»  m  IB^  Mr.  Fat  continued  the  6tudy 
^thm  Uw  with  Mr.  SYXTAJitT»  MjLtRB,  and  wu 
to  the  baf  in  1830.  He  aequirfld  bk 
dkunelion  bj  a  writer  by  completing  a  ae- 
li»of  p«|)«r*  entilJed  "The  LitUe  GeniuV  coin* 
Bjcnotil  1^  bta  jatber,  in  the  *'  New  York  Mirror," 
of  wbtrh  h«  bec-mne  one  of  Uie  editoni*  In  1833 
he  WM  niarrkil,  and  hmmi  afti;r  went  to  Europe, 
where  be  ha«  nearly  e*er  linee  resided.  He  was 
a|i|K)ii}ted  wKTtttary  of  tbe  United  Stfttev  legntion 
■t  1^  court  of  Bertin  ia  1837,  adiI  m  1 853  becaxue 


tbe  firil  rcetdcnt  mJnieter  from  tbi«  ronnlry  m 
Switzerland*  An  account  of  bit  euays  ntiM  mo- 
Tfeii  may  b«  found  in  "The  Prose  Write r»  of 
America.'*  In  poetrj  he  hnv  pubtishdd,  h'«idei 
a  c4)nsiderable  number  of  fugitive  piece*,  **  I'lrie, 
or  the  Voicea,''  of  which  nineteen  canton  appear- 
ed iu  one  volume  in  1851,  and  an  additjof»Kl  rjin'» 
to  in  "The  Knkkejbocker  Gnllcry/'  in  1855. 
The  acens  of  the  poem  ia  laid  in  O^rtmny  during 
the  freal  reformation  in  the  fifteenth  century. 
The  hero,  Uliic  Von  Rosenberg,  a  youjig  httma*- 
tcr,  0*  captain  of  cavniry,  is  converted  lo  the  doc- 
trine* of  leather,  and  mokey  a  public  priifcsvlon 
of  bti  £Lith,  ^^er  which  he  k  expowd  to  eitr«or- 
dinary  temptntlnnii,  to  struggle*  between  con- 
•denca  *nd  inclination,  which  Mr.  FaT  deacribo* 
ai  "  sujiernHtural  iohntings,"  and '^  ^oice*^*'  from 
beaten  and  hislJ.  T\w  vt%fTk  haa  not  bt?en  very 
popular.  Mr*  F.i¥  im  more  luocciiiful  in  proa* 
(ktioni, 


MY  NATWE  LAND, 

CovirVBU,  l«a*  thy  cdMittnent  atretdi'd  wild, 
In  lalet  «k«v>  th«  hoge  ivaa  abof « 1 
Attd  art  Ihoii  NatureV  yotiiigesit,  f«ireat  child, 
Hov^t  fivoured  by  lijj?  |;entle  mother's  Jove  ! 
Whete  now  we  «l«nd,  did  ocean  munster*  rorei, 
TumbJijig  tincouth,  in  those  dim,  vaniahed  jean, 
When  through  the  Red  bwa  FuAaAOii'*  ihon^anda 

drore, 
When  struggling  Jo?i:t»tl  dropp'd  fraternal  tears, 
When  Giii>  came  down  from  heaven,  and  mortal 

men  were  Hsn  T 

Or,  have  thy  foresta  witred,  thy  riirers  run, 
Elyvian  aditodcs,  untrod  by  man, 
Silent  ind  lonely r  «nce^  around  the  ittn, 
Her  rfcf^wheeliog  drde  eafib  begin  I 
Thy  unseen  Sowere  did  here  the  brceua  fan, 
Willi  WMted  perfume  ever  on  them  flong  f 
And  o'er  thy  nhowert  neglected  rainhowa  epao, 
M^heq  Alfxaxtikr  fought,  when  Hc^MiE  pun^^, 
And  the  old  popnlou*  world  with  thundering  battle 
rung  ? 

Yet,  what  In  me,  or  when,  or  how  thy  birth* — 
No  muatj  tomee  are  here  to  tell  of  thee ; 
None  know,  if  cast  when  nature  first  the  earth 
8ha|»d  round,  and  clothed  with  graM^  tnd  flower, 

end  trre, 
Or  whether  tince,  by  change*,  lilently, 
Of  oand,  and  ohell,  and  wave,  thy  wonder*  grew ; 
Or  if,  bejive  man'e  httle  memory, 
Some  ihock  vtupendou*  rent  the  globe  in  two^ 
And  thee,  a  fragment,  far  in  weitem  ocean*  threw. 


I  know  but  tb*t  I  lore  the**    On  my  heart, 
Like  a  dear  trie  rid 's  are  «tamp'd  thj  feature*  now ; 
Though  there  the  Ho  man  or  the  Grecian  art 
Hath  lent,  to  deck  thy  plain  and  uiounlitii  brow, 
No  broken  Lei^plcfi,  fain  at  length  to  bow, 
Mo*a-grown  and  orumbting,  with  the  weight  of 

time. 
Not  the*c  o*er  thee  their  myaticiplendour*  throw. 
Theme*  eloquent  for  pencil  or  for  rhyme, 
A*  many  a  loul  can  tell  that  pouie  it«  thought* 
Bubltme, 

But  tbon  art  sternly  artJets,  wildly  free : 
We  worihip  the*  for  tieantie*  all  thine  own  : 
Like  daitiiel,  young  and  eweet,  and  sure  to  be 
Ailmired,  but  only  for  beroelf  alone* 
M'ilh  richer  folia g©  ne*er  waa  land  o'ergrown. 
No  mightier  riverv  run*  nor  mountain*  riae, 
Nor  ever  lake*  with  lovelier  grace*  ohone, 
Nor  wealthier  harteit*  waved  in  human  eye*. 
Not  Uy  more  liquid  atais  along  more  heavenly 
*kie«, 

I  dream  of  thee,  faireat  of  fatry  itreamei« 
8wect   Hudson!    Float   we  on   thy  aummer 

breast: 
Who  viewa  thy  enchanted  winding*  ever  deem* 
Thy  bank*,  of  mortal  *horea  the  lovelie*t  I 
Hail  to  ihy  shelviiig  slopea,  with  verdure  drc****!. 
Bright  break  thy  wave«  tbe  varied  beach  upon  ; 
Soft  rise  thy  hill*,  by  amoroua  doud*  careea'd ; 
Clear  How  thy  waten,  laughing  in  the  lun — 
Would  througli  such  peaceful  accne*,  my  lilie  might 
gently  run  1 
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And,  lo !  the  CaUkills  print  the  distant  sky, 
And  o'er  their  airy  tope  the  faint  douda  driven, 
80  softly  blending,  that  the  cheated  eye 
Forgets  or  wliith  ii  earth,  or  which  is  heaven, — 
Sometimes,  like  thunder-clouds,  (hey  shade  the 

even, 
Till,  as  you  nearer  draw,  each  wooded  height 
Puts  off  the  azure  hues  by  dbtance  given : 
And  slowly  break  upon  the  enamour'd  sight, 
Ravine,  crag,  field,  and  wood,  in  colours  true  and 

bright 

Mount  to  the  cloud-kissed  summit    Far  below 
Spreads  the  vast  champaign  like  a  shoreless  sea. 
Mark  yonder  narrow  streamlet  feebly  flow. 
Like  idle  brook  that  creeps  ingloriously ; 
Can  that  the  lovely,  lordly  Hudson  be, 
Stealing  by  town  and  mountain  1    Who  beholds. 
At  break  of  day  this  scene,  when,  silently. 
Its  map  of  field,  wood,  hamlet,  is  unrolled, 
While,  in  the  east,  the  sun  uprears  hii  locks  of 
gold, 

Till  earth  receive  him  never  can  forget 
Even  when  returned  amid  the  city's  roar. 
The  fairy  vision  haunts  his  memory  yet. 
As  in  the  sailor's  fancy  shines  the  shore. 
Imagination  cons  the  moment  o'er. 
When  first  discover'd,  awe-struck  and  amazed. 
Scarce  loftier  Jove — whom  men  and  gods  adore — 
On  the  extended  earth  beneath  him  gazed. 
Temple,  and  tower,  and  town,  by  human  insect 
raised. 

Blow,  scented  gale,  the  snowy  canvass  swell. 
And  flow,  thou  silver,  eddying  current  on. 
Grieve  we  to  bid  each  lovely  point  farewell, 
That,  ere  its  graces  half  are  seen,  is  gone. 
By  woody  bluff  we  steal,  by  leaning  lawn, 
By  palace,  village,  cot,  a  sweet  surprise. 
At  every  turn  the  vision  breaks  upon ; 
Till  to  our  wondering  and  uplifted  eyes 
The  Highland  rocks  and  hills  in  solemn  grandeur 
rise. 

Nor  clouds  in  heaven,  nor  billows  in  the  deep, 
More  graceful  shapes  did  ever  heave  or  roll. 
Nor  came  such  pictures  to  a  painter's  sleep. 
Nor  beamed  such  visions  on  a  poet's  soul ! 
The  |)cnt-up  flood,  impatient  of  control. 
In  ages  past  here  broke  its  granite  bound. 
Then  to  the  sea  in  broad  meanders  stole. 
While  ponderous  ruins  strew'd  the  broken  ground. 
And  these  gigantic  hills  forever  closed  around. 

And  ever-wakeful  echo  here  doth  dwell, 
The  nymph  of  sportive  mockery,  that  still 
Hides  l)ehind  every  rock,  in  every  dell, 
And  softly  glides,  unseen,  from  hill  to  hill. 
No  sound  doth  rise  but  mimic  it  she  will,— 
The  sturgeon's  splash  repeating  from  the  shore, 
Aping  the  boy's  voice  with  a  voice  as  shrill, 
The  bird's  low  warble,  and  the  thunder's  roar. 
Always  she  watches  there,  each  murmur  telling 
o'er. 


Awake  my  lyre,  with  other  tbcmee  inspirm 
Where  yon  bold  point  repcb  the  ciystal  tk 
The  Brilou  youth,  lamented  and  admired. 
His  country's  hope,  her  ornament  and  pridt 
A  traitor'a  death  ingloriously  died — 
On  freedom's  altar  offered,  in  the  eight 
Of  God,  by  men  who  will  their  act  abide, 
On  the  great  day,  and  bold  their  deed  arifli 
To  stop  the  breath  woold  qoench  young  fieedi 
holy  light 

But  see !  the  broadening  river  deeper  flowi^ 
Its  tribute  floods  intent  to  reach  thia  aea. 
While,  from  the  west,  the  frding  amilight  thi 
Its  softening  haee  on  stream,  and  field,  and  t 
All  ailent  Jiatore  bathing,  wondnNisly, 
In  charms  that  soothe  the  heart  with  sweet  dcs 
And  thoughts  of  friends  we  ne'er  again  may 
Till  lo!  ahead,  ManhatU'a  briatlinf  spires, 
Above  her  thousand  roola  red  with  day's  d 
fires, 

May  greet  the  wanderer  of  Colnndiia'B  ihoi 
Proud  Venice  of  the  west !  no  faivelier  sea 
Of  thy  vast  throngs  now  fiiintlj  cornea  the  n 
Though  late  like  beating  ocean  aarf  I  wesi 
And  everywhere  thy  variooa  haifca  are  sem 
Cleaving  the  limpid  floods  that  round  thee  I 
Encircled  by  thy  banka  of  sunny  greeor" 
The  panting  steamer  plying  to  and  fin, 
Or  the  tall  sea-bound  ship  abroad  on  wiai 
snow. 

And  radiantly  upon  the  giitterinf  maas 
The  god  of  day  his  parting  glancaa  sends, 
As  some  warm  soul,  from  earth  about  to  p 
Back  on  ita  fading  scenee  and  mouninf  frif 
Deep  words  of  love  and  looks  of  raptoie  h 
More  bright  and  bright,  as  near  their  end  the 
On,  on,  great  orb !  to  eartb'a  remoleat  endi 
Each  land  irradiate,  and  ereiy  sea 
But  oh,  my  native  land,  not  one,  not  one 
thee! 


BONO. 


A  CARiLBBS,  dmple  bird,  ana  day 
Fluttering  in  Flora's  baiwanb 

Fell  in  a  cruel  trap  whidi  laj 
All  hid  among  the  flowei% 
Forsooth,  the  pretty,  hamlcai  i 


The  spring  was  dosed;  pooTp  silly 
He  knew  not  what  to  do^ 

Till,  pressing  through  a  tiny  hole, 
At  length  away  he  flew. 
Unhurt— at  length  away  ha 

And  now  frcMn  every  fond  lugrat 

And  idle  anguish  firee, 
He,  singing,  says,  ■•  Ton  need  not  1 

Another  trap  for -ma, 
False  giri!  anothar  tiap for  n 


EDWARD  SANFORD. 


iWA«Q  Sabttoru,  ft  son  of  th«  kta  Ch&ncellor 

#aD^  itt  R  nitive  of  the  city  of  New  York. 
tts  graduated  at  the  Union  College  in  1824, 
bt  tlie  foMowing  f^u-  becAm«  a  litw  etutlent 
W  (iffic«  of  BttfJAxiir  F.  BoTL^it,  aflerwafd 
tiejr-General  of  the  United  Suies*  He  eub- 
Intlj  practised  severmi  ytmta.  in  the  courts  of 


New  Yorkf  bat  final! j  abfuidoned  Wm  pTofeHion 

Ut  conduct  thcf  "Standard,"  aji  able  (kmotrntic 
joumfilt  with  which  he  wm  connwtcd  during  tlic 
poUtictJ  contest  which  mtrQlUH!  in  the  election  (if 
Mr,  VjiyBPBE>  ujthe  Presjdrncy,  tift<?r  which  h« 
was  for  II  time  one  of  the  edito™  of  »'  ^*hc  GioWi" 
«t  Waftbington-     He  nnw  iiosides  m  New  York. 


^^k^iySA^h^h^b^H^^ 


ADDRESS  TO  BLACK  HAWK, 

km.  *s  beauty  on  thy  brow,  old  cliief !  the  high 
nI  iBiwily  i*a«ty  of  the  Roman  mould » 
tlie  keen  flashing  of  thv  full,  dark  eye 
wmk^  df  a  hr&rt  that  yeans  ba^e  not  mado  cold ; 
itteionfl  ieiithed  not  by  the  blight  of  time ; 
nbition,  Ihitt  survives  tbe  battle^rout^ 
tn^n  within  thee  scomii  to  pLsy  the  mime 
I  g*ping  crowd*,  that  eompa«6  thee  about, 
I  wslkc^  with  thy  warrion  by  thy  side, 
p^'d  in  fierce  hate,  and  high,  unconiiuer  d  pride^ 

r  of  a  hundred  waoiorB !  doit  thou  yel — 

nquiah'd  and  capUf  o — do»t  thou  deem  that  here 

Iflowine^  tlay-dar  of  thy  glory  oet— 

ill  ni^t  bft«  clo«ed  tipoti  thy  brij^ht  career  Y 

fbtHt^lion^  caufht  and  cag«d  at  taft^ 

Ml  |Mnl  to  roam  agiun  tby  native  wUd  t 

inl  upon  the  llfeblood  flowing  fa*t 

r  Iby  cmiib'd  TLctimi ;  and  to  stay  the  child, 

■Mi  in  the  gort?  of  witcm  and  mothen^  [thefa  ? 

kill,  old  Turkl  tby  hannless,  pale-faced  bro- 

it  WBJ  cnieU  Black  Hi  we,  thus  to  flutter 
lie  dovfr<oU»  f»f  the  petjceful  pjoneen. 
Ft  thy  tribe  commit  such  fierce  and  utter 
AUorbteT  smons;  the  folks  of  the  frontiera. 
igh  thine  lie  old,  hereditary  hate, 
tipo^  in  wTon^^i,  and  nunsed  in  biood^  until 
4  become  a  madness,  H  is  too  late  [will 

>  cru»h  the  horde*  who  have  the  power  and 
ob  thee  of  thy  huntincr-i^ounda  and  fountains, 
drive  ibce  backward  to  the  Rocky  Mountain*, 

»  of  thy  looks  of  cold  indijfference,    [wonder; 
liere  *g  much  thou'st  »een  that  must  excite  thy 
'j£*  nat  upon  thy  quick  and  utartled  senile 
lie  cannon'*  harsh  and  pealing  Toice  of  thunder  I 
big  csnoea,  with  while  and  widewptead  wings, 
liat  aweep  the  waters  as  binln  sweep  the  aky ; 
fCeamboaU.  with  tbeir  iron  tun;^,  Uke  thLnga 
r  breathing  life^  that  da^h  and  hurry  by! 
f  thou  icom'st  the  wondeni  of  the  ocean, 
a  th*nk'«t  thou  of  our  railroad  locomotion  1 

I'st  seen  our  muienma,  beheld  the  dummica 
hat  grin  in  darkness  in  their  cofHn  csaes ; 
d  thinkV  thou  of  the  art  of  making  mummies, 
*  that  the  wonns  ibrink  from  their  dry  embracaat 


Tbou*flt  seen  the  tnimic  tymnta  of  the  atftgm 
Strultlng,  in  paint  and  featherii,  for  an  hotir; 

Thou^st  heard  the  ItcH owing  of  tbi^ir  tnitriE^  ragi^i 
Seen  their  eyea  gh»ten,and  tht'ir  dark  brows  bwer* 

Anon,  thou*st  seen  them,  when  their  wrath  cool*d 
down, 

Ffliie  In  a  moment  &otn  a  king — to  clown. 

Thou  see^  these  things  unmored  l  say«t  ao,  oU 
fellow! 
T^en  tell   us,  have  the  white  man*s  glowing 
daughters 
Set  thy  cold  blood  in  motion  t    HbrH  been  mellow 

By  a  ily  cup  or  »o  of  our  firt^watcrs  T 
They  ajre  thy  people**  deadliejit  poison.     They 
First  make  them  cowttrda,  and  then  while  men*ff 
fltaves I 
And  aloth,  and  ptnaij,  and  pOMion^i  prey, 

And.  !ive»  of  misery,  and  early  graves. 
For,  by  their  power,  believe  me,  not  a  day  goes 
But  kills  some  Foxes,  Sacs,  and  Winnehagoes. 

Say,  docs  thy  wandering  heart  stray  far  away, 

To  the  deq)  bcjsom  of  thy  fore#t-home  1 
The  hill-fiide,  where  thy  young  papptH>se«  play, 

And  ask,  amid  their  sports,  when  thou  wilt  comet 
Come  not  the  wailingi*  of  thy  gentle  squa^vi 

For  their  lost  warrior  loud  upon  thine  ear, 
Piercing  athwart  the  thunder  of  huzzas, 

That,  yell*d  at  etcry  comer,  meet  thee  hem  1 
The  wife  who  made  that  ihell*deek'd  wampum  Wit, 
Thy  nigged  heart  mu«t  tlihik  of  her— and  melL 

Chafes  not  th\f  heart,  aa  chafes  the  panting  hreut 

Of  the  caged  bird  against  his  prison-tmra, 
That  thou,  the  crown^i  warrior  of  the  West, 

The  victor  of  a  hundred  foretit-wars, 
Should«t  in  thy  age  become  a  raree^sbow, 

Led,  like  a  walking  hear,  about  the  town, 
A  new-^atight  monster,  who  is  nil  the  go. 

And  stared  aU  gratis,  by  the  gapinfr  clown  T 
Boils  not  thy  blood,  while  thus  thou  'rt  IpJ  about, 
The  sport  and  mockery  of  the  rabble  rout  ? 

Whence  eatnc  thy  cold  philosophy  T  whence  came. 

Thou  tearless,  stem,  and  uncomplaining  one. 
The  i*omef  that  taught  thee  thus  to  veil  the  flama 

Of  thy  fierce  panions  T     Thou  despiacst  fun, 
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And  thy  proud  spirit  §coms  the  white  men'e  glee. 
Save  thy  fierce  sport,  when  at  the  foneral-pile 

Of  a  hound  warrior  in  his  agony, 

Who  meets  thy  horrid  laugh  with  dying  smile. 

Thy  face,  in  length,  reminds  one  of  a  Quaker's ; 

Thy  dances,  too,  are  solenm  as  a  Shakes. 

Proud  scion  of  a  noble  stem !  thy  tree 

Is  blanch'd,  and  bare,  and  sear'd,  and  leafless 
I  '11  not  insult  its  fallen  majesty,  [now* 

Nor  drive,with  ctireless  hand,  the  ruthless  plough 
Over  its  roots.    Torn  from  its  parent  mould, 

Rich,  warm,  and  deep,  its  firrah,  free,  balmy  air. 
No  second  venlure  quickens  in  our  cold, 

New,  barren  earth ;  no  life  sustains  it  there, 
But,  even  though  prostrate,  'tis  a  noble  thing, 
Though  crownless,  powerless, "  every  inch  a  king." 

Give  us  thy  hand,  old  nobleman  of  nature, 

Proud  ruler  of  the  forest  aristocracy; 
The  best  of  blood  glows  in  thy  every  feature, 

And  thy  currd  lip  speaks  scorn  for  our  democracy. 
Thou  wear'st  thy  titles  on  that  godlike  brow ; 

Let  him  who  doubts  them  meet  thine  eagle-eye. 
He  'U  quail  beneath  its  glance,  and  disavow 

All  question  of  thy  noble  fjeunily ; 
For  thou  mayst  here  become,  with  strict  propriety, 
A  leader  in  our  city  good  society. 


TO  A  MUSQUITO. 
Bit  voice  was  ever  soft,  gentle,  and  \ow.^S»f  Ltar, 

Thou  sweet  musician,  that  around  my  bed 

Dost  nightly  come  and  wind  thy  little  horn. 
By  what  unseen  and  secret  influence  led, 

Fccd^st  thou  my  ear  with  music  till  *tis  momi 
The  wiiul-harp's  tones  are  not  more  soft  than  thine. 

The  hum  of  falling  waters  not  more  sweet: 
I  own,  indeed,  I  own  thy  song  divine,         [meet, 

And  when  next  year's  worm  summer  nights  we 
^Till  then,  farewell !)  I  promise  thee  to  bo 
A  patient  listener  to  thy  minstrelsy. 

Thou  tiny  minstrel,  who  bid  thee  discourse 

Such  eloquent  music  1  was 't  thy  tuneful  sire  t 
Some  old  musician  ?  or  didst  take  a  course 

Of  lessons  from  some  master  of  the  lyre  ? 
Who  bid  thee  twang  so  sweetly  thy  small  trump  ? 

Did  NoRTo?r  form  thy  notos  so  clear  and  full  1 
Art  a  phrenologist,  and  is  the  bump 

Of  song  developed  in  thy  little  skull? 
At  Nt  B  Lo*s  hast  thou  been  when  crowds  stood  mute, 
Drinking  the  birdlike  tones  of  Cuddt's  flute] 

Tell  me  the  burden  of  thy  ceaseless  song. 

Is  it  thy  evening  hymn  of  grateful  prayer, 
Or  lay  of  love,  thou  pipest  through  the  long. 

Still  night  ?  With  song  dost  drive  away  d  uU  care? 
Art  thou  a  vieux  garpon,  a  gay  deceiver, 

A  wandering  blade,  roaming  in  search  of  sweets. 
Pledging  thy  faith  to  every  fond  believer. 

Who  thy  advance  with  halfway  shyness  meets  1 
Or  art  o'  the  softer  sex,  and  sing'st  in  glee, 
**  In  maiden  meditation,  fancy  fiee  1" 


Then  little  liieii,  when  die  nymphs  of  yore 

Charm'd  with  their  eongo  till  men  fiirgottod 
And  starred,  though  mnaio-fed,  upon  their  du 

"nieir  Yoioes  bnothed  no  softer  lays  than  th 
They  sang  hot  to  entiee,  and  thoa  dost  sing 

As  if  to  loll  our  senses  to  npose. 
That  thoa  mayst  use,  nnhann'd,  thy  little  stia 

The  very  moment  wo  bsgin  to  dsss ; 
Thou  worse  than  nren,thiraty,  fieres  bbod-fliq 
Thou  living  Tsmpira,  snd  thoa  gaSihapfK ! 


NatoTB  is  full  of  ] 

The  bard,  (and  then  dost  ring  most  swtctfy  ti 
Through  ttie  wide  dicuit  of  eraatod  tlungs 

Thou  art  the  living  proof  the  bsid  angs  tm 
Nature  is  full  of  thee ;  on  ereiy  shorn, 

'Neath  the  hot  sky  of  Congo's  dndtj  child, 
From  warm  Peru  to  icy  Labrador, 

The  worid's  free  dtiaen,  thoa  mammt  wild. 
Wherever  «  mountains  rise  or  oosans  roD," 
Thy  voice  u  hesrd,  from  «<Indas  to  ths  Pble." 

The  incarnation  of  Queen  Mab  aft  Aoo, 

«  The  &iries'  midwife ;" — thoo  dost  ni^ilji 
With  amorous  proboseu  bending  low. 

The  honey-dew  from  many  a  lady's  fip— 
(Though  that  they  ^itiaight  on  kisMi  dreia,' 
doubt^ 

On  smiling  races,  slid  on  eyes  thst  weep^ 
Thou  lightest,  and  oft  with  «sympathelie  moa 

M  Ticklest  men's  noses  as  tfaisy  lie  sslsep; 
And  sometimes  dwellest,  if  I  rightly  scan, 
«0n  the  forefinger  of  an  aUennan." 

Tet  thou  canst  glory  in  a  noble  both. 

As  rose  the  sea-boni  YHva  from  the  wvMb 
8o  didst  thou  rise  to  life;  the  teenung  ssith, 

The  living  vrater  and  the  fiedi  air  gave 
A  portion  of  their  elementi  to  ersala 

Thy  little  form,  though  beauty  dwells  not  fh 
8o  lean  and  gaunt,  that  economie  lais 

Meant  thee  to  feed  on  mnsic  or  on  ssr. 
Our  vein's  pure  juiees  were  not  made  ftr  Ao^ 
Thou  living,  singing,  stinging  i 


The  hues  of  dying  sunset  s»  moat  ftir. 

And  twilight's  tints  just  Aiding  into  i  ~ 
Most  dusky  soft,  and  so  thy  soft  notes  m 

By  far  the  sweetest  whsn  thoa  takasttfay  4 
The  swsn's  Isst  note  b  swtirtasi,  so  is  ttina; 

Sweet  are  the  wind-haip^stones  atdistancahs 
'Tis  sweet  at  distance,  nt  the  di^'a  deeSna, 

To  hear  the  opening  song  of  gvemag*a  bM 
I  But  notes  of  harp  or  bnd  nt  dislaneo  flsnt 
;  Less  sweetly  on  the  ear  than  thy  last  nsia. 

I  The  autumn*winds  are  wailing;  *tia  Ay  diif 
I  Its  leaves  an  sear,  prophelie  of  thy  doom. 
,  Soon  the  cold  rain  will  whelm  thaa,  as  die  an 

Whelms  the  too^d  mariner  m  ita  watoiy  to 
Then  soar,  and  sing  thy  Uttfo  life  away! 

Albeit  thy  voice  is  somewhat  hnsky  now, 
'Tis  wcU  to  end  in  nnuic  life's  last  dsy* 

Of  one  so  ^eelul  and  so  bUlho  aa  &ai 
.  For  thou  wilt  soon  live  thiongh  its  Joyooa  ho 
!  And  pass  sway  with  antnmn's  &ybig  f 
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tB«%  iKJ*} 


Dfir-roft  W*iin  wna  bora  at  Newark,  in  New 
Ifiracj,  on  tite  ei^Kth  of  Junc^  1807.  Ilk  fiuher, 
OtQier^  TuoHJkS  W^RHr  ii  one  of  the  olileat, 
ftiul  most  re*pecUb1©  dtj^oas  of  that 
;  tn-i  hns  held  ViirJou<i  ofTit^en  of  public  trust 
JB  bi»  lUltjTtt  «Iate,  aDCJi  rcpFcsenteiJ  hk  itistrict  id 
te  ii«lion«l  Con^n^xa, 

BiKtor  War  ft  rcccivc-d  hU  da^icjJ  eduMtioa 
g|  |)^  ifwlf  iiiiejA  in  Elot^nifielEi  H,ni]  Ncwarkt  and 
fla  eoHttfc  *l  I'iinci?ti>is*  He  chtMo  the  profession 
«f  phf«lc,  mid,  Hikrthj^  UffUaL  pfeptimtion,  ot»taincd 
hU  degn'it  of  Doctor  of  Modicme  in  the  «pring^  of 
int%  *t  the  Ralgeni  Mcdlc^  College,  in  New 
York,  111  the  uutunin  of  the  same  yfiur  he  went 
U»  r*n*^  tsi  nYidl  himself  of  the  facilities  nif^rdeJ 
In  that  CftV^tJil  tit  the  proflwution  of  every  branch 
if  awdtefti  bquiry ;  atid,  oiler  two  yean'  id>«enc«r 
iviQg  whidi  he  accomplished  the  usual  toiif 
ftrangb  ttdj.  Switzerland,  Holland,  and  Grv^at 
Brilatn,  ho  renamed  to  Net?  York,  and  commenced 
llie  pfwrtice  df  Eiinlkin«  in  that  city.   In  the  coune 


of  two  or  three  ycara,  however,  he  gfii^ally  wllb* 
drew  from  buainessj  bis  ciftumstancd  pcfiolttUlg 
him  lo  exchange  devotion  to  his  profeaaion  for 
the  more  coEi^cnial  ]mrauit«  of  literature  and  gene^ 
rol  knowledge  He  a.  nnLfritki}  atid  stilt  rejddeis  in 
New  York;  ^pt'nding  his  suioajvra,  however,  in 
his  native  city^  and  aoioag  the  miore  romantie  and 
bciiutiful  £€eiie«  of  Now  Jersey.  }f  li  first  literary 
edbrt»  were  brief  satiric^d  pieccsp  trt  verse  and 
prof^,  pnbliidied  in  a  country  g&zette,  tn  18^5  and 
19S6.  It  waa  not  until  aAcr  hb  return  from  Bu- 
mpe^  when  be  adopte^l  the  sipnalura  of  "Flaccxts/* 
and  began  to  write  for  the  **New»  York  .^fnencan," 
that  he  altraeted  mueh  aUention.  Hii  principal 
work^  **  Poeaaif ,  a  Croup  of  Foem«  touching  that 
River"  appeared  b  i84L  It  contains  eome  fine 
descriptive  passages,  and  its  vensiJicution  is  gene- 
rally correct  and  municolt  **The  Monomanm  of 
Money-getting,"  a  satire,  and  many  of  his  minor 
pieces^  ore  morw  dintiDgukhed  ht  vijK;oui  and  apdj^t- 
tin«as,  than  for  mere  poetical  qualities. 


MUSINGS  ON  RIVERS. 

BciCTirut  Tivefit  tT»t  adown  the  valG 
With  gr»c^ful  passage  journey  to  the  deep, 
Im^  flU  yooff  your  grruf y  marge  recline 
At  mmt  MXld  monili.  meiJitate  the  vtrmngis 
Bri*hl  hiiftttry  of  your  life ;  yea,  from  your  birth, 
Hu  tMSftuiy%  i^hitdow  ehaaed  your  every  step; 
The  blue  sea.  woa  your  mother,  and  the  sun 
Yopf  gloHous  MTv:  cloudi*  your  voluptuous  cradle^ 
Eoof'd  with  oVf arching  rainbows  j  ar»d  your  fall 
T<>  eirth  wa*  cht^erM  wilb  shout  of  happy  birds, 
With  bKifhtenM  fares  of  reviving  0owera 
Arnl  nniidowst  while  the  »ymp«thising  west 
Toijk  holiday,  and  donuM  her  richest  robci. 
From  dif^p,  riiyiiclenoufi  wanderings  your  apTtn^ 
Brriik  bubldiug  into  bi^auty ;  where  llicy  U@ 
In  inf  ml  hplple«cne#i  a  white<,  but  soon 
fritbi^riag  in  tiny  brook*,  they  gamlnjl  down 
Thf  ^t*-*p  !i)des  of  the  mountain,  Uughin;?,  shouting:, 
TcA^tu^  the  wild  flowers,  and  at  every  turn 
Mt't^tiiig  new  pluymate^  still  to  Kwell  their  ranks  ; 
Which,  with  the  rich  increase  re^tstbiss  fmwn, 
ShiU  fi^ain  and  thunder,  that  the  echoinig  wood 
Rin^  wiLh  the  hoiiiterous  ;(|ee;  whileo'er  their  heads. 
Catch i ntj  tht^ir  **^tKt  blithe,  young  rainbows  s£iort, 
Th*  fndic  chilli  ran  of  the  wanton  suru 

Nor  y  your  swellinj?  prime,  or  preen  old  agw, 
Thoii:^h  ealm,  unJovely ;  still,  where'er  ye  move. 
Your  train  if  beauty;  tree^  stand  grouping  by 
To  iTiifk  ytvur  jrnircfql  progri*!**:  giddy  flowera, 
Anji  vain,  a*  l)caulie!i  wont,  stivip  o*er  the  ferge 
To  c^reet  their  faceit  in  your  nultering  glass ; 
Thp  thirsty  herd  are  followijfg  jil  your  side ; 
Atid  watcr-binUf  in  rJustering  fleeU,  convoy 
35 


Your  iea'bo^nd  tides ;  and  jaded  man,  relea«d 

Prom  worldly  thraldom,  here  hts  dwelling  plant% 

Here  pauses  in  your  pleaaant  neighbourhood, 

Sure  of  repose  along  your  tranquil  fihone«* 

And  when  yo^r  end  approiiche*,  and  ye  blend 

With  the  eternal  ocean,  ye  shall  Mo^ 

As  placidly  as  when  an  infant  dies;  * 

And  the  death-angel  shall  your  powers  withdraw 

Gently  as  twilight  takes  the  parting  day> 

And,  with  a  sod  and  grafJuttl  decline 

That  cheaU  the  senses,  lets  it  down  to  night 

Bountiful  rivers  T  not  upon  the  earth 
I<  record  traced  of  Gon's  eitulierant  grace 
Bo  deeply  graven  as  the  chjinneU  worn 
By  eTcr-flowing  streams:  arteries  of  earth. 
That,  widely  branching,  circulate  its  bloods 
Whose  eve r^lh robbing  puljsefi  arc  th«  tide*. 
The  whole  vast  enginery  of  Nature^  alt 
The  rous^  and  laliouring  elements  combine 
In  their  production ;  for  the  mighty  end 
Is  growtl,  is  life  to  every  living  thing. 
The  sun  himself  is  chjirter'd  for  the  work; 
His  arm  upbfls  the  main,  and  at  hln  smile 
The  fluttering  vapours  tak*  their  flight  (or  heaveti^ 
Shaking  the  briny  sea-dregs  from  their  wings; 
Here,  wrought  by  unseen  Ungertt,  soi>n  i«  wove 
The  cloudy  ti«sue,  tilt  a  mighty  fleets 
Freighted  with  trearurea  l>ound  for  distant  shorea, 
Floats  wailing  for  the  hTevta  ;  lof»cd  on  the  sky 
Rush   the  strong  tempesU,  that,  with  EWoepir»g 
Irnpcl  the  vast  floUllu  to  its  port ;  [breathy 

Where,  overhanging  wide  iht-  arid  plain* 
Drops  the  rich  mercy  down;  ami  oft,  wheji  snranier 
Withers  tlic  liarvfst,  and  the  la^y  clouds 
Brag  idly  at  the  bbbling  of  the  breesc, 
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New  riders  ipor  them,  and  enraged  they  nuh. 
Bestrode  by  thunders,  that,  with  hideous  shouts 
And  crackling  thongs  of  fire,  urge  them  along. 

As  falls  the  blessingf  how  the  satiate  earth 
And  all  her  race  shed  grateful  smiles ! — ^not  here 
The  bounty  ceases :  when  the  drenching' streams 
Have,  inly  sinking,  quench*d  the  greedy  thirst 
Of  plants,  of  woods,  some  kind,  invisible  hand 
In  bright,  perennial  springs  draws  up  again 
For  needy  man  and  beast ;  and,  as  the  brooks 
Grow  strong,  apprenticed  to  the  use  of  man, 
The  ponderous  wheel  they  turn,  the  web  to  weave, 
The  stubborn  metal  forge ;  and,  when  advanced 
To  sober  age  at  last,  ye  seek  the  sea. 
Bearing  the  wealth  of  commerce  on  your  backs, 
Yc  seem  the  unpaid  carriers  of  the  sky 
Vouchsafod  to  earth  for  burden ;  and  your  host 
Of  shining  branches,  linking  land  to  land, 
Seem  bands  of  friendship— silver  chains  of  love, 
To  bind  the  world  in  brotherhood  and  peace. 

Back  to  the  primal  chaos  fancy  sweeps 
To  trace  your  dim  beginning;  when  dull  earth 
J«ay  sunken  low,  one  level,  plashy  marah, 
Girdled  with  mists;  while  saurian  reptiles,  strange, 
Measureless  monsters,  through  the  cloggy  plain 
Paddled  and  floundor*d ;  and  the  Almig^  ty  voice, 
Like  silver  trumpet,  from  their  hidden  dens 
Summoned  the  central  and  resistless  fires, 
That  with  a  groan  from  pole  to  pole  upheave 
The  mountain-masses,  and,  with  dreadful  rent. 
Fracture  the  rocky  crust ;  then  Andes  rose, 
And  Alps  their  granite  pyramids  shot  up, 
Barren  of  soil ;  but  gathering  vapours  round 
Their  stony  scalps,  condensed  to  drops,  from  drops 
To  brooks,  from  brooks  to  rivers,  which  set  out 
Over  that  rugged  and  untravell'd  land, 
l^hc  first  exploring  pilgrims,  to  the  sea. 
Tedious  their  route,  precipitous  and  vague. 
Seeking  with  humbleness  the  lowliest  paths: 
Oft  sliut  in  valleys  deep,  forlorn  they  turn 
And  find  no  vent;  till,  gathered  into  lakes. 
Topping  the  basin's  brimming  lip,  they  plunge 
Ifeatllong,  and  hurry  to  the  level  main, 
Kejoirini;;  misty  apfcn  did  they  run. 
And,  with  unceasing  friction,  all  the  while 
Frittcr*d  to  granular  atoms  the  dense  rock. 
And  ground  it  into  soil — then  droppM  (O!  sore 
From  heaven)  the  precious  seed:  first  mosses,lichens 
Seized  on  the  sterile  flint,  and  from  their  dust 
Sprang  herbs  and  flowers :  last  firom  the  deepening 

mould 
Uprose  to  heaven  in  pride  the  princely  tree, 
And  earth  was  fitted  for  her  coming  lord. 


TO  THE  MAGNOLIA, 

Wr  KN  roaming  o*er  the  marshy  field, 

Tlirough  tangled  brake  and  treacherous  ilongh, 

M'e  start,  that  spot  so  foul  should  yield. 
Chaste  blossom !  such  a  balm  as  thoo. 

Such  lavish  fragrance  there  we  meet, 

That  all  the  dismal  waste  is  sweet. 


80,  in  the  dn«ry  path  of  life. 

Through  elogging  toil  and  thorny  care. 
Love  imn  his  hloasom  o*er  the  strUc, 

Like  thine,  to  cheer  the  wanderer  there: 
Which  poors  such  incense  round  the  spot, 
Hie  pains,  his  cares,  are  all  fingoL 


TO  AN  INFANT  IN  HEAVEN. 

Tnou  brif^t  and  star-like  spirit! 

That,  in  my  visions  wild, 
I  see  mid  heaven's  seraphic  hoiU* 

O I  canst  thou  be  my  diild  I 

My  grief  is  quench*d  in  wonder, 
And  pride  arrests  my  aighs; 

A  branch  from  this  unworthy  Aick 
Now  blossoms  in  the  skies. 

Our  hopes  of  thee  were  lofty, 
But  have  we  cause  to  grieve  t 

O I  could  our  fondest,  proudest  widi 
A  nobler  &te  conceive  1 

The  little  weeper,  tearleaa, 
The  sinner,  snatch'd  ftmn  ain ; 

The  babe,  to  more  than  manhodd  grawB, 
Ere  childhood  did  begin. 

And  I,  thy  earthly  teacher. 

Would  blush  thy  powers  to  aae ; 

Thou  art  to  me  a  parent  now, 
AndI,achi]dtothee! 

Thy  brain,  so  nninstmeled 

While  in  this  lowly  stale. 
Now  threads  the  maay  tnck  of 

Or  reads  the  book  of  Jhte. 

Thine  eyes,  so  curb*d  in  tibIoii, 

Now  range  the  realms  of  1 
Look  down  upon  the  rolling  1 

Look  up  to  GoD*s  own  free. 

Thy  little  hand,  so  helpless. 
That  scarce  iU  toys  ooald  hold, 

Now  dasps  its  mate  in  holy  prayer. 
Or  twangs  a 'harp  of  gold. 

Thy  feeble  feet,  unsteady, 

That  totter'd  as  they  tnd. 
With  angels  walk  the  hesvenly  pelhi 

Or  stand  before  their  God. 

Nor  is  thy  tongue  less  akilfnl. 

Before  the  throne  divine 
rr  is  pleading  for  a  mothei^s  wed. 

As  once  she  pray*d  for  tfainei 

What  hlias  is  bom  of  aonow  I 

T  is  never  aent  in  vain— 
The  heavenly  sargeon  mainu  to  mm^ 

He  givea  no  1     ' 


Our  God,  to  call  oa  homewud. 
His  only  Son  aent  down: 

And  now,  still  more  to  tempt  on 
Has  taken  up  oar  owiif 


EPHRAIM  PEABODlc. 


Ct«n,  imj^i 


Tbm  j«f  m  which  Bfhkaim  PxABaDTwu 
bom,  b  r^mvktble  in  our  iniiaU  for  h&Ting  pro- 
dofiTtl  an  *xtrftordiiiaT7  numbcrr  of  literary  charac- 
trtik     Hkwrt  W*  Loxgfkllow,  Nathasiil  P. 

W[1.LIIi,TH£ODOBE  B*  FAT.GlORaR  B.ChHIVKB, 

GvoAai  Lr^t,  TMostAS  Wakd,  EttwAnu  8akd- 
roJU>,  and  BOtn«  dorrn  other  mak^te  of  Atnerkaji 
books^  wene  bom  in  Ihat  year»  The  nalive  phcfs 
0f  Mf.  Peabodt  if  Wi!ton»  in  New  Hjimpebiro, 
mhtre  ht  punted  bb  bojhood.  He  entered  Bow- 
^D  Co\legt^  in  Maine,  ^ben  about  liilectD  ^eara 
ttf  ag*,  and  was  graduated  baehdoTof  art*  in  1837, 
B«  Ktndied  Iheotofy  at  Cambridge,  and  ia  1S31 
beeain«  paitor  of  a  Uoilarian  church  in  Cincinnati ; 
)  b«fvnidved  iti  1S38  ti>Nf  w  BoJlbrd^  Mai- 
rwhenb«  r«iiisiji«d  uatil  IB4€r  stncfl 


whteb  time  be  bubnt^n  miniate  ofKing^a  ChapeU 
in  Bo«toD, 

Mr.  Pea  bout' a  writinga,  tn  prm&  aind  ve^rt^e, 
are  marked  bj  a  charmiDg  frrjifane&§f  and  Bomi! 
uf  bin  de«criptionfl  havo  a  CrutlifulneHt  aivd  pic- 
ture«<juenesa  which  can  have  J>een  derived  only 
from  a  loving  ntudj  of  nature,  BevpraL  of  hta 
b4*BC  poemfl  were  pfo<EJuc«^d  while  he  wan  in  t^al- 
lege,  and  olhert,  aa  their  aqbj«ctK  rndtrait^f  while 
he  waa  reaiding  or  traveUmg  in  the  vallf^y  of  tlie 
Mia^isflippi.  Mr.  G^LLAdiiEB,  in  bis  '*SeJertion« 
frotn  the  Poetical  LiteTalnraof  the  We«t,"  publifth^ 
pdinCindnnatt  tt)  1841,  clairnA  him  ai  a  wentAm 
writer,  and  ^uole«  him  largely.  Pew  W(»tern 
poet*  have  written  ao  frcquentij  or  so  well  of  weitr 
em  them«a. 


THE  SKATEH'S  80Na 

A  WATT !  aw»y  I  ocr  fife*  utream  bright 

Along  the  fnixcn  river ; 
And  their  arrowy  ajiartiltii  of  froatj  light. 

On  the  foreit  branchei  quiver. 
Awfej !  away  t  for  the  atafi  are  fortb, 

And  on  the  pure  finow«  of  the  valley. 
In  a  giddy  iranoe^  the  moonbeam*  danc« — 

Come^  let  ua  our  comradea  rally  I 

AT»ay !  mway  l  o*er  the  sheeted  ice. 

Away,  away  we  go ; 
On  our  ateel-bound  feet  we  move  a^  fleet 

Ai  deer  oVr  tb«'  Lapland  snow. 
What  though  the  sharp  north  winds  lit  out, 

The  «fcater  hecda  iheni  not — 
Midnt  the  laugh  and  about  of  the  jocund  rout. 

Gray  winter  ii  Ibrjot. 

^Ti*  a  plemunl  itghl,  the  joyona  throng. 

In  the  Ught  of  the  red  dinning  Htmet 
While  with  many  a  wheel  on  the  ringing  aCeelt 

They  wage  their  rioU>Dt  game ; 
And  thougb  the  njght-atr  ruiteth  kc*n. 

And  the  white  moon  ahineth  coldly ^ 
ThHr  bomei,  I  ween,  on  the  hiUi  have  been^ 

Tbey  ahould  brt^ut  the  itrong  blaat  boldly. 

L«!t  other«  ebooiie  nior«i  gentl«  Fporta, 

By  the  aide  of  the  winter  hearth ; 
Or  *ii««lb  the  lamps  of  the  festal  hall, 

8eek  for  their  aharo  of  mirth; 
But  ai  for  me.  away  f  away  I 

Where  the  merry  ikitera  he — ' 
W^herc  the  freah  wind  blowa  and  the  imootb 
ice  glowa. 

There  ia  the  plaM  for  me  f 


LAKE  ERIE, 

TnKsK  JoTcIy  ihore«!  how  lone  and  liill, 

A  hundrfsJ  years  ago^ 
The  unbroken  for^itt  itood  above, 

The  watera  daehM  below — 
The  wati»t»of  a  lonely  icas 

Where  never  aail  wpis  fur^d, 
Emboaom*d  in  a  wilderneai, 

W  hich  was  itaelf  a  world, 

A  hundred  yean !  ga  back^  and  lo ! 

Where,  cloaing  in  the  view, 
Jut*  out  the  If  bo  re,  with  rapid  oai      ^ 

Darta  round  a  fruil  canoe — 
^  in  a  white  voyager,  and  aca, 

Hill  prow  ia  weatward  iet 
0*er  the  calm  wave  r  Hail  to  Ihy  hold, 

World-aeeking  barqufi,  MAEQuamc! 

The  lonely  bird,  that  picba  hia  food 

Where  riae  the  wavea  and  aink« 
At   tht^ir   »trange   coming,   with  ahritl 
acream, 

StarU  from  the  aandy  brink ; 
Tht?  fmhhawk,  hanging  in  mid  iky, 

Plnota  oVr  on  level  winn. 
And  the  aavage  from  hi<  covert  l«^% 

With  tnow  on  the  ilrinf . 

A  hundred  yean  are  pa*t  and  foni« 

And  all  the  roeky  coast 
ti  turreted  with  ihining  lowna. 

An  empireV  noble  Uia^t ; 
Am)  the  old  wilder ne«i  ia  changed 

To  cuHuted  vale  und  hill  i 
And  the  circuit  of  iis  mount  aina 

An  empire^a  numliera  I^U  I         _._ 
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THE  BACKWOODSMAN. 

The  silent  wilderness  for  me ! 

Where  never  sound  is  faeajd, 
Save  the  rustling  of  the  sqairrers  foot, 

And  the  flitting  wing  of  bird, 
Or  its  low  and  interrupted  note, 

And  the  deer*s  quick,  crackling  tread, 
And  the  swaying  of  the  forest  boughs. 

As  the  wind  moves  overhead. 

Alone,  (how  glorious  to  be  free !) 

My  good  dog  at  my  side. 
My  rifle  hanging  in  my  arm, 

I  range  the  forest  wide. 
And  now  the  regal  buffalo 

Across  the  plains  I  chase ; 
Now  track  the  mountain  stream  to  find 

The  beaver's  lurking-place 

I  stand  upon  the  mountain's  top. 

And  (solitude  profound  !) 
Not  even  a  woodman's  smoke  curls  up 

Within  the  horizon's  bound. 
Below,  as  o'er  its  ocean  breadth 

The  air's  light  currents  run. 
The  wilderness  of  moving  leaves 

Is  glancing  in  the  sun. 

I  look  around  to  where  the  sky 

Meets  the  far  forest  line. 
And  this  imperial  domain — 

This  kingdom — all  is  mine. 
This  bending  heaven,  these  floating  clouds, 

Waters  that  ever  roll. 
And  wilderness  of  glory,  bring 

Their  offerings  to  my  soul. 

My  palace,  built  by  Uod'h  own  hand. 

The  world's  fresh  prime  hath  seen; 
Wide  stretch  its  living  halls  away, 

Pillar'd  and  roof'd  with  green. 
My  music  is  the  wind  that  now 

Pours  loud  its  swelling  bars, 
Now  lulls  in  dying  cadences, 

My  festal  lamps  are  stars. 

Though  when  in  this  my  lonely  home, 

My  star-watch'd  couch  I  press, 
I  hear  no  fond  *<  good-night" — think  not 

I  am  companion  less. 
O,  no !  I  see  my  father's  house. 

The  hill,  the  tree,  the  stream, 
And  the  looks  and  voices  of  my  home 

Come  gently  to  my  dream. 

And  in  these  solitary  haunts. 

While  slumbers  every  tree 
In  night  and  silence,  God  himself 

Seems  nearer  unto  me. 
I  feel  His  presence  in  these  shades. 

Like  the  embracing  air; 
And  as  my  eyelids  close  in  sleep. 

My  heart  is  hush'd  in  prayer. 


RAFTING. 

Av  August  night  was  ahottiog  down. 

The  first  stara  family  glow^. 
And  deep  and  wide  the  river'a  tide, 

Through  the  mountain  gorgea  flowed 
The  woods  swelled  up  from  either  aide. 

The  clear  night-sky  bent  o*er. 
And  the  gliding  waters  darkly  gleaoied. 

In  the  ahadowa  of  the  ahore. 

A  moving  maaa  swept  round  the  hills, 

In  the  midst  a  broad,  bright  flame ; 
And  flitting  fimna  passed  to  and  fro 

Around  it,  aa  it  came. 
The  raft-fire  with  its  flying  light, 

Fill'd  the  thin  river  haze ; 
And  rock  and  tree  and  darkling  cfifl*. 

Stooped  forward  in  the  blaze.  . 

And  while  it  floated  down  the  strean, 

Yet  nearer  and  more  near, 
A  bu^e  blast  on  the  still  ni^  aiTp 

Roee  loftily  and  dear. 
From  diff  to  tM,  from  hill  to  hSSU 

Through  the  ancient  wooda  and  wide, 
The  aound  awelled  on,  and  for  nway 

In  their  ailent  arches  died. 

And  ever  and  anon  thej 

Yo,  heave  ho ! 
And  loud  and  long  the 

Yo^  heave  ho! 

And  now  the  tones  bunt  sbaip  and  foa^ 

As  if  the  heavens  to  climb ; 
Now  their  soft  foil  made  mnsjeal. 

The  waters  ceaseless  ehime. 
Then  all  was  hushed,  till  might  be  1 

The  plashing  of  the  oar; 
Or  the  speech  and  laugh,  half  i 

Upon  the  silent  shore. 

We  flung  to  them  some  words  of  clwerj 

And  loud  jests  flung  they  back ; 
Good  night!  they  cried,  and  drilled  00. 

Upon  their  lonely  track. 
We  watched  them  till  a  auddon  bead 

Received  them  from  our  aifht; 
Yet  atill  we  heard  the  bugle  |>laat 

In  the  stillness  of  the  iMghL 

But  soon  its  loud  noCaa  on  the  Mr, 

Fell  foint  and  low; 
And  we  ceased  to  hoar  thn  Iwnty  eb 

Of  Yo^  heave  ho! 

Thus  quickly  did  the  river  paaa. 

Forth  issuing  from  the  darit— 
A  moment,  lighting  up  the  aoans 

Drifted  the  phantom  ark. 
And  thus  our  lifo.    From  the  onkBoiirB^ 

To  the  unknown,  we  sweep ; 
Like  mariners  who  cross  and  hail 

Each  other  o'er  the  deepb 


JOHN    GREENLEAP    WHITTIER. 


[ftn,lMi.] 


T«t  *n«!*t(>w  flf  Mil.  WftiTTttrit  ■rttk'd  »(  an 
mih  ptTwd  iii  the  towii  of  HnifiThill^  rni  Iho 
Iml*  of  Ifa0  M«niinBc'1e  River,  in  MajMAcliuM^Kii. 
tity  WWB  QuAlcflx  Antt  *i<itfii*  ot  thctn  nifferiod 
i«D  Hie  '••twrp  Itw*"  wUich  llir  fieirp  Ir*tl«pind* 
miff  enMiM  vgnirMt  thfiw  "  *lrvil-driv*'fi  hffiMit^fli,'* 
ii  thty  KTv  «tyled  Ui  lli«  «  MagnuUa*'  of  CoTTO!r 
M^TKKiu  TW  poet  WM  bam  in  the  j'i'«r  19>0@, 
at  ft  ppiot  iiiU»1iiiiM]  hy  hb  fkniilv  duiinff  foyr  or 
flvp  gitiiemtion« ;  iiqiJ  until  hr  wjui  i*ighlc«ii  ^Etri 
oT  iSQb  bia  IJHW  wv  rhif  av  p«!^"«il  in  iU«  ttklria 
tAmi^  Mri  tft  <Uinr  fit*!  hther  o&  th«  &Ttii,  Uk 
■failniiih  jmr  wo*  mj^'iu  in  a  hatui  Hrlimil.  and 
ll  t9S9  lir"  ni^rit  to  BcHton  \o  conduit  "I'liu 
MjninfqrUin'r*'*  a  gny^i-Jtc  eiftiillifibcil  lo 
a  pfotwtivp  Uriit  lU^  had  prrviously 
pp[infiitimi  nm  a  writer  hj  vahoaa  eon- 
tribfjnoniVt  in  pftuirr  am!  vrnw^  ta  the  n^Wf^papora 
fimitnJ  in  hit  tiBtitc  rr3wn  attd  in  Nrwburyport, 
tiwt  tl*p  nbitttj  wiUi  « liif^h  h<*  m£ini»^^>tl  the  •<  Msir 
tiuiWf'tnrcr,'*  now  mtdr^  liii  ruiini*  r<Lmilliir  thraugftt- 
mit  tlie  eounliv.  In  mM  hi?  i^viit  lo  llEirtf^prd, 
in  Ca«in#frtirut  to  Ukt*  fhaiipt  of  tlio  **  New  Eng- 
land Wfrklv  RpvifTW*"'  Hii  r*  irsiiirii^d  \wtt  ilKiut 
t»«  j-Mfii.  tluriDf  ^'bich  hr  Wrtit  An  »rdi*nt  p<dilt- 
db^i  cif  vttifli  wav  lb«n  r^idW  tho  Ntiltonni  Hc^ 
pntdfli  pftfty,  tuitl  il«¥oJleid  iiut  litUi]  nitrntioii  lo 
Hfmhirvi  Jtf  ptibliflKHl.  how  over,  in  thi«  iic^rlud 
Ui»  ^  LctfriHla  of  New  Enj^lund/*  n  collpction  of 
poejta  an  J  prvMC  fikf^ttrhej^,  founded  oti  events  in 
th*  early  hi^tofv  of  thr  country ;  wroti*  ihe  memoir 
ai  hif  &iafndl  BaaixabUp  prc(ii<-\]  to  th^  collation 
of  iImiI  aothflTi  works  prinW  in  tf^^n;  and  gfvenal 
poeim  wlueh  Mppfsred  in  ihe  "  Wc^'kly  Review/' 

lu  1831  Mr,  WntTTiEH  returned  lo  HjuferhiU, 
vrhffTv  he  WM  five  t*r  «ii  year*  cn^i»e4  in  ftpri* 
rfjltisral  pur-qiil*.  He  r(fpfip«entcd  that  town  in  the 
le^jiUtUiv^,  til  it*  !ir.*;«ion«  for  l^^^  and  1836,  and 
dochticA  a  rFetcHinn  in  tS^T.  Hti  longest  poenif 
"  Moi^  Me^ne,"  wti  fij^t  puhll^heij  m  1636,  He 
iTfmrtled  the  rtory  of  the  ht^ro  only  nn  a  framework 
for  Bketfhn  of  the  nCf'X^fy  and  of  the  primitive 
•cillert  of  Mnsttchuwtt«  and  the  udjiicent  atatt^A. 
In  pattrayinic  the  Indian  rliaraeEern,  hn  followed  a4 
do*dy  an  wan  prarUrable  the  rough  but  natural 
dtlinpationi  of  Crirnru,  Miiitiiw,  CHAnLtvoii, 
aiifl  Kofttn  WiLLttH**  diaciLrding  much  of  tho 
rtrtSfianop  which  more  modem  wrili^ra  havo  tfjrown 
around  the  rcd'iniin'i  life.  In  thii,  m  in  the  fine 
jallaj  of  ^^  C^sflandni  Hug th wick,**  unil  in  *omp 
of  hm  pfme  writiaff».  hr  hm  r\hifiitcd  in  a  very 
iirikini^  manner  liie  intrtlfi^nint  rpirir  of  the  Puri* 
tOiUi  It  CidLii  etritts  no  MiiqtriDNtt  ilt;it  i»  New  Eut^ 
\Ath\  Quaker  refuw.^  lo  )oin  in  th<^  nf^htujie  vvhich 
it  13  ihe^  cujiloa]  int  tmlow  ufvifi  the  ^i^'mncirutort  of 
bu  anca-jiufa.     0ut  our  pivt,  tty  a  wty  natural 


olftggerilioa,  may  have  done  tliom  even  leas  than 
justice* 

Impelled  hy  that  hatred  of  every  tpc^iea  of  o|> 
pression  which  perbnpa  h  tiic  oiossl  marked  of  hu 
chnracteriHtic?,  Mr-  W^uttikh  entertxl  af  an  early 
period  npm  the  di»cii,°»ion  of  tlm  aUditlon  quea- 
t\o»^  lUid  fiince  tlie  yeaf  1636,  when  tie  ^vaa  elected 
one  of  thfl  aecrelaries  of  the  American  Atsti*8b» 
very  Bociirty,  lie  bai  been  among  the  niu«l  ynm^ 
Qtfut  and  infiueiitial  advo^ateft  of  immediate  eman- 
cipation*  Hbi  poema  on  ihia  Nuhjrot  an!  fuU  of 
indtgnant  and  nerroua  remooMranc*,  invedivo 
aitd  denunciation.  Very  few  in  thm  country  et* 
pTfsa  theniielves  with  uruform  freedom  and  ain- 
cerity.  Nowhere  eiat^  b  there  aii  nimmon  and 
degrading  a  «crvihty»  Wc  Lave  ihcrefore  com- 
parative ly  little  indlvjiluaJity,  and  af  course  lew 
than  we  otherwi^ie  ahould  have  tliat  ia  original. 
Mr.  WMtTTiEK  raU^it  tliix  tyn^nny  of  publie  opL 
nioti  at  it»  true  vrilue*  Whiak'Vff  nmy  Ite  ita  power 
ho  dc«pi«ea  it  He  give*  lo  hw  mind  and  heart 
LJiBir  true  voice.  Hin  nituphs,  dinvt  and  earnest 
appeals  have  (iroduced  deep  and  laating  impit?» 
niona.  1'heir  reception  has  happily  nhown  tlmt 
plain  and  unprcjuiJiced  ajH^^^h  k  not  lc«a  likely 
to  lie  heard  than  Uje  vapid  aell-praiiic  and  weari- 
■ome  Iteration  of  inofTenfave  commonplace*  with 
which  the  great  mais  of  thoAc  who  address  the 
pubhc  ply  th<;  drowey  e^rs  of  the  hydra. 

Mr,  WmTTrEii  pubhBhed  a  volume  of**  Ballada'* 
in  1838  ;  "  Lays  of  my  Home,  and  other  Poema,'' 
in  1845;  a  full  »il lection  of  his  **  Pirtsnia**  in  1849; 
-SongB  of  Labor/'  in  1S5I;  and  "The  Chapel  of 
the  Hermits,  and  otlier  Poems^'^  in  1853*  Hia 
proM  work*,  bcsaidea '*  Legend*  of  New  England," 
befbre-mentiaoed,  are  •■  The  Stranger  tn  Lowell,** 
ft  collection  of  proKi  essays,  1845;  "Sopemalu- 
ralism  in  New  England,'^  1847 ;  "  Leaves  from 
MARaAHKT  SsiTfrj*  J  oo  rna! /' il  lustra  ling  the  age 
of  the  Puritan*,  1849;  *'Oia  PortraiU  and  Modern 
Sk  e  icbes,' '  I  BfiO ;  a  n  d  **  Li  terary  Recre  at  io  na  a  nd 
Mtscenanieif,"  in  1854. 

Although  boldneai  and  energy  are  WmTOlcii*f 
leading  cbaracteriiitjca,  his  works  are  not  without 
passages  scarcely  [e!M»diMnigui>he^l  Itir  tfm  tier  nana 
and  grace.  lie  may  rea^nahl^  be  styled  a  na* 
tional  poet.  His  wurkx  brrathe  elfpclioo  for  and 
faith  in  our  republiean  fjol iiy  and  uuBhackirJ  re* 
ligion,  hut  an  aifection  and  a  faith  that  do  not  blind 
him  10  our  weaknt'iui  or  wicki^ditiMi.  lie  ta  of 
that  elafia  of  auilior*  whi>m  we  most  need  in  Ame-^ 
riea  to  build  up  a  Hlerntureihal  shall  elevate  with 
itaelf  the  nrttiinml  IW  Iniit  ai^f  e  ha  racier. 

He  reaidea  at  HavfrhilU  and  has  licen  for  Mrs- 
ral  yp*r*  s  <*rorTrH^fHiruliii^#dit4ir  of  the  **  Nation 
a  I  Bra,"  publihlM  m  Waabiugton, 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  CASSANDRA 
SOUTHWICK.' 

To  the  God  of  all  aura  mercies  let  my  bleanng  riie 
to-day, 

From  the  scolTor  and  the  cruel  ho  hath  pluck'd  the 
spoil  away, — 

Yea,  He  who  cooPd  the  furnace  around  the  faith- 
ful thn»o, 

And  tamed  the  Chaldean  lions,  hath  set  his  hand- 
maid free! 

Laiit  nivfht  I  saw  the  sunset  melt  through  my  pri- 
son bars, 

Last  night  across  my  damp  earth*floor  fell  the  pale 
gleam  of  stars; 

In  the  coldness  and  the  darkness  all  through  the 
long  night  time, 

My  grated  casement  whitened  with  Autumn*s 
early  rime. 

Alone,  in  that  dark  sorrow,  hour  after  hour  crept  by ; 
Star  after  star  looked  palely  in  and  sank  adown 

the  sky ; 
No  sound  amid  night*s  stillness,  save  that  which 

scemM  to  lie 
The  dull  and  heavy  beating  of  the  pulses  of  the  sea ; 

All  night  I  sat  unsleeping,  for  I  knew  that  on  t}ie 

morrow 
The  ruler  and  the  cruel  priest  would  mock  me  in 

my  sorrow, 
Dragged  to  their  place  of  market,  and  bargained 

for  and  sold. 
Like  a  lamb  l)efore  the  shambles,  like  a  heifer  from 

the  fold! 

Oh,  the  weakness  of  the  flesh  wai  there — the 

shrinking  and  the  shame ; 
And  the  low  voice  of  the  Tempter  like  whispen 

to  me  came : 
«<Why  sifst  thou   thus  forlornly!"  the  wicked 

murmur  said, 
^  Damp  walls  thy  bower  of  beauty,  cold  earth  thy 

maiden  bed  1 

« Where  be  the  smiling  faces,  and  voices  soft  and 
sweet, 

Seen  in  thy  father*s  dwelling,  heard  in  the  plea- 
sant street] 

Where  be  the  youths,  whose  glances  the  summer 
Sabbath  through 

Tuni*d  tenderly  and  timidly  unto  thy  father's  pew  7 

*Tlii!4  biillad  htm  its  fuiind.ition  n|)i>n  a  ■oiiiewliat  re- 
snurkabltf  rvent  in  the  hintory  of  PiiriUn  inlolprance. 
Tm-ii  young  p«>riinnii,  son  and  du lighter  of  Lawrence 
Siiiithwirk,  of  8nl<fDi,  wh(»  h:id  hiniBt>lf  been  iniprlKoned 
and  deprived  of  all  hi«  property  fur  having  entertained 
tivii  (^ii.ikrr«  »t  hi*  hoiine,  were  fliied  ten  pounds  enrh 
fiif  non-nttcndanre  nt  church,  which  they  were  unnhh*  to 
pty.  The  case  being  reproHentud  l(»  the  General  Court, 
ut  Huston,  that  IxMiy  iMued  an  order  which  may  still  be 
m'rn  on  the  court  records,  bearing  the  signature  of 
IMiv.inl  Rawson,  Secretary,  by  which  the  trenBur^r  of 
till*  Countv  was  **fullv  eHifHiwered  to  tell  the  said  prr- 
it.mit  to  nny  of  the  Kiiglish  nation  at  Virginia  or  Barba- 
(/I'rf,  to  answer  i<aid  fines.**  An  attempt  was  made  to 
C'lrry  lhi«  harbirous  order  into  executi«m,  but  no  ship* 
in.itter  wa-<  found  willinc  to  convey  tlieiii  to  the  West 
In>lies.    Vi<|i'  Skw all's  llislury,  pp.  t22X),  ti.  Bisiiop.     I 


«  Why  ait'st  thoQ  hen,  Cumidn  t^Belhink 

with  what  mirth 
Thy  hapi9  ichoolnnites  gatlier  aroand  tSw  i 

bright  heardi ; 
How  the  crimMD  Aadom  tinnH^  m  fad 

white  and  fkir. 
On  eyes  of  meny  girlhood,  half  hid  in  goldeii 

«  Not  for  thee  the  hearth-fiie  brigfatenib  not  fa 

kind  words  are  spoken, 
Not  for  thee  the  nuts  of  Wenham  woodi  \^  \k 

ing  bojs  are  broken ; 
No  fint-firuits  of  the  orehaid  within  diy  k| 

laid. 
For  thee  no  flowen  of  Autumn  the  yondifid  I 

ers  braid. 

««0h!  weak,  deluded  maiden! — hycnayfuMcm 
With  wild  and  raving  railen  an  evil  path  ton 
To  leave  a  wholesome  worship^  and  **'*»»»'f 

and  sound; 
And  mate  with  maniae  women,  looar  htir*i1 

sackcloth-boond. 

*<Mad  acoflera  of  the  piieathood,  who  modi 

things  divine. 
Who  rail  against  the  pulpit,  and  ho^  tanad 

wine; 
Sore  from  their  cart-tail  acoiuginga,  and  fha 

pillory  lame, 
Rejoicing  in  their  wretchednei^  and  iforpn 

their  i ' 


«« And  what  a  fiite  awaita  thee !— a  wmStj  to 

slave, 
Dragging  the  akmly  length'ning  duin  of  ban 

to  the  grave! 
Think  of  thy  woman'a  nature^  ■nbdaed  m  1 

less  thrall. 
The  easy  prey  of  any,  the  acoff  and  aeom  of 

Oh !— ever  as  the  Tempter  apoke,  and  ftefak 

ture*s  feara 
Wrung  drop  by  drop  the  scalding  flow  of  oni 

ing  tears, 
I  wrestled  down  the  evil  thooglili^  and  atra* 

silent  prayer 
To  feel,  oh,  Helper  of  the  weak !—«halThoi 

deed  wert  there ! 


the] 


I  thought  of  Paul  and  Sihu,  widun  Philqipri 
And  how  from  Peter*B  sleeping  finba  die  n 

shackles  fell. 
Till  I  seem*d  to  hear  the  trailing  of  an  ancdTa 

of  white. 
And  to  feel  a  hlcsaed  preaenoe  invinbla  to  aig 

Bless  the  Lord  for  all  His  i 

and  love  I  felt, 
Like  dew  of  Hermon'a  holy  hill,  upon  nj  i 

melt; 
When,  <*  Get  behind  tnc,  Satan !"  waa  the 

giiagc  of  my  heart. 
And  I  felt  the  Evil  Tempter  with  all  hiadoobladi 

Slow  broke  the  gray  cold  morning;  again  tba 

shine  fell, 
FleckM  with  the  diade  of  bar  and  ] 

lonely  cell ; 
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H^  hotrfr^it   melted  an  the  ntnXi,  and   upward 

iiiitii  tlte  sWxt 
f^UM  i«»J«B  Uugh  And  ktle  word,  utd  Ixefld  of 

|i»«iinf  feeU 

Al  kfigth  ttie  he»¥j  botta  &[|  back,  nay  door  woi 

(ifwn  CAM, 
And  iitimly  a  I  the  vbmlTs  m4^^  itp  the  long  irtrect 

I  p«*M ; 
I  l«tnd  the  muimur  round  roe,  and  felt^  bat  dureJ 

not  Bee, 
Bdw,  from  ©very  door  and  wuidow,  Ifie  people 

giued  on  m«, 

AnI  tloubt  aruj  fear  Jell  on  inc,  ab  amc  bum^d  upon 

my  cht^k, 
dwam   earth  anj  sky  UTound  me^  my  ti^erabling 

UmlM  gnfw  w™k  ^ 
*  0  trfjfd  [  ffu|ipott  thy  hAndnuiid ;  and  from  her 

son)  fft*t  out 
The  tea^t  ui  la^tu  Vfhtch  bKnga  a  m&ni — ^tbo  weak- 

nma  and  the  doubt,'' 

Then  tlie  dirary  thtdowa  »catlerM  Irke  »  dond  in 

morjiMigV  brwie, 
And  a  luw  <bi-p  voice  within  me  secm*d  wMsp«T- 

inff  wofds  like  thc«e  : 
"Thoufh  tby  earth  be  aa  the  bioi),  imd  thy  hoaven 

ji  liriijvn  1^1, 
Thiat  atill   nU  loving-kmdneti  wboae  power  Is 

over  ilL" 

W«  pttusnl  at  length,  whf  re  at  my  feet  the  vutiUt 

wat^fPfl  brake 
On  gtitHn^  ritach  of  Bhinin^  b^acb,  and  Singly 

W4lt  of  rock ; 
Tht  uwrdiiLnttf^hipa  inj  idly  th^re,  in  hard  dear 

lu)««  on  high, 
Tfftcing  with  fope  and  slender  apar  their  net-work 

oo  the  iky. 

Ami  there  were    aneicnt  citiienflit  eloak-wrapp'd 

Bfn)  priivp  and  f'^ld* 
And  grim  arul  Jitout  Bca-captaln^  with  faces  bronzed 

and  old. 
And  on  bis  bcww,  with  H*w«(>n,hi*  cruel  ckrk  at  band. 
Sat  dark  and  hau^ty  EndicoLt,  the  niJer  of  the  land. 

And  pnittontji;^  with  im  evQ  worda  the  mler*a  ready 

Hie  prieirt  tean'd  oVr  hbi  aaddJe,  with  laugh  amd 

fcoJT  ftJid  jeer; 
It  atlrr*d  sny  itonl^  and  from  my  tips  the  ical  of  ti- 

lence  broke, 
A«  if  throu-:jh  woman**  weakness  a  warning  spirit 

I  eriwl,  "  *r!ie  Lonj  rebuke  thee,  thou  ant  iter  af  the 

Tfiou  roMier  of  the  righteoua,  thou  tnimpler  of  the 

wrftk! 
Ci^j  |ij|Tir  the  tHt\,  rold  heartliTctonew — go  torn  th« 

pn^ioa  Icx'k 
Of  tlif  pivir  hejirtfl  Hioit  hii.<l  huntcHl,  ihau  wolf 

artiid  Iheflrri^kl" 

Dark  t<mer*d  the  brow  a  of  Endicott,  and  with  m 

ih*'|M*r  fed 
0*er  IUw«ou*»  wUic-enipurpIod  cheek  the  fluah  of 

anger  nfmad; 


**  Good  people  "  quoth  the  white-hpp'd  ptioa!, "  heed 

not  her  words  no  wild, 
Her  master  apeaks  within  her — the  Devil  <nrna  hia 

child  r 

But  gray  heatU  «book,  and  young  browi  knit^  the 

while  the  aherifl"  read 
That  law  the  wicked  rulem  against  the  poot  htT« 

made* 
Who  to  their  house  of  Rimmon  and  idol  priesthood 

bring 
Na  bonded  knee  of  worahip,  nor  gaijJbl  ofli^riug. 

Then  to  the  stout  aea-'captaina  the  sheriff  turning 
wiid: 

"  Whieh  of  ye,  woftliy  ^amen,  wiD  take  thia  Qua- 
ker maid ! 

In  the  Ule  of  fair  Barbadoe^,,  or  on  Virginia'a  nhof e. 

You  may  hotd  her  at  a  higher  price  than  Indiaii 
girl  or  Moor." 

Crrim  aj)d    ailenl  atood  the  captaini;    and  when 

again  be  cried  ^ 
*«  BpQiik  out,  niy  worthy  flymen  1" — no  voioe  ot 

sign  replied  1 
But  I  felt  a  hard  hand  preaa  my  own,  and  kind 

wofda  met  my  ear ; 
«  God  bleas  tjjee.  and  preacrre  thee,  my  gi^ntte  gid 

and  dear  V* 

A  weight  seemed  tilled  From  my  heart, — a  pitying 

friend  was  nigh, 
I  felt  it  in  hia  hard,  rough  hand,  and  Aaw  It  in  bit 

eye; 
And  when  again  the  iheri^  «poke<^  that  voice,  m 

kind  to  tafit 
Gfowl'd  hack  its  atanny  answer  tike  the  roaring  of 

the  man: 

■•Pjlft  my  ahip  with  bara  of  tjlvvt — pack  wttfa 

coina  of  Spwjiah  gold, 
From  keet-faeee  up  lo  dcch-pLank,  the  roomago  of 

her  holdf 
By  the  Uvinir  God  who  made  me  !^I  would  aooner 

in  your  bay 
Sink  diip  and  crew  and  earigo^  than  boar  this  chik) 

away!" 

"  Weil  answer  df  worthy  captain,  ihame  on  their 
cruel  lawfi  V* 

Ran  tbrouc^  the  crowd  in  roonnuia  (oud  the  peo- 
pled jiiBt  applauAC. 

"Like  the  henisman  of  Telsoa,  in  larael  of  old, 

Shall  we  ih?r  thf!  poor  and  rigbtcoua  again  for  all- 
ver  sold  ?" 

I  look'd  on  hauglUy  Endioott;  with  weapon  half 

way  drawn. 
Swept  lound  the  throng  hia  lion  glare  of  hitter  hale 

and  itcorn ; 
Fierorly  he  drew  hia  bridte  tein,  and  turned  in  ai* 

lencfl  barkt 
And  anpTTing  priest  and  t^ffled  ckii  lode  mttr. 

muring  in  tii«  Iracb^ 

Hani  after  tlicm  tlie  thefilT  looked  in  bhtemeaa  of 

soul; 
Thtii^  am  ale  hia  stafTupon  the  grmmd.ind  cruidOd 

hia  parchment  toU. 
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«  Good  friends  "  he  said,  «  since  both  have  fled,  the 

ruler  and  the  priest. 
Judge  ye,  if  from  their  further  work  I  be  not  well 

released/' 

Loud  wafl  the  cheer  wliich,  full  and  dear,  swept 

round  the  Micnt  l>ay, 
As,  with  kind  wonlii  and  kinder  looks,  he  bade  me 

go  my  way ; 
For  He  who  turns  the  coutbcs  of  the  streamlet  of 

the  glen. 
And  tlic  river  of  great  waters,  had  tumM  the 

hearts  of  men. 

Oh,  at  tliat  hour  the  very  earth  seom'd  changed 

beneath  my  eye, 
A  holier  wonder  round  me  roHC  the  blue  walls  of 

the  sky, 
A  lovelier  lip^ht  on  rock  and  hill,  and  stream  and 

woodland  lay. 
And  softer  laiwcd  on  sunnier  sands  the  waters  of 

the  bay. 

Thanksgiving  to  the  Lord  of  life! — to  Him  all 

praises  l»e, 
\\nio   from  the  hands  of  evil  men  hath  set  his 

handmaid  friM) ; 
All  praiiffi  to  Him  before  whose  power  the  mighty 

are  afraid, 
Wlio  takes  the  crafty  in  the  snare,  which  for  the 

poor  is  laid ! 

Sing,  oh,  my  soul,  rejoicingly ;  on  evening's  twi- 
light calm 

Uplift  the  loud  thank-sgiving — pour  forth  the  grate- 
ful psalm; 

Lot  all  dear  heart)  with  mc  rejoice,  as  did  the 
saints  of  old, 

When  of  the  Lord's  good  angel  the  rescued  Peter 
told. 

And  weep  and  howl,  ye  evil  prionts  and  mighty  men 

of  wrong. 
The  Lord  shall  rtrniti;  the  proud  and  lay  His  hand 

upon  tlie  strong. 
Wo  to  the  wicked  rulern  in  His  avenging  hour ! 
Wo  to  the  wolves  who  seek  the  flocks  to  raven  and 

devour: 

But  let  the  humble  ones  arise, — tlic  poor  in  he.irt 

be  glad. 
And  let  tlic  mourning  ones  again  with  robes  of 

praise  be  clail. 
For  lie  who  coolM  the  furnace,  and  smoothed  the 

stormy  wave, 
And  tamed  the  Chaldean  lions,  is  mighty  still  to  save ! 


NEW   ENGLAND. 

JjA?rn  of  the  forest  and  the  rock — 

Of  dark-blue  l;ikc  ond  mighty  liver — 
Of  mountains  rear*d  ulofl  to  nxx-k 
The  Htorin's  career,  the  lij^htning's  shock — 

My  own  grivn  land  for  ever ! 
Land  of  the  UMUtiful  and  brave — 
The  freeman's  home — the  martyr's  grave — 


The  mnwBTj  of  gisat  men. 
Whose  deeds  have  link'd  with  cwij  ^ob^ 
And  every  hill,  tnd  ewerj  ■tamm, 
The  romance  of  aome  warriordram! 
Oh !  never  may  a  aon  of  thine* 
Where'er  his  wanderingr  atqa  iadiiM^ 
Forget  the  akj  which  bent  alwvo 
His  childhood  like  a  dream  of  knc, 
The  stream  beneath  the  green  luli  flowing 
The  broad-arm'd  trees  above  it  gfomag, 
The  clear  breeie  through  the  foHi^  Uoiiii^ 
Or  hear,  unmoved,  the  taunt  of  aoom 
Breathed  o*er  the  brave  New  Ei^imI  ban; 
Or  maik  the  stranger's  jagiiar4iaiid 

Disturb  the  ashes  of  thy  dead. 
The  buried  glory  of  a  land 

Whose  soil  with  noUe  Uood  k  nd, 
And  sanctified  in  every  pait^— 

Nor  feel  resentment,  Uke  a  bran^ 
Unsheathing  from  his  fieiy  heart ! 

Oh !  greener  hills  may  catch  the  am 

Beneath  the  glorious  heaven  of  Fmn; 
And  streams,  rejoicing  as  they  mn 

Like  life  beneath  the  day-heam'a  gium^ 
May  wander  where  the  onmge-boqgh 
With  golden  fruit  is  bending  lour; 
And  there  may  bend  a  brighter  Aj 
0*cr  green  and  classic  Italy—- 
And  pillar*d  fane  and  ancient  grave 

B^  record  of  another  time^ 
And  over  shaft  and  arehitrave 

The  green,  luxuriant  ivy  climb; 
And  far  toward  the  rising  sun 

The  palm  may  shake  its  leaves  on  ha^jbg 
Where  flowers  are  opening,  one  by  ono^ 

Like  stars  upon  the  twilight  sky; 
And  breezes  soft  as  sighs  of  loire 

Above  the  broad  banana  stray. 
And  through  the  Brahmin*s  siaed  graie 

A  thousand  bright-hued  pnifflw  play  I 
Yet  unto  thee,  New  England,  still 

Thy  wanderinsr  sons  shall  stretch  lUr  ■ 
And  thy  rude  chart  of  rock  and  bill 

8oem  dearer  tlian  the  land  of  pehui; 
Tliy  maasy  oak  and  mountain-pine 

More  welcome  than  the  banyan's  i 
And  every  fircc,  blue  stream  of  thine 

Seem  richer  than  the  golden  bed 
Of  oriental  waves,  which  glow 
And  sparkle  with  the  weahh  below  I 


TO  JOHN  PIERPONT. 

Not  to  the  poet,  but  the  man,  I  bring 
In  friendship's  fearless  trust  my  ofiering: 
How  much  it  lacks  I  feel,  and  tboa  wilt  see. 
Vet  well  I  know  that  thou  hast  deem'ed  with  i 
Life  all  too  earnest,  and  its  time  too  shorty 
For  dreamy  ease  and  Fancy's  gneeliil  aport; 

And  girded  for  thy  constant  strife  with  y 
Like  Nchciniah,  6ghting  while  be  ^ 

The  broken  walls  of  Zion,  even  thy  i 
Hath  a  rude  martial  tone,  a  blow  in 
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PAL£3TmB. 

'  bnd  cif  Jti Jea !  thrice  hallovr'd  of  iong , 
I  the  bolieflt  of  memoncs  piltp-iin*Like  ihrumi^ ; 
iluile  of  ihy  p*lnM»  by  the  ihorea  of  thy  sea, 
i  hilU  of  th;  beauty,  my  heart  i«  wtlh  ihce* 

jie  eye  of  a  apirit  I  look  on  that  shore, 
\  pilgrini  and  prophet  huve  Luig^r'd  before ; 
im  glide  of  a  apiht  I  tra^vcnie  the  sod 
taltght  by  ihfi  »t*p«  of  the  angola  of  God, 

tA  of  U)«  billi  I — in  my  spiris  I  hear 
ftt*r*,  Getincdiipet,  chinw*  on  my  car ; 
iihe  Lowly  and  Jui»t  ^ ith  th^  people  iml  dovriif 
J  aprmy  on  th«  du*t  of  H 1 1  sandala  wad  Ih  rown* 

A  are  Btthulia*a  mountaini  of  ^eern, 
kfl  JetfoUt*  hiUi  of  the  wild  Gadarene  j 
^U4e  on  (lie  gosi-cra^  of  7'alfor  to  see 
cvn  of  thy  waterti,  O^  dark  Gallic  t 

a  aound  in  the  vdby !  wher?,  anoHcn  and 
ver,  O,  iCuhoD,  IS  twe^^pbt;  &li>ng;  fjftron|^, 
)  ihf  Canaanite  utrovc  with  JkaoVaii  in  vain, 
y  torrent  grew  dark  with  the  bjood  of  the  »hxa* 

dofTsn  from  lua  moyntaint  item  ZabirLOir 


rantTJLt'a  ata^,  vilh  hia  eyelialla  of  flame, 
kc  chamid  of  J*aiic  roU'd  hamileaaly  on^ 
t  ann  of  the  Lorh  tvat  Aiit^oA»*a  aon  I 

ilerp  the  atill  focka  and  the  cat  era)  which 
Tang 

:  aong  which  the  heaulif«l  propheteaa  sang, 
ill*  pnni?e«  of  lasiehar  stood  by  her  aide, 
Hr  about  of  a  hoit  in  ita  Iriumph  replied. 

>tliU'hcm*i  hill-aile  before  me  i^  leen, 
he  moil  nuin*  around  und  the  valley  <  between; 
reate^i  the  ahcpherda  of  Judah,  and  there 
mg^  of  the  angela  ro^e  awe«t  on  the  air. 

iAhany*i  palm  tree^t  in  beauty  Atill  throw 
diadowi  at  noon  on  the  nime  below; 
tlere  ftre  the  siiten  who  hapten  M  to  ^rtset 
wly  Redt'cmer,  and  ait  at  H»i  f«?tT 

where  tho  Iwt^Ive  ifi  their  way  f»i ring  trod  J 

wheff:  they  stood  with  tho  chosen  of  Goo — 
I  Hifl  blfK^ilnga  wm  heard  iind  hia  leasona 

wpre  tuu^rht, 
>  the  blind  were  reatoned  and  the  heating 

wa*  WTtjughL 

B  vTi(h  Ht#  fli>fk  the  sad  Wanderer  cwno— 
hillii  Ha  toilM  ovi>r  in  g^riff,  are  the  aitne — 
Kiolfl  where  He  tlraiik  by  the  way-aide  atill 

How, 
w  Bume  aira  am  blowing  whieh  breathM  on 

h%»  hrow ! 

iranixl  on  hrr  hi!lflKit-i  Jerusalem  yet,  [feet; 
ith  da#t  on  hi^r  forehraiJ,  an  J  chain  a  on  her 
f  cfnwn  of  hrr  firide  lu  Ihr  mocker  halh  gone, 
w  holy  Shechinah  U  dark  where  it  Rhone. 

h«irefore  thi<  drram  nf  the  earthly  abode 
manity  clothed  in  Ehi^  brightnetM  of  Goo  T 


Were  my  vpfrit  bat  tuned  from  the  out  ward  and  dim. 
It  could  gaxe^  even  now,  on  the  presence  of  U lie t^ 

Not  in  elouda  and  in  terrors,  but  gentle  aa  when, 
In  ]ov€  and  in  meekneast  Ha  moved  among  men; 
And  the  voice  which  breathed  pe^e  to  tlia  wavca 

of  the  sea, 
In  the  hash  of  my  apirit  would  whiaper  to  mc  T 

And  what  if  my  feet  mi^  not  tread  where  ITk  «iU>od| 
Nor  my  ears  he^r  the  daahing  of  G»Ukt'*t  flood, 
Nor  my  eyc»  ae*  the  crosi  which  he  bow*d  Iiim  to 

bcar,^ 
Not  my  knee*  preaaGethaemane>  garden  of  prayer* 

Vet,  I#oved  of  tlie  Father,  Thy  Spirit  ta  near 
To  the  meek,  and  Ibe  lowly,  and  penitent  here ; 
And  the  voicie  of  thy  love  ia  the  aame  even  now^ 
Ai  at  !lelbatiy*a  tomb,  or  on  Olivet*a  brow, 

0,  the  outward  hath  gone  T— but,  in  glory  and  power, 
The  Spirit  surriveth  the  thing*  of  an  hour ; 
Unchanged,  undocaylng,  it«  Pentecflst  flame 
On  the  benrCt  accret  altar  la  burning  tb«  iaiae  I 


PENTUCKET* 

How  sweetly  on  the  wood-girt  town 
The  mellow  light  of  sunset  iihoiiP } 
Each  smidK  bright  lake,  whose  watcfa  still 
Mirror  the  fore^  and  the  hill, 
Reflected  from  ita  wavekaa  lir«ast 
The  beon^  of  a  cloudlesis  w<ssE, 
Gloriona  aa  if  a  g[im])Ke  were  given 
Within  the  western  gate*  of  lli^veii, 
Left,  by  the  spirit  of  the  star 
Of  sunsei'a  holy  hour,  ajar ! 

Beside  the  river's  tranquil  AoimI 
The  dark  and  low-walfd  dwellings  fitood, 
Where  many  a  rood  of  open  land 
Streteh'd  up  and  down  on  either  hand, 
With  com*leave»  waring  fjrciildy  green 
The  thick  and  blackened  atumps  between ; 
Behind,  unbroken,  deep  and  dreads 
The  wild,  nnlraveird  furcat  *pread, 
»       Back  to  thoao  mountains,  white  and  ccld. 
Of  which  the  IndiaT)  tnapper  told, 
Upon  whosw  summita  never  yet 
Waa  mortal  foot  in  safety  ucU 

Quiet  and  calm,  without  a  fear 
Of  danger  darkly  lurking  near, 
The  wcsuy  labourer  left  hiji  plou(»h — 
The  milk-maid  carol rd  by  her  cow — 

*  The  TlUafe  of  iravcrliill,  ^n  iht  Merrlmark.  tnW^i  bf 
llie  Inttlans  r«ntnck<'(,  w«i  fur  iwarly  i»v*»mir  |-»iirp  a 
frotitkr  tfpwii,  nTfti  dnrtiif  (hlriy  yean  tnA*it^4  Mt  ih* 
horron  of  nv»if r  warfare  In  tb*  y»*f  170ft,  *  tiWHN**»fwit 
bnify  of  rif^tifh  and  1>i<1t^ni^,  imdfir  th«enmaiiti4  nf  Pa 
Cii^lXlowi,  iitd  ITiSTiEL  Pfi  fioi;vit.t.K«tli«  lnfiitiiAii«attd 
btiKKly  •fltki-r  tsf  f>i^*f  ftcliK  iiMidi^  iin  suwft  m^^n  ike  vU- 
lafi^,  whirb.  «t  tbJit  (m]f<<,fmtiJtirir4  nnlj  thMy  hnwtn. 
SiEjrtri^n  of  ih*  vKlPigf'M  Wffv    in«iiBfl.rn?'t,   uml  a  wltll 

ili4i  frUt  atifl  iiiititiR  iliffit  TlvBTSL  PW  lt«vvit.i  a.  Tlit 
minister  of  thr  pUrm^  Bksj4«IM  Rci|.r^,  wmi  IllM  bf  a 
nhot  tbrou^h  lilv  owinl^sor 
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From  cottage  door  and  houiehold  hearth 
Rof>e  songs  of  praise,  or  tonea  of  mirth. 
At  length  the  murmur  died  away* 
And  silence  on  that  village  Uy.^ 
So  slept  Pompeii,  tower  and  hall, 
Ere  the  quick  earthquake  swallow'd  aU, 
Undreaming  of  the  fiery  fate 
Which  made  its  dwellings  deaolate ! 

Hours  pass'd  away.    By  moonlight  sped 
The  Merrimack  along  his  bed. 
Bathed  in  the  pallid  lustre,  stood 
Dark  cottage-wall  and  rock  and  wood, 
Silent,  beneath  that  tranquil  beam. 
As  the  huHh*d  grouping  of  a  dream. 
Yet  on  the  still  air  crept  a  sound — 
No  bark  of  fox — no  rabbit's  bound- 
No  8tir  of  wings — nor  waters  flowing^^ 
Nor  leaves  in  midnight  breezes  blowing. 

Was  that  the  tread  of  many  feet. 
Which  downward  from  the  hill-side  beati 
What  forms  were  those  which  darkly  stood 
Just  on  the  margin  of  the  wood  1 — 
Charr*d  tree-stumps  in  the  moonlight  dim, 
Or  paling  rude,  or  leafless  limb  1 
No— through  the  trees  fierce  eyeballs  glow*d. 
Dark  human  forms  in  moonshine  show*d, 
Wild  from  their  native  wilderness. 
With  painted  limbs  and  battle-dress ! 

A  yell,  the  dead  might  wake  to  hear, 
Swell'd  on  the  night  air,  far  and  clear- 
Then  smote  the  Indian  tomahawk 
On  crashing  door  and  shattering  lock — 
Then  rang  the  rifle-shot — and  then 
The  shrill  death-scream  of  stricken  i 
Sunk  the  red  axe  in  woman's  brain. 
And  childhood's  cry  arose  in  vain — 
Bursting  through  roof  and  window  came^ 
Red,  fast,  and  fierce,  the  kindled  flame; 
And  blended  fire  and  moonUght  glared 
Over  dead  corse  and  weapons  bared. 

The  morning  sun  lookM  brightly  through 
The  river-willows,  wet  with  dew. 
No  sound  of  combat  filPd  the  air, 
No  «hoat  was  heard, — nor  gun-shot  there : 
Yet  Ktill  the  thick  and  sullen  smoke 
From  smouldering  ruins  slowly  broke ; 
And  on  the  ^cen  sward  many  a  stain, 
An(l«  here  and  there,  the  mangled  slain, 
Told  how  that  midnight  bolt  had  sped, 
IViitucket,  on  thy  fated  head ! 

Eon  now,  the  villacrer  can  tell 
Wlw.Ti*  RiiLFE  liesido  his  hearth-stone  fell, 
Still  sliDw  the  door  of  wasting  oak 
Throucfh  which  the  fatal  death-shot  broke. 
And  point  the  curioiiH  stran^r  where 
Dk  Roivillk's  corse  lay  grim  and  bare— 
Whose  hideous  head,  in  death  still  fear*d, 
Oure  not  a  trace  of  hair  or  l>e»rd-~ 
And  still,  within  the  churchy ard  ground, 
Heaves  darklv  up  the  ancient  mound, 
Whose  gnws^jfrown  surface  overlies 
The  victims  of  that  sacrifice. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  S.  OU 
TORRET,  OF  BOSTON. 

GovB  bdbre  at,  O,  our  kolhff, 

Toth0spirit4aiid! 
Vainly  look  w«  for  anoUiCT 

In  thy  place  to  stand. 
Who  shall  oflfer  youth  and  beauty 

On  the  wasting  ahrino 
Of  a  stem  and  lofty  doty, 

With  a  &ith  like  thine  1 

O !  thy  gentle  smile  of  greetiiif 

Who  again  shall  see  1 
MTho,  amidst  the  solemn  meeliiig, 

Gaze  again  on  tbeel— 
Who,  when  peril  gathers  o'er  Ub 

Wear  so  calm  a  browl 
Who,  with  evil  men  before  ua, 

So  serene  aa  thou  1 

Early  hath  the  spoiler  found  thee^ 

Brother  of  our  love ! 
Autumn's  ftded  earth  aromid  thee. 

And  its  stornu  above ! 
Evermore  that  turf  lie  lightly, 

And,  with  future  showers. 
O'er  thy  slumbers  fresh  and  brightly 

Blow  the  aummer4lowerB  I 

In  the  locks  thy  forehead  gndag. 

Not  a  silvery  streak ; 
Nor  aline  of  sorrow's  tradiig 

On  thy  fair,  young  cheek ; 
Eyes  of  Ught  sod  lips  of  tose% 

Such  as  Htlas  wore 
Over  all  that  ciutain  closes> 

Which  shall  rise  no  mora ! 


Will  the  vigil  Lore  k  keqiing 

Round  that  grave  of  thuMt 
Mournfully,  like  JASsm 

Over  Sibmah's  vine*— 
Will  the  pleasant  memorii 

Gentle  hearts,  of  thee, 
In  the  spirit's  distont  dweDiog 

All  unheeded  be  1 


If  the  spirit  ever  gnM» 

From  its  joameyings,  badt; 
If  the  unmortal  ever  tnces 

O'er  its  mortal  tradt ; 
Wilt  thou  not,  O  brother,'  i 

Sometimes  on  our  way. 
And,  in  hours  <tf  sac' 

As  »  spirit  may  1 

Peace  be  with  thee,  O  our  braAsr, 

In  the  spirit-land ! 
Vainly  look  we  for  another 

In  thy  place  to  stand. 
Unto  Truth  and  Freedom  giving 

All  thy  eariy  powers 
Be  thy  virtues  with  the  liring. 

And  thy  spirit  ours ! 

*  «<0,  vine  of  Sibaaht  I  wU  weep  Ihr  Ums  « 
I    wespinf  of  jASia  f'—Jtr 
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RANBOLPH  OF  ROANOKE* 

Oa,  Mother  Earth!  upon  thy  kp 

Thy  wcaiy  niiei  retdviiig. 
And  oVr  them,  tdlent  &«  a  iJro«mf 

Thy  gTMty  [Qjitittc  wearing — 
Fold  foflly  in  Ihj  long  embrnee 

Thit  heart  hi  worn  aiid  Liroken, 
Aihl  cool  it«  puEae  of  firv  bc-tii:atU 

Thy  «hadowi  old  and  oaken* 
Shat  out  from  him  thp  bitt<?T  ward 

And  •er|>ent  h^«  of  Rcortilng ; 
X«r  f«l  the  *torms  of  ye>it«idaj 

Bliturt)  hia  quiet  ruomiag* 
BrMlh«  oir«r  lum  forgetfatneai 

Of  all  aavftdeadi  of  kiiidne^r 
A»d*  i*^*  Id  tmk*  of  grateful  eyfta^ 

Tm  dnwti  bifl  lida  in  blimlacoh 

TliPfi!i  whrrw  with  liviniDj  ear  and  ey* 

H«  h4«Brf|  Patooiac^i  Hf^ttin}?. 
And*  through  hii  t«ll  ancmtrml  tr»ei 

eaw  AalumnV  auti«r1  inlawing, 
JJp  »lcH-jif*— KtllJ  iookiujir  lo  the  W(?*lv 

tlt^tvrarh  tlie  d^irk  wchhj  shadoWf 
Aa  if  he  ^11  would  H«fl  |h«  naa 

8uik  down  OD  wavti  and  meadow. 

Btfil*  Msrfs  and  iHbune  1 — in  himnetf 

All  mwidn  of  ndnd  etwlfwtini; — 
Th«  tefidenwt  WAil  of  human  wn, 

The  •com  lik«  liirhtrdng  blafrtm|f; 
The  pflthoB  which  from  ri»al  eyea 

Unwilling  tcan  eould  amtimoD, 
Th«  rtingiog  lauiit,  tlic  fiery  bum 

Of  hatred  §cansoly  human  ! 
J|irth«  tf^kling  like  a  diamand-vtutwoTf 

From  lipe  of  tife-long  Mdnea ; 
Clear  pictu rings  of  Enajt^tic  thought 

Upon  a  ground  of  mad  neat ; 
And  over  alL  romance  ^nd  «ortg 

A  clmwmc  beauty  throw  mg« 
Ami  UureJ*d  Clio  at  h»  aido 

Her  •ioried  pageu  «howing.'' 

AH  paftiea  frar'd  bim  r  each  in  turn 

Wtheld  iU  icbeiraw  di«jrtin(ed, 
Ai  ritjbt  iir  Icfl  hiJ*  falul  fftance 

And  ftjiectrml  finger  poinsetU 
Swofii  foe  of  Cftnt,  he  sniole  it  down 

W  tth  trtruchtinl  wit  unaparingt 
And,  mockinjtt  refit  with  ruthleai  hand 

l*he  robe  Pretence  wai  weflring* 

Toii  hotint  or  Itio  proud  to  feigu 

A  luve  b«  never  cberbih'd^ 
hvytMn^  Viriiinta*s  border  Un* 

Hi*  patriot J«m  ircriftrd. 
Whdi'  vHheTi  hiirjiu  di^Unt  aktei 

tliir  rMijIe*"  liiiRky  piniuni, 
He  trnly  navt  (he  rrupuntAin  Mrd 

i^l*>»p  oVi  bi«  Old  Doiiunion  I 
Slill  ihrrsu^h  each  chinge  of  fortune 

Rodt'd  nereis  «')d  brain  aU  bunungt 
IIU  loving  faith  in  molher-lamj 

Knew  nev«r  bh^Je  of  turimig : 


By  Britain^  lakes,  by  Nova**  wav<f, 

Whatever  aky  waa  oVr  h»m» 
He  beard  her  river*"  ru^bin^  Moand, 

Her  blue  peafcn  rtieu  before  hjm- 

He  held  hi«  >1«t^,  yet  made  wjthitl 

No  false  iiTid  vain  (jreteiK-c*, 
Ntir  paid  a  lying  ptindt  to  Mtuk 

Pot  aeri|)tiiral  defences*. 
Hia  hiiTfihe^t  wordfl  of  proud  rp1iuk«^ 

Hu  bitterest  tount  nnd  ACorriing» 
Fell  tire  I  ike  on  the  rM^TlhL*rn  brow 

That  bent  to  him  in  fawning. 

He  held  his  alaveni  yet  kept  the  whde 

Hii  reverence  Ibr  the  human  ; 
In  the  dark  vaKsaU  of  bin  wiU 

He  saw  but  man  and  woman ! 
No  hunter  of  Qtnl'n  oulriged  poor 

Hia  Roanoke  valley  cnler'd ; 
No  trader  in  the  iioul**  of  rji«ii 

Acron  hu  IbrinhoSd  «9ntuf«4» 

And  when  the  old  and  wearied  mui 

Laid  down  for  hi«  Faat  ilc^piAgi 
And  at  hie  nuh^  a  flLuve  no  mOM, 

Hin  limtlier  man  Ktvud  weepini^, 
Hia  latent  thought,  his  Ute^t  brtsath, 

To  iteedom't  duty  giving. 
With  failing  tonguip  and  irenibling  h«nd 

Tbe  d^ing  bleaa'd  the  iivingi 

Oh  !  nerer  bore  hia  ancient  Ktate 

A  trtter  «mi  or  braver ; 
None  irontpling  with  a  calmer  acorn 

On  foreign  hate  or  favor. 
Ho  knew  her  fkuita,  yet  n«v«r  itoop'd 

Hid  pioud  and  manly  ieeling 
To  poor  e:icuao8  of  the  wrong, 

Or  meanntii*  of  co^ce^ling. 

Bat  none  beheld  with  clearer  ey« 

Tbe  pkgue-flpot  o'er  her  •fireadlnf , 
None  heard  more  Kure  the  atepi  of  Doom 

Along  her  future  treading- 
Fur  her  as  for  hiinielf  he  vpake, 

V^'hen,  hi«  gaunt  frame  upbractng, 
He  traced  with  dying  hand,  **  RtMonai  I*** 

And  peruibfsl  in  the  tracing. 

Aa  from  the  grave  whefe  Henry  aleeps, 

From  Veman**  weeping  willow. 
And  from  ihe  graary  ^mUI  which  bide4 

The  mt^  of  Monticello, 
So  from  the  leaf-<trewn  buriat-aton« 

Of  Randolph'a  lowly  dwelling, 
Virginia !  o'er  thy  land  of  fllave# 

A  warning  voice  ia  swelling* 

And  hork  1  from  lliy  deiierted  fielda 

Are  sadder  wominga  spoken t 
From  quench'd  hearth*,  where  tbina  eiileil  sona 

Their  hotiKhoM  goda  bavo  broken. 
Tbe  curse  t»  on  the^— wolvea  faa  taaUf 

And  brien  for  com-abeaTei  giving  I 
Oh  r  more  than  all  thy  dead  renown 

Were  now  one  hero  living  I 

*  &fft>  ihfi  remvliAhlf]  lUOiriBeiit  of  I>r,  Parrub,  hit  madi' 
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THE  PRISONER  FOR  DEBT. 

liOOK  on  him — through  hu  dungeon-grate, 

Feebly  and  cold,  the  morning  light 
Comes  stealing  round  him,  dim  end  late. 

As  if  it  loathed  the  sight. 
Reclining  on  his  strawy  bed, 
His  hand  upholds  his  drooping  head— 
Hm  bloodless  check  is  scanrd  and  hard, 
L'lisliorn  his  gray,  neglected  beard ; 
And  o*er  hin  bony  fingers  flow 
Hid  long,  dishcvoird  locks  of  snow. 

No  grateful  fire  liefore  him  glows, — 

And  yet  the  winter's  bivath  is  chill: 
And  o*cr  his  hulf-i'lad  person  goes 

The  fretjuent  ague-Uirill ! 
Silent — save  ever  and  anon, 
A  sound,  half-murmur  and  half-groan, 
Forci^s  apart  the  painful  grip 
Of  the  old  8uirt*rer*s  beanlod  lip: 
O,  sad  and  crusliing  is  the  fate 
Of  old  age  cliainM  and  desolate  ! 

Just  God!  why  lies  that  old  man  there? 

A  murderer  shares  his  prison-bed. 
Whose  eyeballs,  through  his  horrid  hair, 

Gleam  on  him  fierce  and  red ; 
And  the  rude  oath  and  heartless  jeer 
Full  ever  on  his  loathing  ear, 
And,  or  in  wakefulness  or  sleep, 
Norve,  flesh,  and  fibre  thrill  and  creep, 
Whene'er  that  ruflian*s  tossing  limb, 
CrimsonM  with  murder,  touches  him ! 

What  has  the  gray-hairM  prisoner  donel 
Has  murder  stainM  his  hands  with  gore? 

Not  so :  his  crime's  a  fouler  one: 
God  made  the  old  man  poor  ! 

For  this  he  shares  a  felon's  cell — 

The  fittest  earthly  type  of  hell ! 

For  this — the  boon  for  which  he  pour*d 

His  young  blood  on  the  invader's  sword. 

And  counted  li<;ht  the  fearful  cost^^ 

His  blood-gain*d  lil>erty  is  lost ! 

And  so,  for  such  a  place  of  rest, 

Old  prisoner,  pourM  thy  blood  as  rain 
On  Concord's  field,  and  Bunker's  crest, 

And  Saratoga's  plain  ! 
Tiook  forth,  thou  man  of  many  acara. 
Through  thy  dim  duns^con's  iron  bars ! 
It  must  be  joy,  in  sooth,  to  see 
Yon  monument*  uprear'd  to  thee— 
Piled  granite  and  a  prison-cell — 
'Hie  land  repays  thy  service  well ! 

Go,  rin?  the  bolls  and  fire  the  guns, 
And  fling  tlio  starry  banner  out; 

Shout  "  Fn»odom!"  till  your  lisping  once 
Give  b.irk  their  rr.ull«»-shout : 

Let  lK)asted  rioipienre  declaim 

Of  honour,  lil»orty,  and  fame ; 

^*rill  lot  the  jniet's  strain  be  heard. 

With  <'glor}*"  for  each  second  word, 


*  Bunker  llill  Monument. 


And  everj  thing  widi  1 
Topfaiae  «ourglorioiM  liberty !" 

And  when  the  patriot  cuumb  jan 
That  priaon'a  cold  and  gloomy  wall. 

And  through  ita  gratca  the  atripea  and  it 
Rise  on  the  wind,  and  fidl^ 

Think  ye  that  priaoner'a  aged  ear 

Rejoices  in  the  geneial  cheer  ? 

Think  ye  his  dim  and  fiiiling  cje 

Is  kindled  at  yonr .pageantry? 

Borrowing  of  soul,  and  chain'd  of  limb^ 

What  is  your  carnival  to  him? 

Down  with  the  law  that  binda  him  thai! 

Unworthy  freemen,  let  it  find 
No  refuge  fiom  the  withering  cniaa 

Of  God  and  human  kind ! 
Open  the  priaoner'a  living  lomh, 
And  usher  from  iu  brooding  gloom 
The  victims  of  your  aavage  code^ 
To  the  free  aun  and  air  of  Goa ! 
No  longer  dare  aa  crime  to  brand 
The  chastening  of  the  Ahnighty'f  hand! 


THE  MERRIMACK. 

SraKAX  of  my  fathers !  aweetly  alill 
The  sunset  rays  thy  valley  fill; 
Pour'd  slantwine  down  the  long  defile, 
Wave,  wood,  and  apire  beneath  them  i 
I  see  the  winding  Powow  fold 
The  green  hill  in  ito  belt  of  gold. 
And,  following  down  ita  wavj  line, 
Its  sparkling  waters  Iriend  with  thiiMu 
There's  not  a  tree  npon  thy  aide. 
Nor  rock,  which  thy  returning  tide 
As  yet  hath  left  abrapt  and  atnik 
Above  thy  evening  water-maik ; 
No  calm  cove  with  ita  rocky  hem. 
No  isle  whose  emerald  a w^  begem 
Thy  broad,  smooth  cnrrant;  not  a  adl 
Bow'd  to  the  freshening  ocean-gale; 
No  small  boat  with  its  boay  oma, 
Nor  gray  wall  sloping  to  thj  T 
Nor  farm-house  with  iU  mi^ 
Or  rigid  poplar  colonnade. 
But  lies  distinct  and  frill  in  aii^ 
Beneath  this  gash  of  anuKt  light 
Centuries  ago,  that  harboor-faar. 
Stretching  iu  length  of  fiam  aftr. 
And  Salisbury's  beadi  of  ahining  ai 
And  yonder  island'a  wave-amoothed 
Saw  the  adventnrar'a  tiny  nit 
Flit,  stooping  from  the  eastem  gala; 
And  o'er  these  woods  and  walen  brake 
The  cheer  from  Britain'a  hearta  of  oak, 
As  brightly  on  the  voyager'a  eje^ 
Weary  of  forest  aea,  and  akj. 
Breaking  the  dull,  continnooa  wood. 
The  Merrimack  roll'd  down  hia  flood; 
Mingling  that  clear,  pelladd  brack 
Which  channels  vast  Agiooehook^ 
When  spring-time's  son  and  ahoirar  valod 
The  frozen  fountaina  of  the  rack, 


And  RMiv  tbiuidEnt  watcra  given 

Ttvnn  that  pum  lakj^  *  The  Smile  of  Rmyti^* 

Tribute*  ffOTD  ?sie  imd  moutitaiii  i 

With  oc^ftn'i  dftrkj  eternal  tide ! 

On  yofitler  rocky  capo  which  brav^fl 
The  sloriD^  chaUfing^  of  the  wavcv, 
Mid£t  Unj^Jed  viae  and  dwarfish  tvood, 
Tbe  banly  Anglo-Saion  bIcmkIj 
PUnfii]^  upon  the  topmof^t  <?rag 
The  alafl*  nf  EugUmd'B  baitte-JJai^ ; 
And,  wyte  from  ouHts  lica^j  fnld 
St  G^unr.i'f  criiniioii  cro«s  unrulTd, 
Mi(]^t  roll  of  drum  and  truiupct  blare, 
And  weapons  brand i«ih in gf  in  uir, 
H«  f«te  to  that  lone  pfomuntory 
Tha  awectc«t  name  iii  aU  hia  ^t^iry ; 
Of  ber — Hit  flower  of  [&liun*i  Jaughtertt 
l*'ho«  hJir«m8  look  on  Stamlwul**  waters — 
Who^  when  the  cbane«  of  war  had  bound 
Ttve  Moalem  ehain  hi*  limbs  around j 
Wrtaitlifd  oVt  with  i^ltk  that  iron  chain, 
8cK>tbed  with  her  smiles  bia  hours  of  pain. 
And  fondly  to  her  youihfnl  akve 
A  dcj^rer  giA  than  freedoiii  gave. 

But  took  \  Cbo  yellow  light  no  more 
StreMiUi  down  on  w*ve  and  verdant  abore  f 
And  dearly  on  the  calm  air  swells 
The  distant  totco  of  twilight  bells. 
Froui  ocean's  bo«om,  white  and  thin 
The  mUi  eomeA  alowly  rolling  In  ; 
HilU,  w<>odft,  the  riirer*B  rocky  riro. 
Amidst  the  sea^Uke  vapour  swim, 
While  yonder  Jonelj  coasit-Ught  aet 
Wiibin  iti  wavc-wajihM  mitiarct, 
Half-qiienehMt  a  beaiuic^s  E.tar  and  pale, 
Shinf^  dimly  through  it*  cloody  veil  I 
Villi?  of  my  fitljfm ! — I  have  stood 
Whe™  Htid^m  rolfJ  hta  lordly  flood ; 
Seen  sunriw  rpit  and  sunM^t  fade 
Aloiitj  hi^  frowuing  paliaade; 
LootM  down  the  Appalachian  peak 
On  JuniiLtd'i  iiher  fttreak; 
Have  seen  along  his  valley  f^leam 
Thi^  Mobawk*a  softly  binding  streun  | 
The  setting  wun^  bi«  aicle  r<?d 
Quench  diirkly  in  Potomac's  bed  ; 
Thf  aiUnmn's  rainlHiw-tinteJ  banner 
Hin?  ht'htly  oW  the  Su^uehanna  ; 
Vet,  wherewcVr  bin  rtep  mii^ht  bCi 
TtiF  wandorinti  child  look'd  back  to  th^l 
Heard  in  hi*  d  tea  mi  thy  river'a  sound 
Of  inurmuriiii;^  on  its  pebbly  boundt 
The  nnforj^otlen  a  welt  and  roar 
Of  Wiiv**^  an  Iby  fatniliar  shore  % 
Ami  v^^n  amidiit  the  curtainM  gloom 
A  nd  t|  nii't  of  my  lonely  room. 
Thy  futii^t  w*i?ni«  Man  m«  pua; 
A«i  in  Af/Mim*«  magic  glaj^H, 
The  |j*fr|  nrid  lout  aro*e  to  view^ 
Rtuifin>>er'  1  groTe*  in  greenness  grew; 
And  whih'  the  gaxer  tean'd  to  trace. 
More  near,  some  old  familinr  face. 
He  wept  to  find  the  virion  fiown^' 
A  phantoGn  and  a  dream  alone  I 


A^OTMfiR  band  is  beckoning  us^ 

Another  cjilt  ha  given  ; 
And  glowa  once  more  with  an  gel-ate  p^ 

The  path  which  reaches  Heaten. 

Our  you  n  If  and  gentle  friend  whoae  ami  la 

Made  hrigbtrr  «ummer  hours, 
Amid  tile  froAti^  of  autumn  time 

Hfi9  letl  us,  with  the  How  era. 

Ko  pal  in  If  of  Ibe  choek  of  bloom 

Forewarned  us  of  decay, 
No  shadow  fwm  the  silent  bnd 

Felt  around  our  sialer'a  way. 

The  liffht  of  her  younjj  life  went  down^ 

As  sinks  behind  the  bill 
The  glory  of  a  sertin^j  star — 

Clear,  sudden ly^  and  sttlU 
As  pure  and  «wect  her  fair  brow  seemed — 

Eternal  aa  the  sky; 
And  like  the  brook's  low  sonij,  her  voic* — 

A  sound  wbieh  eon  Id  not  die. 
Atid  half  we  deemed  she  needed  not 

The  eh^nging^  of  her  sphere, 
Ti>  give  to  beaver)  n  shining  one. 

Who  walked  sn  angel  here* 
The  blessing  of  her  quiet  life 

Fell  on  ua  bko  the  dew ; 
And  goml  Iboughta,  where  ber  foolatepa  pre»'d, 

Like  fairy  bloaaoma  grew. 
Sweet  prompt! nai  unto  kind«it  deeda 

Were  in  her  very  look ; 
We  read  her  face,  at  one  who  reada 

A  tfue  iuid  holy  book : 
The  meapiire  of  a  hieflssed  hymni 

To  which  our  hearts  coe Id  move; 
The  breotbing  of  an  inward  pastm^ 

A  canticle  of  love. 
We  mi  MS  her  in  the  place  of  prayer. 

And  by  the  heoflh-fire*s  light ; 
We  [Kiuse  br-jidc!  her  door  lo  bear 

Once  more  her  sweet  "  Good  night!  '* 
There  seem^  a  shadow  on  the  day, 

Her  smi3o  no  hngcf  cbecra ; 
A  dimneen  on  the  stars  of  night, 

Like  eyes  that  took  through  leara. 
Alone  unto  our  Patber's  will 

One  thought  hath  reooDciled"- 
That  He  whose  love  exceedeth  ouri 

Ha  111  taken  home  hia  child. 
Fold  ber,  oh  Fa  titer  I  in  thbe  arm«i 

And  let  her  heneefortii  be 
A  measenger  of  love  between 

Our  human  hearts  and  thee. 
Still  let  tier  mitd  rebuking  stand 

Between  M9  and  tlie  wrong. 
And  b«f  dear  memory  «erve  to  make 

Our  faith  in  goodnea*  atrting. 

And  gi^nt  th.tt  she  who,  trembling,  here 

Distrusted  all  ber  power*, 
hlmj  welcome  to  her  holier  honji) 

The  well  bclovM  of  oura. 
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Ox  page  of  thine  I  cannot  trace 

The  cold  and  heartletw  commonplace-^ 

A  statue's  fix*d  and  marble  grace. 

For  ever  as  these  lines  are  penned, 
I    Still  with  the  thought  of  thee  will  blend 
'J'hat  of  some  loved  and  common  friead, 

Who,  in  life's  desert  track  has  made 
Hin  pilgrim  tent  with  mine,  or  laid 
Beneath  the  same  remember*d  shade. 

And  hence  my  pen  unfettered  moves 
In  freedom  which  the  heart  approves— 
The  negligence  which  friendship  loves. 

And  wilt  thou  prize  my  poor  gift  less 

For  simple  air  and  rustic  dress, 

And  sign  of  haste  and  carelessness  t— 

O !  more  than  specious  counterfeit 

Of  sentiment,  or  studied  wit, 

A  heart  like  thine  should  value  it. 

Yet  half  I  fear  my  gifl  will  be 
Unto  thy  book,  if  not  to  thee, 
Of  more  than  doubtful  courtesy. 

A  hanishM  name  from  fashion's  sphere— 
A  lay  unheard  of  Beauty's  ear, 
Forbid,  disown'd, — what  do  they  here  t 

Upon  my  ear  not  all  in  vain 

Came  the  sad  captive's  clanking  chain— 

'i'hc  groaning  from  his  bed  of  pain. 

And  nadder  still,  I  saw  the  wo 
Which  only  wounded  spirits  know 
When  pride's  strong  footsteps  o'er  them  go. 

Spurn'd  not  alone  in  walks  abroad, 
But  in  the  "temples  of  the  Lord," 
ThruKt  out  apart  like  things  abhorr'd. 

Deep  a<s  T  felt,  and  stern  and  strong 

In  words  which  prudence  smother'd  long 

My  soul  spoke  out  against  the  wrong. 

Not  mine  alone  the  task  to  speak 
Of  comfort  to  the  poor  and  weak, 
And  dry  the  tear  on  sorrow's  cheek ; 

But,  minified  in  the  conflict  warm. 
To  pour  the  fiery  breath  of  storm 
Through  the  harsh  trumpet  of  reform ; 

To  brave  opinion's  settled  frown, 
From  ermined  robe  and  saintly  gown, 
While  wrestling  hoary  error  down. 

Founts  gush'd  beside  my  pilgrim  ^^ay, 
Cool  shadows  on  the  green  sward  lay. 
Flowers  swung  upon  the  bending  spray, 

And.  broad  and  bright  on  cither  hand 
Slnptch'd  the  green  slopes  of  fairy  land. 
With  hope's  eternal  sunbow  spann'd ; 


Wbenee  TMcM  adl*d  ma  Btefttimr, 
Which  on  ibe  Vuifbaim^Beu^nSi  groir. 
Of  foreat  almmlela  aoft  and  loir. 

And  gentle  eyea,  which  atill  ratain 
Their  pictare  on  the  hemrt  and  bnin. 
Smiled,  beckoning  from  that  padi  of  pa 

In  vain ! — ^nor  dream,  nor  raal,  nor 
Remain  for  him  who  roond  him  dnwa 
The  battered  mail  of  freedom'f  canaa. 

From  youthful  hopes    from  each  gieen  ip 
Of  young  romance,  and  gentle  thooght, 
Where  storm  and  tomolt  enter  not 

From  each  fair  ajtar,  where  behmf 
The  offerings  love  requirea  of  aong 
In  homage  to  her  brighi^ad  throng; 

With  soul  and  strength,  with  heart  and  hn 
I  tum'd  to  freedom's  atrnggiinf  hand—' 
To  the  sad  helou  of  oar  land. 

What  manrel  then  that  Fame  Aoald  tan 
Her  notes  of  praise  to  thoae  of  i 
Her  gifts  reclaim*d 


What  matters  it ! — a  few  yaari  i 
Life's  surge  ao  restlesa  beretofiMo 
Shall  break  upon  the  nnknown  Aan ! 

In  that  fiir  land  shall  diaappear 
The  shadows  which  we  IbUow  hwa 
The  nust-wreaths  of  our  atmospham! 


Before  no  work  of  mortal  hand 
Of  human  will  or  strength  expand 
The  pearl  gatea  of  the  «•  better  land;" 

Alone  in  that  pure  love  which  gate 
Life  to  the  sleeper  of  the  grave, 
Resteth  the  power  to  «  seek  and 


Yet,  if  the  spirit  gazing  throogfa' 
The  vista  of  the  past  can  view 
One  deed  to  heaven  and  virtoe  trae; 

If  through  the  wreck  of  wasted  powm^ 
Of  garUnds  wreathed  from  Iblly'a  bows^ 
Of  idle  aims  and  misspent  hoaf% 

The  eye  can  note  one  sacred  spot 
By  pride  and  aelf  profimed  noC^ 
A  green  place  in  the  waste  of  thooght, 

Where  deed  or  word  hath  rendered  km 
« The  sum  of  human  vrrBtchednem" 
And  gratitnde  looks  forth  to  I 

The  simple  borst  of  tendarast 
From  sad  hearts  won  bj 
For  blessing  on  the  hand  of 

Better  than  gloiy's  pomp  will  be 
That  green  and  bleaaed  qpot  to  a^- 
A  landmark  in  eternity  !^ 

Something  of  time  which  may  iavile 
The  purified  and  spirhnal  eight 
To  rest  on  with  a  eabn  dcU^ 
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Ami  when  the  tamm«r  ^tnds  fthall  sweep 
With  tbvir  Ugh!  nitigst  mj  pliice  of  »1ccp, 
Aad  momm  ?oaod  my  headstone  crt!cp, 

If  «tJU^  AS  fT««dom*i  rallying  tign. 
Upon  tb«  joung  hturtV  mltat«  ehme 
The  Tcry  dre«  tSiey  caught  from  mine, 

If  VFOrdi  mf  lip«  once  ulterM  vUU 
In  the  eft]  m  &iltl  «l3ii  stndfoet  will 
Of  o4her  heart*,  Iheir  work  fulfil, 

pFwiaoe*  T*ilh  pjr  th^  Jwul  niav  Ipsjh 

Tb««e  tokciit,  and  its  eye  diRcern 

Tlw  firea  wbidi  on  thofte  alUra  buiHt — 

A  marrellmu  joj  that  cTcti  then 

Tb*  ipirit  bath  iU  life  again, 

la  tbc  itrong  bettrt*  of  mortal  men. 

T»ka»  lady,  Ihen.  the  gift  I  bring, 

No  ^1  and  graceful  offenng-^ 

No  flower-amile  of  the  laughing  spring. 

Mklrt  the  ^n!«ti  bud«  of  yoQth^B  fresh  May, 
With  fancy *a  kaf-cniftsvcn  hay, 
My  «ad  and  «on]hr«  gill  I  by. 

And  if  ti  dc«pf  n9  in  thy  mind 

A  teoM  of  mjfrring  human  kind^ 

The  outcast  and  the  spirit*bUiid : 

0|^Heafe'd  and  ^poird  on  every  ^de, 
Bj  pijudicc,  and  wrortit  and  pride ; 
Itfra  eommoti  courtrai^s  denied : 

8ad  mother*  menmrng  o'er  their  tfUtt, 
CliiUren  by  want  and  mi«ery  nurwd, 
Twimg  liftV  biitcr  cup  at  fit^U 

If  U)  their  (trong  appeak  which  como 
From  fifvleH  hearth,  and  crowdwl  room, 
And  the  dark  alley '■  noLaome  gloom,— 

Though  dark  the  handa  upraised  to  iheo 

In  muti^,  he«wching  agony, 

Thou  lend*»t  thy  womanV  lympathy, 

Kot  vainly  on  thy  f^ntlfl  ihrinc 

M^here  love»  mid  mirth,  and  fnendihip  twine 

Their  varied  gif^  I  o^f  mine^. 


DEMOCRACY. 

On,  foireat  borti  of  love  and  tight, 
Ywi  bending  brow  and  ey«  Mvere 

On  alt  whi^h  pain*  the  holy  iight 
Or  wound*  the  pure  and  perfect  car  \ 

Beautiful  yet  thy  temptea  liiw. 

Though  there  profaning  gifU  ar«  thrown  j 
And  firw  unkmcUeil  of  the  akiea 

Are  glaring  round  thy  altar-itone 

Still  tar  ret! — thnitgh  thy  nam*  bo  breathed 
By  thoac  i«hoK  hearta  thy  truth  deride ; 

And  giflandu,  pluck'd  from  thee,  ar«  wreathed 
Around  the  haughty  brown  of  pride. 

O,  id#al  of  my  boyhood**  time  ! 
The  6ith  in  which  my  father  atood, 


Even  when  the  aona  of  lu*e  and  erirno 

Hail  ^tain'd  thy  p^raceful  courta  with  Moodl 

Still  to  those  cottrlu  my  footatepa  turn, 
For,  through  the  mist*  that  darken  there, 

I  Bee  the  flame  of  freedom  burr;— 
The  Kebla  of  ihe  patriot  a  pray  er ! 

The  gpneroud  feeling,  punf  and  worm^ 
Which  owns  the  right  of  aii  divine*— 

The  pityiiig  Uearl — the  helping  arm^ 
The  prompt  9elf-Micrific« — are  thine. 

Beneath  thy  bmnd,  impartial  eye, 

How  fade  the  linci;  of  cxiRte  and  Inrtht 

How  equat  in  their  iuffi^ring  Ire 
The  groaning  toultUtideB  of  earth  ! 

Still  to  a  stricken  brother  trtie, 

Whatever  clime  bath  nurtured  him; 

Ad  8toop'd  to  heal  the  wounded  Ji;w 
The  wur&bipper  of  Gerijim, 

By  miBery  uurepeird,  an  aired 

By  pomp  or  power,  thou  iee'at  «  Ma^ 

tn  prince  or  peattant-^^Uve  or  lord— ^ 
Pale  prieat,  or  swarthy  artisan. 

Through  all  dtHguiw,  form,  place  or  namti 
Beneath  the  flaunting  rohea  of  sin, 

Thmugh  poverty  and  squ^iJid  shamev 
Thou  lookeet  on  the  rmtfi  within. 

On  maUt  ajs  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe'er  deba^efl,  and  s^itrd,  and  djm« 

The  crowT*  npon  his  forehirad  jwt — 
Tho  immortal  gtf^  of  God  to  him. 

And  there  it  reverence  in  thy  look ; 

For  thut  frail  form  which  mortola  weirr 
The  6pirit  of  the  HoUeiii  tfwk, 

And  veil'd  1%  perleet  bright ne»  there^ 

Not  from  the  cold  and  shallow  fount 

Of  vain  phib>iiophy  tbou  art. 
He  who  of  old  on  SyriiV  mount 

ThrillM,  warm'd  by  turn  a  the  li«teiier*s  heaiL 

In  hoi  J  words  which  cannot  die* 

In  ihoujrhts  which  angel*  lean'd  to  know, 
ProclaimM  thy  me»fiage  from  on  high^ 

Thy  mitetion  to  a  world  of  wa. 

That  voice**  echo  hath  not  died  J 

From  the  blue  lake  of  Galilee. 
And  Talfor'fl  lonefy  mountain  aide,       * 

tt  calls  a  struggling  world  lo  \he&. 

Thy  name  and  watchword  o'er  thia  land 

I  hear  in  every  bree^  that  atira. 
And  round  a  thousand  altar*  aland 

Thy  banded  party  worahipjMtv. 

Not  to  the*ie  altat*  of  a  day, 
At  party 'a  call,  my  gift  I  bring  j 

But  on  Ihy  olden  shrine  I  lay 
A  freeman**  dearest  offering ; 

The  voiwieas  utteran*^  of  his  will^ 
His  pledge  to  freedom  and  to  truth. 

Tbet  manhood's  heart  remombem  atill 
The  homage  of  it*  generous  youth. 
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THE  CYPRESS  TREE  OF  CEYLON.* 

TiiET  sat  in  silent  wttchfulness 

Tiic  sacred  cypress  tree  about, 
And  from  the  wrinkled  brows  of  age 

Their  failing  eyes  look'd  out 

Gray  afrc  and  sickness  waiting  there, 

TiifDui^h  weary  night  and  lingering  day, 
Grim  ns  the  idols  at  their  side, 

Ami  motionless  as  they. 
Unheeded,  in  the  houghs  above, 

Tlie  Hons:  of  Ceylon's  birds  was  sweet; 
Unseen  of  them  the  island's  flowers 

131i)om*d  brightly  at  their  feet. 

0\t  them  the  tropic  night-storm  swept, 
The  thunder  crash'd  on  rock  and  hill, 

The  liirhtning  wrappM  them  like  a  cloud, — 
Vet  there  they  waited  still ! 

What  was  the  world  without  to  themi 
Th(>  Moslem's  sunset  call — the  dance 

Of  Ceylon's  maids — ^the  passing  gleam 
Of  battle-flag  and  lance  t 

They  waited  for  that  foiling  leaf 

Of  which  the  wandering  Jogees  sing. 
Which  lends  once  more  to  wintry  age 

The  greenness  of  its  spring. 
0 !  if  these  poor  and  blinded  onee 

In  trustful  patience  wait  to  feel 
O'er  torpid  pulse  and  foiling  limb 

A  youthful  freshness  steal : 

Shall  we,  who  sit  beneath  that  tree 
Whose  healing  leaves  of  life  are  shed 

In  answer  to  the  breath  of  prayer. 
Upon  the  waiting  head : 

Not  to  restore  our  failing  forms, 
Nur  build  the  spirit's  broken  shrine^ 

But  on  the  fainting  soul  to  s^icd 
A  li<;lit  and  life  divine: 

Shall  we  grow  weary  at  our  watch. 
And  murmur  at  the  long  delay,— 

Impatient  of  our  Father's  time. 
And  his  appointed  way  1 

Or  shall  the  stir  of  outward  things 
Allure  and  claim  the  Christian's  eye. 

When  on  the  heathen  watcher's  ear 
Their  powerless  murmurs  die  ? 

AhM !  a  deeper  test  of  faith 

Than  prison-cell  or  martyr's  stake^ 

The  self-abasing  watchfulness 
Of  silent  prayer  may  make. 

We  Rird  us  bravely  to  rebuke 
Our  erring  brother  in  the  wrong; 

And  in  the  ear  of  pride  and  power 
Our  warning  voice  is  strong. 


'  Easier  to  mifa  with  Pmm*a  mmrnd^ 
Than  "watch  one  hom^  in  humbliiifpr 
Life's  •'great  thinga,*'  like  tha  Sjrian  kad 
Our  aouU  can  £>  and  dare. 

But,  O,  we  shrink  from  Joidan'a  nde. 
From  waters  which  alone  can  aave ; 

And  murmur  for  Abana'a  banka, 
And  Pharpar's  brighter  wave. 

O !  Thou  who  in  the  garden's  ahade 
Didst  wake  thy  weaiy  ones  again. 

Who  alumber'd  in  that  fearfnl  hour, 
Forgetful  of  thy 'fain: 

Bend  o'er  na  now,  aa  over  them. 
And  set  our  sleep-boond  qnrita  fiee^ 

Nor  leave  us  slumbering  in  the  watch 
Our  souls  shoold  keep  with  thea ! 


THE  WORSHIP  OF  NATURE.* 

Thk  ocean  looketh  up  to  heavcnt 

Aa 't  were  a  living  thing; 
The  homage  of  its  wavea  ia  given 

In  ceaseless  worshipping. 

They  kneel  npon  the  aloping  aand^ 
As  bends  the  human  knee^ 

A  beautiful  and  tireleaa  band. 
The  priesthood  of  the  aea ! 

They  pour  the  glittering  treaaurai  oat 
Which  in  the  deep  have  birth. 

And  chant  their  awful  hymna  about 
The  watching  hilla  of  earth. 

The  green  earth  aenda  ita  incene  op 
From  every  mountain-ahrine, 

From  every  flower  and  dewy  cop 
That  greeteth  the  sunshine. 

The  mists  are  lifted  from  the  rilli^ 
Like  the  white  wing  of  prayer; 

They  lean  above  the  ancient  hilK 
As  doing  homage  there. 

The  fore«t4ops  are  lowly  caat 

O'er  breezy  hill  and  glen. 
As  if  a  preyerfnl  apirit  paai^d 

On  nature  aa  on  i 


*  lB!f  Datl'ta.  the  celebrated  Muif  iilman  traveller  of 
the  fitiirli'erilh  century,  itpeaki  of  a  cypren  tree  In  Cey* 
Inn,  iinivorMlly  held  sacred  by  the  inhdbiUntt,  the  leaves 
of  which  were  said  to  ftill  only  at  lonx  and  uncertain  pe- 
rindf :  and  he  who  had  the  happinesi  to  find  and  eat  one 
of  them  was  n-.itored  at  once  to  youth  and  vlfour.  The 
traveller  *.iw  several  venerable  JoReet,  or  saints,  Bitting 
sUent  under  the  tree,  pailenUy  waiting  the  fiill  of  a  leaf. 


The  clonds  weep  o'er  tha  fillan  worid, 

E*en  as  repentant  lore ; 
Ere,  to  the  Ueaaed  braeM  nnfarTd, 

They  fiide  in  light  above. 

The  sky  ia  aa  a  temple'a  nch. 

The  blue  and  wavy  air 
Is  glorious  with  the  I  '  ~ 

Of  measengeri  at  pnyar. 

The  gentle  moon,  the 

The  many  staia  are  giv«. 
As  ahrinea  to  bom  earth'a  ~ 

The  altai^fiiea  of  Heamn! 

*  (*  It  hath  beoM  as  it weffs  e 
and  made  pishis  aad  IsgMe  to  aqr  i 
a  great  wonUpp  is  folBf  on  soMBiglha  thyafaarOei 

OlALT. 


THE  FUNERAL  TREE  OF  THE 
SOKOKia.' 

Aiotr^n  Sfb&gQ^i  Icmetj  lake 

Tbe  mirTor  whJi:h  iti  wntersi  m(il(.0* 

The  aolemri  pines  idttng  ita  ^i>re. 
The  fina  which  htn^  iu  gmy  rodcs  o*«r. 
Are  painled  dd  its  g:1iuBj  floor. 

The  sail  looks  o*er»  trkh  htuj  eja, 
The  iiiowy  rooiintajn-topM  which  li« 
FiJtd  cotdly  up  4galfi4t  the  tsky* 

Dwilmg  »nd  white !  save  where  the  bl«ttk. 
Wild  ^intk  hitve  bi^r^d  $omt:  ^plu^temig  ^eak. 
Or  flDow*Alide  IcA  iCd  dusky  streak. 

Yel  green  »re  9«co*»  banka  below. 
And  lieZu  of  Bpmce  and  cedar  ahow, 
Dark  fhngiag  round  those  conea  of  inow^ 

The  euth  balJi  felt  the  bfeith  of  BpriDg^ 
Though  jet  upoQ  her  tardj  wint; 
The  lingering  fro<ts  of  winter  cUng. 

Fre«h  grasM^  fringe  the  meadow-brookfl) 
And  mildly  from  ila  vanay  nooka 
The  bltie  eye  of  the  violet  looks* 
And  odoura  from  the  springing  grsj^, 
The  sweet  hlreh,  and  th«  nusafru^ 
U|xm  the  scar^e^felt  breese^  pan. 

Her  tokens  of  renewing  care 
H*th  Nature  ac^tter'd  cveT7wh«l«^ 

In  bud  &nd  fiower^  and  wftrmer  ail* 
But  in  iheir  hour  of  bittcrnen. 
What  T€ck  the  broken  Sokokin^ 
Et^^nde  thi?ir  lUuifhterM  chief,  of  this  1 
The  turf' ■  reil  stain  is  yet  undried — 
Scarce  hate  tiic  doalh-shot  echoes  died 
Aton^  Sebago*^  wooded  side : 
And  silent  now  the  hunters  standf 
Group'd  darkly,  where  a  swell  of  Und 
Blopeit  upward  from  the  lake*«  white  aamL 

Fire  tnd  the  ane  hmve  swept  it  hftrci 
Save  one  lone  lie*?ch»  uncloaing  there 
ttft  tij^hi  leaves  in  the  April  air. 
With  grave,  cold  looks,  all  sternly  tnilt«, 
They  break  the  damp  tnrf  at  its  fool. 
And  bare  ita  eoird  and  twisted  root 
Thry  heive  (he  ntubborn  trunk  ftsidci 
The  firm  roots  frcitn  the  earth  divide — 
The  ppnt  ltenc*th  yawns  dark  and  wide. 
And  there  the  fallen  chief  i»  laid, 
In  UfaeWd  garb  of  skins  arrayed, 
AniJ  ^ifdlcd  with  hi*  wwnpum-braid- 

•  Poi^Ait,  actikfor  lti«  Hokokii  TndLiiic,  the  orlfinat 
nht^limtJ  of  the  CdPifltry  \yins  Knw*pn  AfHrneDtieiit 
mi  CVko  luy,  wmt  IcU3p^  in  b  ikLrmtflti  it  Windham,  on 
b«  Stbtfn  tikt.  in  the  trrinff  of  I'SSb  Fl4  claimed  all 
b»  b^f^A  an  Mb  tM*^  of  the  Pr««i]jnt»e^t  rlvftr  ta  lis 
■mrh  at  C^Ko,,  as  hit  owil  lie  was  vbrewd,  tublle, 
M  triTs.  Al^er  Ibe  whii*  men  had  talit^d,  the  sur- 
l*tn.t  Ifidlam  **»ir5ixtil"  or  befit  down  a  yoiin*  ir&e 
irMI  rt#  rnm*  wefe  tuf  i*f  1  u^t  piiced  ibe  body  af  1b*ir 
%.\^  b^imfh  tbeqif  and  theq  rvlaaied  the  tree  U»  sprtbl 
■ch  lo  lis  fatpir  potlUdn,         ^^ 


The  all  vet  Crio«  he  loved  is  pressed 
Beneath  the  heavy  arms,  which  rest 
Upon  hii  ■carr'd  and  naked  breasL* 

T  t«  done :  the  roots  are  ba^^kward  sent, 
The  beKf-^hen  tree  stands  up  unbent— 
The  Indian's  filling  monument  I 

When  of  that  sleeper*s  broken  race 
Their  green  and  pleaftsnt  dwelling-place 
Which  knew  them  once,  retains  no  tt:ac£ ; 

O  I  long  may  sunset's  light  be  shed 
A»  now  upon  that  beech's  head-^ 
A  green  memorial  of  the  dead  ! 

There  shaJl  his  fitting  requiem  be. 
In  northern  wind^,  that,  cold  and  freej 
Howl  nightly  in  that  funeml  tree. 

To  their  wild  wsjl  the  wavea  which  break 
Forever  round  thai  lonely  lake 
A  ffolemn  under-tone  shall  make  I 

And  who  ahall  deem  the  spot  unblcst^ 
Where  Nature'^e  younger  children  rest, 
Lull'd  on  their  aoirowing  mother'i  brcoat ) 

Deem  ye  that  mother  loreth  less 
These  hronwHl  forma  of  the  wildemeaa 
She  Cbkleth  in  her  long  careas  ? 

Aa  tweet  o'er  them  her  wild  flowers  flow. 

As  if  with  ^rer  hair  and  brow 
The  blue-eyed  Saion  slept  below. 

What  though  the  places  of  iheir  reet 
No  priestly  knee  hath  ctct  preas'd — 
No  funeral  rite  nor  prayer  h^  btess'd ! 
What  though  the  bigot'a  ban  he  there. 
And  thoughts  of  waHing  and  despair, 
And  cursing  in  tho  place  of  prayer  !f 
Yet  HeaTen  halii  angi^la  watching  round 
The  Indian's  lowliest  ffmest-mound^ — 
And  thejf  have  made  it  holy  ground. 
There  ceases  man's  ffuil  judgn>ent ;  ail 
His  powerleas  bolts  of  cursing  hU 
Unheeded  on  that  graisy  palU 

O,  peel'd,  and  hunted,  and  reviled  ! 
8lcep  on^  dark  tenant  of  the  wild  I 
Great  Nature  owns  her  simple  child  \ 
And  NatureV  Gois  to  whom  alone 
The  secret  of  the  heart  is  known — 
The  bidden  language  traeed  thereon ; 
Who,  from  ita  many  cumbering* 
Of  form  and  ereed.  and  outward  Jhinga, 
To  light  the  naked  spirit  brings ; 
Not  with  our  partial  eye  shall  scan^^ 
Not  with  our  pride  and  acom  shall  bwit 
The  fpirit  of  our  brother  mani 

•  The  ftdfcokli  w«T«  early  converts  ta  Itw  Oitbflllo 
hith.  ««t  of  til*  m.  pjlof  to  ll*«  y«r  IT  ia,  had  removed 
to  Ibe  French  letileiioentii  on  the  St  PtincoJa. 

t  Tha  brutal  snd  oijchrlillon  iplrlt  of  I  be  early  settlers 
of  New  Knfland  toward  th*  fed  tnnn  I*  •irtfclnfly  Ul«»> 
tr^ted  iti  the  conduct  of  the  man  who  »htA  down  the  Bo* 
kohls  thief,  n*  tf#ed  to  siy  th-  aJway*  lioliced  (he  annl- 
ver»sry  of  Uiat  eiiitoll,  ai  **  ibe  day  on  mtikh  be  aeal 
|]k«  davU  a  preseiit."*-WtLi449iioif's  liitttrf  mf  Maine. 
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RAPHAEL. 


I  SB  ALL  not  loon  forget  that  right: 
The  glow  of  autumn's  westering  day, 

A  hazy  warmth,  a  dreamy  light, 
On  RaphaePs  picture  lay. 

It  was  a  simple  print  I  saw, 
The  fair  face  of  a  musing  boy; 

Yet  while  I  gazed  a  sense  of  awe 
8eem*d  blending  with  my  joy. 

A  simple  print : — the  graceful  flow 
Of  boyhood*s  soft  and  wavy  hair, 

And  fresh  young  lip  and  cheek,  and  brow 
Unmark'd  and  clear,  were  there. 

Yet  through  its  sweet  and  calm  repoee 

I  saw  the  inward  spirit  shiue ; 
It  was  as  if  before  me  rose 

The  white  veil  of  a  shrine. 

As  if,  as  Gothland's  sage  has  told. 
The  hidden  life,  the  man  within, 

DisseverM  from  its  frame  and  mould. 
By  mortal  eye  were  seen. 

Was  it  the  lifting  of  that  eye, 
The  waving  of  that  pictured  hand  ? 

Loose  as  a  cloud-wreath  on  the  sky 
I  saw  the  walls  expand. 

The  narrow  room  had  vanished— space 
Broad,  luminous,  reraain'd  alone, 

Through  which  all  hues  and  shapes  of  grace 
And  beauty  lookM  or  shone. 

Around  the  mighty  master  came 
The  marvels  which  his  pencil  wrought. 

Those  miracles  of  power  whose  fame 
U  wide  as  human  thought. 

There  droop'd  thy  more  than  mortal  faee, 

O  Mother,  beautiful  and  mild ! 
Enfolding  in  one  dear  embrace 

Thy  Saviour  and  thy  child ! 

The  rapt  brow  of  the  Desert  John; 

The  awful  glory  of  that  day 
When  all  the  Father's  brightness  shone 

Through  manhood's  veil  of  clay. 

And,  midst  gray  prophet  forms,  and  wild 
Dark  visions  of  the  days  of  old, 

I  low  sweetly  woman's  beauty  smiled 
Tbrou^  locks  of  brown  and  gold ! 

There  Fomarina's  fair  young  face 
Onoe  more  upon  her  lover  shone. 

Whose  model  of  an  angel's  grace 
He  borrow'd  from  her  own. 

Slow  pass'd  that  virion  from  my  view. 
But  not  the  lesson  which  it  taught; 

The  soft,  calm  shadows  which  it  threw 
Still  rested  on  my  thought : 

The  truth,  that  painter,  bard  and  sage. 
Even  in  earth's  cold  and  changeful  clime, 

Plant  for  thrir  deathless  heritage 
The  fmita  and  flowers  of  time. 


We  afaape  oamlfOi  tiM  jof  m 
Of  which  tlie  eoniiig  lUh  b 

And  fill  oar  fbtan 

With  annahiiia  or  with 


The  tiaroe  of  the  life  to  bo 

We  weave  with  coloan  aU  oor  owiw 
And  in  the  field  of  destiny 

We  reap  ea  we  have  eown. 

Still  shall  the  eonl  anrand  it  cell 
The  shadows  which  it  gathered  hm^ 

And  painted  on  the  eternal  well 
TIm  past  shall  reappear. 

Think  ye  the  notea  of  bolj  aoof 
On  MiIton*8  tuneful  ear  have  diid! 

Think  ye  that  Raphael'a  angel  thm^ 
Has  vanish'd  from  hia  ride  1 

Oh  no !— we  live  oar  life  again: 
Or  warmly  toach'd  or  coMlj  dia 

The  pictures  of  the  past  remain,*- 
Man'a  works  ahaU  fikUow  hin! 


MEMORIES. 

A  BKAUTinrL  and  happy  gill 

With  Btq>  as  soft  aa  fonuMr  air. 
And  fresh  young  Up  and  brow  of  pari 
Shadow'd  by  many  a  careleaB  earl 

Of  unconfined  and  flowing  hair: 
A  seeming  child  in  every  thing 

Save  thoughtful  brow,  and  i 
As  nature  wean  the  amile  of  i 

When  ainking  into  aammer^a  i 

A  mind  rejoicing  in  the  light 

Which  melted  thnmgh  ita 
Leaf  after  leaf  serenely  briglit 
And  stainless  in  its  holy  white 

Unfolding  like  a  morning  flower: 
A  heart,  which,  like  a  fine4oiied  loli 

With  every  breath  of  feeling  woke. 
And,  even  when  the  tongoe  wae  molib 

From  eye  and  lip  in  maaic  apoke. 

How  thrilla  onoe  more  the  lengthening  chria 

Of  memory  at  the  thoagfat  of  thee!— 
Old  hopes  which  long  in  dost  have  lain. 
Old  dreams  come  thronging  back  again. 

And  boyhood  lives  again  in  me ; 
I  feel  ita  glow  apon  my  cheek, 

lu  fulness  of  the  heart  is  mine^ 
As  when  I  lean'd  to  heer  thee  apeak. 

Or  raised  my  doabtfal  eye  to  ihinai 

I  hear  again  thy  low  repKea, 

I  feel  thy  arm  within  my  own. 
And  timidly  again  aprise 
The  fringed  lids  of  haael  eyea 

With  soft  brown  treasea  ovarUowo. 
Ah !  memories  of  sweet  snmmw  owe^ 

Of  moonlit  vrave  and  willowj  woj^ 
Of  stars  and  flowers  and  dewy  leavoib 

And  smiles  and  tonea  man  dear  than  Ihiy 
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Efc  ihm  thy  quiet  ej«  luih  flEDiled 

Mjr  pirture  of  thy  yoiith  to  ■«, 
When  b«if  n  vomsit,  httf  &  child, 
Thj  verr  trUcMQes  beguiled, 

And  rdJj'B  self  MeeiM  win  iii  the^* 
I  two  can  amile,  when  o'er  that  hour 

The  light*  of  memory  btckward  vtreun, 
T«l  feel  the  nrhile  that  EuanhDod^a  power 

1a  TUdcr  than  mj  bojhood^fl  dreams 

Yean  have  pftwM  on,  aod  left  their  trmcA 

Of  ^raTor  cate  and  deeper  thought ; 
And  nolo  me  the  cairn,  cold  face 
Of  oianhocpd,  and  tu  thee  the  grace 

Of  womati^t  iwnsbe  beauty  brought. 
On  life's  rough  blasts  for  htmaG  ur  pralw 

The  schoolboy  «  name  hai  f^idcly  flown; 
Thine  in  the  gteen  and  quiet  way  a 

Of  QDobtmislve  goodness  Itnowa^ 

And  wider  yet  m  thought  and  deed 

Our  atiU  di^er^inii  thought!  incline. 
Thine  the  Generan'ft  Eternest  creed, 

While  answers  to  my  *pidt*t  need 
The  York  shire  peaaantV  iimple  lino* 

For  thee  the  prieelly  rite  and  prayer. 
And  holy  diy  and  solemn  psa!m, 

For  me  the  RUent  reverence  where 
My  bfcthren  gather,  alow  and  calm. 

Tet  hath  thy  •pint  left  on  me 

An  imprett  time  hat  not  worn  out. 
And  something  of  myself  in  thea, 
A  shadow  from  the  pa^U  I  a^^ 

Lingtring  even  yet  thy  way  about; 
Not  wholly  can  the  heart  untearrt 

That  le-dson  of  it*  better  hours. 
Not  yet  has  Time'*  dull  footstep  worn 

To  cofiunon  duRt  that  path  of  ilowera* 

T^ua,  vihite  at  ttmeii  before  oyr  eye 

The  clouds  about  the  present  part. 
And,  iiZDJItng  through  ihem,  round  us  lie 
8of%  hoea  of  memory's  morning  sky^ 

The  Indian  summer  of  the  heart. 
In  aecrrt  aympathiea  of  mind. 

In  fount*  of  feeling  which  retain 
Their  pure,  fieah  flowr,  we  yet  may  find 

Out  early  dreama  not  wholly  vain  1 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

Off   nCK    ECTFRM    FROM    El?  VOTE. 

How  «mireJ  the  land  of  Fmnoa 
Under  thy  blue  eye*s  glancCf 

tright-hearted  rover! 
Old  waiu  of  chateaux  grmy, 
Tower*  of  an  early  day 
Which  the  three  eoloura  play 

Fliuntingly  over, 

Pfow  midat  the  briKiant  trab 
Tbronging  the  banks  of  Seine  t 
^ow  midat  the  aplcndour 


Of  the  wild  Alpine  range, 
Waking  with  change  ou  change 
Thoughts  in  thy  young  heuti  attange. 
Lovely  and  tender. 

Vales,  soft,  Elysian, 
Like  thoie  in  the  ^iBtoti 

Of  Mlita,  when,  dreaming 
He  aaw  the  long  hollow  dell 
ToochM  by  the  prophet**  spell 
Into  an  fXiean'a  swell 

With  its  islea  teeming, 

CJiffa  wrapt  in  enowa  of  yesni, 
Splintering  with  icy  »peari 

Aoiamn'«  blue  bcoven : 
Loo«e  rock  and  frozen  slide, 
Hung  on  the  mountain  nde. 
Waiting  ^ir  hour  to  glide 

Downward,  atorm-driven  i 

Rhine  stream,  by  castle  old 
Baron V  and  rohher'e  hold, 

Peftcefully  flowing; 
3^eeping  ihroufth  Tineyardi  greeiv 
Or  where  the  clifla  are  seen 
O'ot  the  hroad  wave  between 

Grim  ahadonra  throwing. 

Or,  where  St,  Peter'a  dome 

Swclla  o'er  ctemal  Rome 

Vast,  dim,  and  solemn,'^ 

Hymns  ever  chanting  low^ 

Censers  swung  to  and  fto — , 

Sable  stoles  sweeping  ^Tow 
Cornice  and  column  1 

Oh,  as  from  each  and  all 
Will  then?  not  voices  call 

Evermore  h»r\  again! 
In  the  mindV  gallee^ 
Wilt  thou  not  ever  aee 
Dim  phsntomu  beckon  thee 

0*er  that  old  track  again  T 

New  forma  thy  pn?fience  haunts 
New  Toices  softly  chanl^ — 

New  faces  greet  thee  1^ 
Pilsfrim**  from  many  a  shrine 
Hallowed  by  poet'*  line 
At  raemoTj'a  magic  sign 

Rbing  to  meet  thes. 

And  when  9Urh  visions  come 
Unto  thy  olden  home, 

Will  they  not  waken 
Drep  thought*  of  If  im  whoae  band 
Led  thee  o>f  eea  and  land 
Back  to  the  hou^whold  band 

Whence  thou  waat  taken  1 

While  at  I  he  sunset  Ume^ 
Swells  the  caihcdraiV  ehtmii. 

Vet,  in  thy  dreaming. 
While  In  thy  spirit's  eye 
Vet  the  *eil  mountain's  lie 
Piled  in  the  SwiUfr'a  akf^ 

icy  and  gtr-amiog' 


•|l!    "^ 


404 


JOHN  G.  WHITTIER. 


Prompter  of  nient  prsyer, 
Be  the  wild  picture  there 

In  the  mind's  chamber, 
And,  through  each  coming  day 
Him,  who,  aa  staff  and  stay, 
Watcird  o'er  thy  wandering  way, 

Freshly  remember. 

So,  when  the  call  shall  be 
Soon  or  late  unto  thee. 

As  to  all  given, 
Slill  may  that  picture  Htb, 
And  its  fair  forms  survive, 
And  to  thy  spirit  give 

Gladness  in  heaven ! 


THE  REFORMER. 

All  grim,  and  soil'd,  and  brown  with  tin, 

I  saw  a  strong  one,  in  his  wrath, 
Smiting  the  godless  shrines  of  man 
Along  his  path. 

The  Church  beneath  her  trembling  dome 

Essay M  in  vain  her  ghostly  charm : 
Wealth  shiK>k  within  his  gilded  home 
With  strange  alarm. 

Fraud  from  his  secret  chambers  fled 

Before  the  sunlight  bursting  in : 
Sloth  drew  her  pillow  o*er  her  head 
To  drown  the  din. 

«*  Spare,"  Art  implored,  "yon  holy  pile;  "*' 

'i'hat  grand,  old,  time-worn  turret  spare !" 
Meek  Reverence,  kneeling  in  the  aisle, 
Cried  out,  "  Forbear !" 

Gray-bearded  Use,  who,  deaf  and  blind, 
Gro{)od  for  his  old,  accustom'd  stone. 
Leaned  on  his  stafi)  and  wept,  to  find 
His  scat  overthrown. 

Young  Romance  raised  bis  dreamy  eye% 

O'crhung  with  paly  locks  of  gold  : 

**  Why  smite,"  he  asked  in  sad  surprise, 

•« The  fair,  the  old?" 

Yet  louder  ranq^  the  strong  ono*s  stroke, 

Yet  nearer  flash*d  his  axe's  gleam ! 
Shuddering  and  sick  of  heart  I  woke. 
As  from  a  dream. 

I  look'd :  aside  the  dust-cloud  roll'd — 
The  waster  seeni'd  the  builder  too ; 
Upspringing  from  the  ruin'd  old, 
I  saw  the  now. 

'T  was  but  the  ruin  of  the  bad — 

The  wasting  of  the  wrong  and  ill ; 
Whatever  of  good  the  old  time  had, 
W^as  living  stilL 

Cahn  grew  the  brows  of  him  I  fear'd ; 

The  frown  which  awed  me  paas'd  awaj. 
And  left  behind  a  smile  which  cheer'd 
Like  breaking  day. 


The  grain  gnw  gram  on 

0*er  awarded  war-momidB 
The  slave  atood  feiBing  thn  lus 
Theapade  tadploogli. 

Mliere  frown'd  the  fort,  pATilioiM  g^ 

And  cottage  windowa,  flowawetttiniwdt 
Look'd  out  upon  the  peaceful  baj 
And  hills  behind. 

Throogh  vine-wreath'd  cups  with  wine  onee 

The  lights  on  brimmfaig  cryatal  Ml, 
Drawn,  qMrkling,  from  the  rivulet  bead 
And  moaey  welL 

Through  prison  walls,  Hke  Heav 

Freah  brecies  blew,  and  i 
And  with  the  idle  gallows-rope 

The  young  child  ptay'd. 

Where  the  doom'd  victim  in  his  osD 
Had  counted  o'er  die  weaij  lioai% 
Glad  sdiool-giiis^  answering  to  the  halt 
CajDe  crown*d  vrilh  fiowem 


Grown  wiser  for  the  1 

I  fear  no  longer,  for  I  know 
That,  where  the  abare  is  dsepst  drifnit 
The  beat  fiuits  grow. 

The  outworn  rite,  the  M  abuser 

The  pioua  fraud  trenaparant 
The  good  held  captive  in  the  osa 
Of  wrong  alone^ 

These  wait  their  doom,  from  Aat  gVMl  Inr 

Which  makes  the  past  time  serve 

And  fresher  life  the  world  shall  draw 

From  their  decay. 


Oh !  backwaid-lodkinf  son  of  Tina  !— 

The  new  is  old,  the  old  is  new^ 
The  cycle  of  a  chimge  sublime 
Still  sweeping  throo^ 

So  wisely  taught  the  Indian  aeer; 

Destroying  Skta,  forming  BmAMMt 
Who  wake  by  turns  Earth's  lova  and  foi 
Are  one,  the  i 


As  idly  as,  in  that  old  day. 

Thou  moumest,  did  thj  sires  rapine : 
So,  in  his  time,  thy  chiU  grown  gray* 
Shall  sigh  for  thine. 


Tet,  not  the  less  for  them  or  flioa 

The  eternal  step  of  Pipgi— 
To  that  great  anthem,  calm  and 
WhichGodrepeata! 


Take  heart!— the 

A  charmed  life  old  Goodnaai  hath; 
The  tares  may  periah — bat  the  gnia 
la  not  for  death. 

God  works  in  all  things;  all  obey 

His  first  propalsioa  from  Ifaa  ni^s 

Ho,  wake  and  watch  !—tha  worid  bfli 

Withmonngltfttl 
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MY  SOUL  AND  L 

m  ^n,  mj  totil :  in  the  abnt  dtok 
I  would  qucjitiofi  thf'in 
}  in  the  dimJow  drvar  antl  iiUrk 
With  G(mJ  and  me  f 

t,  mj  »ul,  WM  thUifl  ctrmid  be/*  t 
Ww  it  tiiinh  or  cu4«» 
aping  kip  ilofit  from  vear  to  ^ewT 
'N^,  lione  of  these/* 

t,  aoul,  ■Jiglil  in  HLi  holy  sight 
Mr  bone  pyo  JookF  Htill 
Me*dt],r  on  thee  through  the  night; 
*Todohifl  wtjir 

{  hi«t  thoQ  done^  oh,  AotiJ  of  adae. 
That  thou  t»m blest  m  t — 
Ihoa  wrought  Hia  taik,  and  kept  the  line 
ic  tifidt!  Ihro  go  1 

i  rn^ent  il]  J—wt  suJ  of  £heer  1 
trt  limful  now  ! 

t  G«i  wevrnd  lir,  and  raen  wsw  zmr» 
low  brate  wcit  thoQ  f 

timii  ttemblnt  !^  wet]  1  aee 
tlioa'rt  cfnirert  rtowi- 
0  hmrd  with  God  and  mo 
?Q  ctMid  alone  T 

loft  Ihv  Tunshine  iirnvfiry  bftckp 

)h,  WTctchi^J  *j*n\e  I 

m  bnr  thy  ^itlc^  tbrou^jh  thu  drop  itfid  bJi^k 

iJbgrcmm]  mgliV 

hvt  tltou  wrought  for  Right  And  Truth, 
W  God  Aiid  nuuit 

lh«  golden  hotin  of  bright-ejed  joatb 
'o  tifeV  mid  gp«n  ! 

mX  of  mini?,  thy  tones  I  hear, 
ut  weak  and  low. 
U-,  md  murmtini  on  m  j  ear 
lley  eomc  mud  go. 

•e  wreMkd  stoutly  wjih  the  Wrong, 

nd  borne  Vtic  Riqbt 

b<^nfatb  the  JbotTiJl  of  the  thtottg 

0  life  and  liii^ht- 

nTT^r  PreciTotn  shjTcr'd  a  dlialOt 
5od  «p<^e4l/  t|Uolh  T; 
ror  amidct  her  abouling  train 
gBTc  the  lift.'" 

ut  of  mine !   mb,  noul  of  mmo  I 

hj  deedji  are  wi-ll : 

ther  wrought  for  Trutli'*  pake  or  for  thitta  t 

J  iouU  pray  t*IK 

1  tbi*  work  mj  band  hath  wrought 
rneath  the  Bky» 

^it&a  in  kindly  buroan  thought, 
o  gain  have  I/' 
go  to  [—for  tby  very  «e\f 
hy  dfeds  wpfc  done! 
or  fame,  the  miicr  for  pell^ 
our  end  ii  one, 

ber«  art  thou  gfHng,  aoul  of  mine  1 
uivt  aeo  the  end  ? 


And  whither  thifl  troubled  Ufb  of  Ihine 

Evertnore  doth  tond  1 
What  daunts  thee  now  ! — wliat  abak«i  Ihee  mt 

My  sad  soul,  cay, 
■*!  «M  a  cloud  like  «  curtain  low 

Hang  oW  tttj  way. 

**  Whither  I  go  I  cannot  l«]| : 

That  cloud  hangii  bbnk. 
High  fl»  the  heaven  and  deep  am  bell, 

Acrt^s  my  track. 

•*  I  Bee  itA  ihadow  coldly  enwrap 

The  aoula  bcforo. 
Sadly  they  enter  it,  step  hy  ott^p, 

To  return  no  more  I 

**  They  Bhririk.they  bIi  udder,  deni  God  I  they  kotd 

To  thee  in  prayer. 
They  rhut  their  ryes  on  the  doud,  but  fed 

That  it  still  ii  thei*. 

**  la  Tain  they  turn  from  the  dread  Oefore 

To  the  Known  and  Gone ; 
For  while  gaiang  behind  thciui  tivennore, 

Thdr  feet  glide  on. 
"  Yet,  at  timea,  I  ace  upon  aw««t,  pale  &oea 

A  light  bei;in 
To  tntnble,  at  if  from  boly  p|ac!«a 

And  ibrinea  within. 
"And  at  timc<  mrthinkfl  their  cold  lipi  mora 

Wiih  hymn  and  pfayer^ 
Aa  if  §ouiewhat  of  awe,  but  mofe  of  |o^ 

And  hope  were  there. 

*■  I  call  on  the  loub  who  have  left  Ibe  light, 

To  rcTeal  their  lot; 
I  bend  mine  ear  to  that  wall  of  njfht. 

And  they  antwer  not. 

"  But  I  heajr  around  mc  aigha  of  pain 

And  the  cry  of  fear, 
And  a  aoand  like  Ibe  slow,  aad  dropping  of  lam, 

Each  drop  a  tear  ! 

**  Ah^  the  doud  is  dark,  and,  day  by  day, 

I  am  moving  thither: 
I  muat  paaa  beneath  it  on  my  way — 

God  pity  me  !— waiTuaa  T" 

Ah,  aoul  of  mine^  oo  brave  and  wm 

In  the  Ufe-itorm  loud. 
Fronting  ao  calmly  all  human  eyea 

in  the  lunlrt  crowd  I 

Now  itandint:  apart  with  Qod  and  mitf 

Thou  art  weaknew  alL 
Gating  vainly  after  tbe  thinga  to  be 

Through  Deatli'a  dread  walL 

But  never  for  thia,  never  for  ihU 

Was  thy  being  lent ; 
For  tbe  crar^n^a  fear  i»  hut  lelfiibnetf^ 

Like  bii  merriment. 

FoUy  and  Fear  are  oiiit^ra  twain: 

One  closing  her  eye«> 
The  other  peophnt;  the  ditrk  inane 

With  spectral  lit,**. 
Know  well,  my  toul,  God^i  hand  cotitrola 

Whate*er  thou  leaxeal  $ 
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Round  him  in  calmest  mmic  rolli 
Whato*er  thou  hearest 

What  to  thee  is  shadow,  to  him  is  day, 

And  the  end  he  knowcth, 
And  not  on  a  blind  and  aimless  way 

The  spirit  goeth. 

Man  sees  no  future — a  phantom  show 

Is  alone  before  Mm  ; 
Past  Time  is  dead,  and  the  grasses  grow, 

And  flowers  bloom  o'er  him. 

Nothing  before,  nothing  behind : 

The  step5i  of  Faith 
Fall  on  the  seeming  Toid,  and  find 

The  rock  beneath. 

Tlie  Present,  the  Present  is  all  thou  hast 

For  thy  sure  possessing ; 
Like  the  patriarch's  angel,  hold  it  fast 

Till  it  gives  its  blessing. 

Why  fear  the  night !  why  shrink  from  Death, 

That  phantom  wan  ? 
There  is  nothing  in  heaven,  or  earth  beneath, 

Save  God  and  man. 

Peopling  the  shadows,  we  turn  from  Him 

And  from  one  another ; 
All  is  spectral,  and  vague,  and  dim, 

8ave  God  and  our  brother ! 

Like  warp  and  woof,  all  destinies 

Are  woven  fast, 
Linked  in  sympathy  like  the  keys 

Of  an  organ  vast 

Pluck  one  thread,  and  the  web  ye  mar; 

Break  but  one 
Of  a  thousand  keys,  and  the  paining  jar 

Through  all  will  run. 

Oh,  restless  spirit !  wherefore  strain 

Beyond  thy  sphere  ? — 
Heaven  and  hell,  with  their  joy  and  pain. 

Are  now  and  here. 

Back  to  thyself  is  measured  well 

All  thou  hast  given ; 
Thy  neighbor's  wrong  is  thy  present  hell. 

His  bliss  thy  heaven. 

And  in  life,  in  death,  in  dark  and  light. 

All  are  in  God's  care ; 
Sound  the  black  abyss,  pierce  the  deep  of  night. 

And  he  is  there ! 

All  which  ia  real  now  remaineth. 

And  fadeth  never : 
The  hand  which  upholds  it  now,  sustaineth 

The  soul  for  ever. 

Leaning  on  Him,  make  with  reverent  meekness 

His  own  thy  will, 
And  with  strength  from  him  shall  thy  utter  weakness 

Life's  task  fulfil : 

And  that  cloud  itself,  which  now  before  thee 

Lies  dark  in  view. 
Shall  with  beams  of  light  from  the  inner  glory 

Be  stricken  through. 


And  like  meadovr-miit  tfumigli  Aiitiiiiiii*s  diwi 

UptoUing  thin. 
Its  thickfli*  folds  when  about  tlwe  dmrn 

Let  sunlight  in. 

Then  of  whmt  is  to  be,  and  of  what  is  done^ 

Why  queries*  thou  ? — 
The  past  and  the  time  to  be  an  ons^ 

And  both  are  !vow ! 


TO  A  FRIEND,  ON  THE  DEATH  Of 
HIS  SISTER. 

TaiiTK  is  a  gnttt,  the  depth  of  whidi  anothrr 

May  never  know ; 
Tet,  o*er  the  walera,  oh,  my  atrickan  braOcr! 

To  thee  I  go. 

I  lean  my  heart  unto  thee,  aadjy  1 

Thy  hand  in  mine ; 
With  even  the  weakneas  of  my  aonl  i 

The  strength  of  thinab 

I  never  knew,  like  thee,  the  dear  depattsd, 

I  stood  not  by 
When,  in  calm  trust,  the  pure  and  1 

Lay  down  to  dia. 

And  on  thine  eara  my  woida  of  waak  < 

Mnst  vainly  fidl: 
The  fimeral-beU  which  in  thy  heart  ■  toffiDg^ 

Sounds  over  all ! 

I  will  not  mock  thee  with  die  poor  world'a  COBB 

And  heartieas  phraae, 
Nor  wrong  the  memoiy  of  a  aainlad  woan 

With  idle  praiae. 

With  silence  only  aa  their  bencdictioiib 

God*s  angels  coma 
Where,  in  the  shadow  of  a  great  i 

The  Boul  aits  dnmb! 

Yet,  would  I  say  what  thine  own  1 

Our  Father^a  will. 
Calling  to  him  the  dear  one  whom  he  kmUt^ 

Is  mercy  atilL 

Not  upon  thee  or  diine  the  solemn  angal 

Hath  evil  wrought : 
Her  funeral-anthem  is  a  glad  irranfnl 

The  good  die  not! 

God  calla  our  loved  onea,  but  we  loae  not  iriioD; 

What  ha  hath  given ; 
They  live  on  earth,  in  thought  and  deedt  m  tral 

As  in  his  heaven. 

And  she  is  with  thee :  in  thy  path  of  tiki 

Shewalkethyet; 
Still  with  the  baptism  of  thy  aelMenial 

Her  lodtaara  wet 

Up,  then,  my  brother !    Lo»  the  iielda  of  hanei 

Lie  white  in  view ! 
She  lives  and  lovea  thee,  and  the  God  thoa  aan« 

To  both  ia  true. 

Thrust  in  thy  sickle!  England'atoil-wnmpeMn 

Thy  call  abide; 
And  ahe  thou  moum'at,  a  pure  and  IiqIt  pw earn 

Shall  glean  beside  I 


■S*SB 


GEORGE  W.  PATTEN. 


fVmiifWe.] 


U0«  pATTiK  WM  bora  in  Newport^  Rhode 
d,  on  Uw  Iwentj-iiKth  of  December,  1S08, 
'Ki  the  thtrd  son  of  William  Patten*  D.D-, 

vrrnt  mintftfr  of  th«  s^contl  Congreg ational 
Ji  in  til  it  city  for  half  a  ceutory.  V^hcn 
twdve  yemu  of  age  he  « titered  Brown  Uni- 
J,  wh«re  hfl  ^u  dutingguhed  rather  for  ohU 
diui  for  apphcaiion,  being  naturally  aTerue  to 
tt&tic  itudy,  und  Addicted  lopci«trj*ad  muBic* 
ftK,  however,  precmitient  in  dieiiii&try.iu  sub- 
mtJy  At  We«l  Point  in  mntbematjca.  At  four- 
te  wrote  a  cliw*  poem,  entitled  '*  Lognn."  and 
he  warn  graduated*  in  1BS5,  redted  a  lyHciil 
tMUkil  »*  Th«  Maid  of  8cio."  Both  thtme 
I  wtm  warmly  praised,  «a  illnstraUonft  of  an 
img  geniu»  of  a  rery  high  order.  After  Icav* 
le  uniYeraity  h«  ncotamed!  a  year  in  hiafatbor'a 
t,  at  New[iort»  before  deciding  on  the  choice 
profettiion'  Dr.  PATTa^  hnp«d  thi«  tan  at 
wodtd  follow  in  the  long  line  of  hta  ances- 
mho,  mnce  the  landing  of  the  Mayflower, 
iirnkh^  an  almost  uninterrupted  «ueceaaion 
atorvi  but  the  young  man  fell  no  pr^tlcc- 
br  the  pulpit,  and  rejected  the  ptofeasion  of 
w  because  hin  two  elder  brothen  had  al- 
ehoaen  il,  and  for  want  of  ncnu,  that  of 
ine,  to  beeomc  a  soldier.  When  he  difldosed 
iiliea  on  this  Bubject,  Dr,  PxttiEn  eiprssaed 
I  that  the  aon  of  a  minister  ahould  think 
^ntf  ao  incompatible  with  the  principles  of 
IMpcU  and  derlined  aiding  him  to  a  eadet'a 
ntmenL  To  hii  Enquiry*  however,  whether 
Wild  cuni^eni  to  his  entering  the  Military 
nmj  if  he  eould  himself  obtain  one,  he  an- 


swered in  the  affirniative,  willing  that  hia  ion 
ahould  learn  by  experience  the  futility  of  i^uch  an 
attempt;  and  he  was  as  much  aur|iriiied  ha  pain* 
ed  when,  aHer  a  few  weeki,  the  credentials  of  a 
cadet  were  exhibited  to  him.  Joa^  C.  CALUoui** 
AiB£E  Ro  JIB  INS,  Wllljam  Hu>TKft,  and  other 
powerful  friendi,  bad  willingly  and  mece»a fully 
exerted  Iheir  influence  with  the  Preeident  in  be- 
half of  a  member  of  the  family  of  Dr,  ?AmN.  The 
excellent  clergyman  could  not  help  aaying  now, 
"I  give  yon  my  consent,  my  ifon,  because  1  pro- 
miaed  it  j  my  appfohaiion  I  cannot  give»"  Young 
Pattex,  nevertheleea^  proceeded  to  Wcat  Point, 
and  aoon  acquired  there  the  aame  brilliant  repu- 
tation for  talents  which  he  had  enjoyed  at  the 
univetatty.  He  received  hid  eommiission  ai  lieu- 
tenant in  the  t^econd  regiment  of  infantrj  in  183Q, 
waa  made  a  captain  in  1846,  and  in  IS48  waa 
brevetied  major,  for  hi»  gallantry  in  the  action  of 
Cerro  Gonlo,  where  he  lo«t  hia  lefl  hand.  Hia 
reputation  aa  an  officer  haa  always  been  very 
high ;  he  is  one  of  the  best  disdplinahans  and 
bravest  »oldier«  in  the  army. 

Major  Patteji  writes  in  verae  with  a  nrely 
e<)ualled  fl:iiency.  and  has  probably  been  one  of  the 
moat  proliflc  of  American  poeia.  Led  by  the  exi- 
gcndea  <^i  the  acrvice  into  almo«t  every  part  of  oa? 
vaal  em  pire,  hia  d  ngu  I  arly  impreiwj  ble  facul  tiei  hara 
been  kindled  by  the  ^axiouii  cjiarmi  of  ita  accnery, 
by  ncTer-ending  diversitiea  of  character,  and  by 
the  always  fresh  and  frequently  roniantie  experi- 
eneea  of  bis  profeaaioti.  Hii»  writinga  display  a  fine 
Tein  of  aent;ment,and  constderahle  fancy,  but  have 
the  fiiidts  of  evident  haiite  and  carcle^ness. 


TO  8.  T.  P. 

Sn.%now5  and  clouds  are  oW  me; 

Thou  art  not  here,  my  bride  I 
The  HHowfl  dash  before  me 

Whk-h  ^lear  me  frum  thy  side; 
On  kiwcrim?  wavea  benighted. 

Dim  frcts  thn  weary  day; 
Thou  art  not  here,  mj  plighted, 

To  BmJie  tl^ie  B^cirtn  awoy, 

V*'|ien  nympha  of  ocean  at  umber, 

I  i^trike  the  measured  slave 
With  wild  and  mournful  number. 

To  churm  the  wandering  wate* 
Hark  t«  ilip  word*  of  Murrow 

Along  tbe  fuding  main  f 
"  'TiA  nJijht^iut  will  the  morrow 

Rea torts  that  timilc  again  1" 

Mid  curlain'd  dreams  descending. 

Thy  gentle  fnrm  I  trace ; 
lliudy  with  abadowa  blending, 


I  giize  upon  thy  face ; 
Thy  ^oice  comej*  o*er  me  gladly. 

Thy  hand  is  on  my  brow ; 
I  wake^-the  wave  rolls  madly 

Beneath  the  ploughing  prow  ! 

Speed  on,  Ihou  surging  bdlow  l 

O'er  ocean  speed  away  ! 
And  bear  unto  ber  pillow 

The  burden  of  my  lay: 
Invent  her  visions  brightly 

With  passion V  murtnurM  wond^ 
And  bid  her  bleoa  him  nightly — 

Him  of  the  lute  and  aword. 

And  her,  of  dreams  unetaudedi 

With  tongue  of  lisping  Ule, 
Whoae  eye  I  lef^  sof^  fthrouded 

'Neath  tdiunher'B  inisiy  ved,-^ 
When  mom  at  length  di*clo#ca 

Tbe  imilo  t  may  not  *ee, 
Bear  to  ber  cheek  of  nupt^a 

A  Cather'a  kiia  for  me. 
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[Bora.U».] 


Thk  family  of  the  author  of  <*  Clinton  Brad- 
shaw/'  by  the  father's  side,  were  among  the  early 
settlersofNew  England.  Isaiah  Thomas,  founder 
of  the  American  Antiquarian  Society,  of  Worces- 
ter, Massachusetts,  and  author  of  the  "  History  of 
Printing,"  was  his  father's  uncle.  During  the 
revolutionary  war  Mr.  Isaiah  Thomas  conducted 
the  **  Massachusetts  Spy,"  and  was  a  warm  and 
sagacious  whig.  With  him  Mr.  E.  8.  Thomas, 
the  father  of  Frederick  William,  learned  the 
printing  business,  and  he  ailerward  emigrated  to 
Charleston,  South  Carolina,  where  he  established 
himself  as  a  bookseller.  Here  he  met  and  mar- 
ried Miss  Ann  Fornkrden^  of  Baltimore,  who  was 
then  on  a  visit  to  the  South.  Shortly  after  this 
marriage  Mr.  Thomas  removed  to  Providence, 
where  our  author  was  born,  on  the  twenty-fifth 
of  October,  1808.  He  considers  himself  a  South- 
erner, however,  as  be  left  Rhode  Island  for  Charles- 
ton when  a  child  in  the  nurse's  arms,  and  never 
returned.  When  about  four  years  of  age  he 
slipped  from  a  furniture  box  on  which  be  was 
playing,  and  injured  his  left  leg.  Little  notice  was 
taken  of  the  accident  at  the  time,  and  in  a  few 
weeks  the  limb  became  very  painful,  his  health 
gradually  declined,  and  it  was  thought  advisable 
to  send  him  to  a  more  bracing  climate.  He  was 
accordingly  placed  in  charge  of  an  aunt  in  Balti- 
more, where  he  grew  robust,  and  had  recovered 
from  his  lameness,  with  the  exception  of  an  occa- 
sional weakness  in  the  limb,  when  a  second  fall, 
in  his  eighth  or  ninth  year,  had  such  an  effect 
upon  it  that  he  was  confined  to  the  house  for 
many  months,  and  was  compelled  to  resort  to 
crutches,  which  he  used  until  he  grew  up  to  man- 
hood, when  they  were  8U{>ersede(l  by  a  more  con- 


venient rapport.  In  conseqoenoe  of  these  i 
denta,  and  his  general  debility,  he  went  to  ad 
but  seldom,  and  never  long  At  a  time;  bat  his  are 
mind  busied  itself  in  study  At  home,  and  he ' 
noted  for  his  contemplative  habits.  At  sevent 
he  commenced  reading  in  the  Iaw,  And  aboat 
same  period  began  his  literaiy  career  by  indit 
A  poeticAl  satire  on  aome  fope  about  town,  the 
suit  of  which  was  that  the  office  of  the  pape 
which  it  waa  printed  was  mobbed  and  demolitt 

Soon  after  he  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  the  fim 
removed  to  Cincinnati,  where,  in  the  winter 
1834-^,  Mr.  Thomas  wrote  hia  first  novel,  "C 
ton  Bradshaw,"  which  was  publisfaed  in  Ph 
delphia  in  the  following  automn.  It  was  fblloi 
in  1886  by  «<  East  and  Weat,"  and  in  1840 
«« Howard  Pinckney."  His  last  work  was •<Skeld 
of  John  Randolph,  and  other  Publk  Characta 
which  appeared  in  Philadelphia  in  1853. 

Mr.  Thomas  has  published  two  vdomei 
poems :  **  The  Emigrant,"  deacriptive  of  a  ir 
derer's  feelings  while  descendinf  the  Ohio,  in  C 
cinnati,  in  1833,  and  "The  Beecfaen  Tree,) 
other  Poems,"  in  New  York,  in  1844.  He 
also  written  largely  in  verse  as  well  as  in  pi 
for  the  periodicals. 

He  has  a  nice  discrimination  of  the  pecoliari 
of  character  which  give  light  and  shade  to 
surface  of  society,  and  a  hearty  relish  ibr  I 
peculiar  humor  which  abounds  in  that  portisi 
our  country  which  undoubtedly  embraces  i 
that  is  original  and  striking  in  mannen  and 
restrained  in  conduct  He  must  rank  with 
first  illustrators  of  manners  in  the  valley  of 
Mississippi,  and  deserves  praise  for  many  ei 
lendes  in  general  authorship. 


SONG. 


'T  IS  said  that  absence  conquers  love! 

But,  O !  believe  it  not ; 
I  've  tried,  alas!  its  power  to  prove, 

But  thou  art  not  forgot 
liady,  though  fate  has  bid  us  part, 

Yet  still  thou  art  as  dear. 
As  fix'd  in  this  devoted  heart 

As  when  I  clasp'd  thee  here. 

I  plunge  into  the  busy  crowd. 

And  smile  to  hear  thy  name ; 
And  yet,  as  if  I  thought  aloud. 

They  know  me  still  the  Raiiie. 
And  when  the  wine-cup  poKses  round, 

I  tna«t  some  other  fair, — 
But  whet)  I  a»sk  my  heart  the  sound. 

Thy  name  is  echoed  there. 
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And  when  some  other  name  I  laani. 

And  try  to  whisper  lore* 
Still  will  my  heart  to  thee  retani» 

Like  the  returning  dove. 
In  vain!  I  never  can  focfet. 

And  would  not  be  forgot; 
For  I  must  bear  the  aame  regrety 

Whatever  may  be  my  lot. 

E'en  as  the  wounded  bird  will  aeek 

Its  favorite  bower  to  die. 
So,  lady,  I  would  hear  thee  speak, 

And  yield  my  parting  aigh. 
'T  is  said  that  absence  conqners  love ! 

But,  O!  believe  it  not; 
I've  tried,  alas!  its  power  lo  prova, 

But  thou  art  not  fotgot. 

CiNCISXATI,  1838, 


i^i^ 


•  «—*'       • 


WILLLIAM  D.   GALLAGHER. 


rv«n^i»e.l 


UAM  D,  GAi.LA<ittK»i  the  liiinJ  of  four  eotig 
iehmftn  who  came  to  thb  country  booh  af- 
^eMIion^  nem  tbr  dcme  of  the  lust  century, 
pried  B  native  of  Ken  Jersey*  was  born  m 
Iphia,  in  ]808«  and  in  IS  16  inj^ratct]  witb 
ivred  mother  tu  Cmcinnati,  nbkh  waatbea 
and  ufihcaithjT  village.     For  ihrec  yea  re 

wUb  a  Tarmpr  in  the  neighbothood,  attetid- 
ifilrict  Kcbool  in  the  wint^n;,  and  in  183& 
>rf  r*ticed  tt)  the  printer  of  one  of  the  Cin* 
newijmppt*-  From  the  beaioRiri!?  of  hi* 
ba  printing  oflWe  he  wmln  occamnimHy  fur 
li,  Init  prcfervcJ  the  Krcret  of  hi»  literary 
mill  18^8,  when  the  la  la  Mr.  B£^Jami.\ 

made  it  koowti  that  he  wwe  the  author  of 
I  of  letters  from  Kentucky  and  MiiMioyri, 
were  attracting  cnnsidcrable  att«fniioD  m 
klurdaj  Evening  Chronicle,''     Thh  led  in 

Mr*  Uallaumek's  conno^Uon  with  "The 
D^Mnan/'  a  poLilieal  joyrtial  pitl^ttihed  nt 
H  hrr«  he  resided  about  a  year.  In  1831 
married,  and  brrame  editor  of  '*Tbe  Cin* 
Mirror/'  ihe  fit#t  litrrary  gazi^tie  conducted 
i»ch  tart  or  tasLv  In  ihe  vief^icrti  ^totpa.  At 
I  of  ivfo  yearii,  the  Utc  Mr^  'J'fioXAi  K. 
I  jotfied  htm  m  ita  matmgenient,  and  it 
td  under  their  direction,  ihrouph  varying 
i,  tintd  IBM.  In  Ihnt  year  Mr.  Galia- 
diled  t*  The  Wpilcm  Literary  Journal  aiid 
y  Revif  w/*  of  which  but  one  volume  waa 
«d,  and  in  1837  "The  VV  iwlern  Monthly 
m-  arul  litemry  Journal/  which  hnd  aaim* 
rief  eiii-tenre.  In  18:J8  he  waa  awociated 
voun^i^r  brolhcr  in  a  p<jlilicn]  newEipa{^ier  at 
»U5.  ihe  ca]uui]  of  the  titate.  and  there  eatn- 

'■  7'he  Ueiperian,  a  Monthly  Muvellany 
rraJ  Lurmlure,"  in  whirh,  during  ita  fir^t 
■ar,  he  MAS  aiiei»lcd  by  the  lat*-  Mr.  Otwat 
.  *'Thp  Ilcapi'rian  '  bharcd  the  fnlcof  all 
a    hterary  magdZtnea    in    the  weat,*^   and 


TAW  Gmit*  JJr^TT-  Wilt  :ifjmini?nci-<l  In  Li>stn|fftrinT 
\y.  In  lKi.1.  *tid  pul'tub^  two  rrara.  '"TW  Wc^t- 
ttily  UmT,  Wv^"^  h)  tbri  Mvv.  Tiv^rtat  VuafT,  wtsa>m- 
In  CiiL>>^iiiT  tii   in  ISJT,  and  puUNln^l  thnrn  jt^n. 

iM£»  TUtj..  »t  V»1l(l■||U^  IJUnoln,  in  \f^^^  and  b*r- 
f>tit>Ii^tiiHl  tb«Tt«  t*»j  5t4in,  vr/u  ivmnY^  to  Clu- 
i«bi  h.'  U  Afjp  3in-i[  uT4<)irtfai»  tlUoof  "  Th«  Wr^t'^ra 
Hftiiriilnr-^"'  untJJ  ls;i/<Lf  vhttQ  It  via  dJBMrotiMliiH'd. 
mU'tt*  yii*rl#fjf  K*Tif'*,"  Jmiii  whl'h  the  hfti  \q 
^'^  irt'  EiiiiiuJv  <1l<[Iv<*<|,  tuh  ttuotlM;'r  fMimtiiAUui]  of 
fli'fi'iifT'  i»lih  •rlii^li  th**  wifitfrfu  pM'pkf  rp^rinl 
I  lt#'r«  1  u  r«*.  1'  h«  fi  rMt  ti  itm  U^r  ftpfvAfm)  I  n  Jad  var7, 
1  iLi-  »^Hj»nii  sifni  Um  to  till'  fUltJft  tJi^  April.  Tb* 
n^wfttl  lllciriirj  |ii-ii ' xtiiA I  vi't  pahUAhi>d  la  tli4*ftl- 
*  U4**W^(rpl  luut  I'ci-ni  "'  Tb<*  T^dh't"  Kupoftlt<^r 
Ij   QilMC^hiM   iHtlml   ttafliT   thil   p^tfODit^  of  lll« 


wail  discontinued  on  the  contpletioii  of  the  third 
■emi-annual  volume. 

Mr.  Gallagher  had  now  been  for  len  yeara 
t!ie  most  indufltnou«  lilemry  man  in  the  vaWey 
of  tlie  Mi^aiaaippi,  and  bad  done  mud>  for  the  ex- 
tension and  re^nement  of  literary  culture,  but  hia 
labon  TTcre  neither  justly  appreciated  nor  ade- 
quately rewarded,  and  he  therefore  gladly  accept- 
ed, near  the  cloee  of  183d|  an  offer  by  ibe  Ute 
Mr.  Charles  Hamuonh,  to  Ahare  with  bim  the 
editorship  of  the  ^'Cincinnati  Gazette/*  Wilb 
this  important  journal  he  retained  hia  connection 
until  the  whi^  came  into  power  in  1849,  when 
bis  fhend  Mr*  CoRWi^,  on  being  appointed  Secre- 
tary of  the  Treaaury,  conferred  on  him  the  poist 
of  con^dentiol  clerk  in  that  department,  and  he 
took  up  hio  reaidence  in  Washington.  On  the 
breaking  up  of  the  whig  adminrntrntionj  in  1853, 
be  removed  1o  LouifivUle,  Kentucky,  where  be 
waa  for  aevemt  montha  one  of  the  editors  of  the 
'■  Daily  Courier  ;"  but  the  manty  eameatncAS  with 
which  he  denounced  the  crime  of  the  Jutore  who  ae- 
quitted  the  notorioui  munierer,  MArritavr  WAnn, 
led  to  ionie  diaagreement  between  him  and  bia 
partner,  and  he  has  since  reaided  on  a  plantation 
a  few  miJeg  from  that  city* 

The  po^ma  of  Mrr  GAtMCtri^  are  tJUtncrOttl, 
Prions,  and  of  tery  uneqnul  merit,  Some  are 
eiiqui^itely  moilulated  and  in  every  reaped  iinish* 
ed  with  ejLcdIcnt  judgment,  while  other*  are  in- 
harmonioufi,  inelegant^  and  betray  unniiKtake^ble 
digns  of  carelea«ne£».  His  moit  unstudied  per- 
formances, however,  are  apt  to  he  forcible  and  pic* 
tureeque,  fragrant  with  the  freshnees  of  wcsicm 
veooda  and  lieMs,  and  inatinct  with  the  aspiring 
and  delormtned  life  of  the  race  of  western  men* 
The  poet  of  a  new  country  isi  mturaliy  of  the 
party  of  pro  great;  hia  noblest  tbeme  i»  tnun^  f»nd 
his  highest  law  liberty.  The  key*nnle  of  Mr. 
GAij.AunKn'H  wjcial  ipeculation  ia  in  his  poem  of 
**  The  Laborer.^'  Ubio  ia  without  a  past  and  with- 
out traditions;  populous  and  rich  aa  areberbrutid 
domaina,  in  her  villagea  atitl  walk  tbe  actora  in 
her  earUeat  civiliied  biatory ;  and  our  author  never 
strikes  a  more  popular  chord  than  when  he  oele* 
bratea 

*'■  Thm  motbn  Of  owr  fcfwt  Isud,* 

or  einga  of 

*-  Tb*  fnw  and  mvi}j  Wrm  w*  ledd 
UkJ  TFnliin<  or  mill  tnvir. 
lb  the  iliijt  vfai^n  mm  mmu  phmatt*^ 

But  his  best  piecea^  of  \tbich  <*  August"  ia  a  ap«' 

Mi^h'^lAt  J£|>l ■£■>]» I  Church,  fv  a  cH^tmkttinLh!*  tiiutii3*r  of 
jmt^  u>A  imIIUhI  Vflth  macli  t»(ft«Aiid;  WnonlMt^ei.  br  j^vti- 
tletnpu  d.^pi4at0dbjr  |heCoiir<,'^U4;w  uf  Ltiit  -km'ifrilnAtjDiw 
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diii«ii«  are  descripliva  of  extt^mat  nature*  He  *!«- 
li^htm  in  pamtmg  the  pbenomena  of  the  riling ing 
seaKOns,  thi?  ^xghtM  nncl  KounJji  af  the  forest,  «iid 
the  more  jmirticnl  Bff])Ci'tBof  riirn)  nd  humble  life, 
and  in  al  hia  picture  there  is,  with  a  happy  free- 
dom of  outline  and  coloring,  the  utmost  fidelity  in 
detail  and  general  effect. 

Mr.  GALLAniiER  published  many  yeara  ago 
three  small  volumea  of  poems  under  the  title  of 
<*  Errato ;"  they  contained  his  juvenile  pieces,  his 
songs  and  romances  of  love,  and  other  exhibitions 
of  youthful  enthusiasm;  and  in  1846  a  collection 


of  the  pteeee  lie  tt«ii  Ihmi  written  - 
the  flppTOi^aL  of  hk  matur*r  jtidsntent,  im 
mm\»}«  tiile  of  -  l^oeniA,'^     Two  or  thiw 
longer  pr^xturtuina  l»svi<  nnee  appeucd  u 
phleu;  and  a  few  of  hie  beat  poema  an 
in  **  Selectiona  from  the  Poet jcaL  Lit«ntiin 
West."  which  appeared  in  Cindnnali, . 
cditori^ii  z^upcfviiiiori,  in  1841 ;  bat  tbert 
been  frnhhsh^d  any  complete  or 
JecUiin  of  bjic  works. 

In  pit>«e  he  has  written  ormtioiia  and 
and  numcroua  and  various 


m 
krU 
d\ 

oft 

I 

B 

a 


CONSERVATISM. 

Thk  owl,  he  fareth  well 

In  the  shadowN  of  the  night, 

And  it  puzzletti  him  to  tell 

Why  the  eagb  lovts  the  light 

Away  ht?  flonts — away, 

From  ihe  forcel  dim  and  old, 

Where  lie  paasM  the  g*ri»h  day — 
The  night  doth  make  him  bold ! 

The  wave  of  his  downy  wing, 
As  he  courst's  round  about. 

Disturbs  no  sleeping  thing, 
That  he  findeth  in  his  route. 

The  moon  looks  o'er  the  hill, 
And  the  va|#  grows  swiftly  light ; 

And  the  cock,  with  grectirig  shrill, 
Wakiifl  the  echi;e«  of  the  night 

But  the  moon — he  knoweth  well 

Its  old  familiar  face ; 
And  the  cock — it  doth  but  tell. 

Poor  fool     till  reAting-ptacB. 

And  as  still  as  the  npirit  of  Death 
On  the  air  lii^  pio)of)t  play ; 

There 's  not  the  fioise  vf  a  breath 
Aa  he  grapplca  with  his  prey. 

Oh,  the  shadowy  night  fur  him ! 

It  bringeth  him  fare  and  glee : 
And  what  cares  he  how  dim 

For  the  eagle  it  may  be  ? 

It  clothes  him  from  the  cold, 

It  keeps  his  larders  full ; 
And  he  loves  the  darkness  old, 

Tti  ih^  eiigli^  all  so  dull. 

But  the  dawn  U  in  the  eost, 
And  the  ^ihsdowH  disuppear ; 

And  at  once  hii  timid  breast 
Feeli  the  presence  of  a  fear. 

He  reslril«— but  all  in  vain 
The  clear  light  is  not  for  him ; 

So  he  hastens  back  again 
To  the  forest  old  and  dim. 

Through  bis  head  si  range  fancies  run  : 
For  he  con  not  comprehend 

Why  the  rij<Jon  and  tlipn  the  sun. 
Up  the  hcavcna  ahould  aacend — 


When  the  old  uid  quiet  nigh^ 
With  ito  ahidows  dark  and  dcip^ 

And  the  hiilf*revt!afing  hghi 
Of  its  st^ra,  he  *d  ever  kf-r p. 

And  he  fiooteth  loud  and  long: 
But  the  eagle  groeta  the  diqr^ 

And  on  piniona  bold  and  1110111^ 
Like  ■  roused  thought^  swoapi  tmj! 


THE  INVALID. 

8bi  came  in  Spring,  when  Imvm  wwt  gmi 
And  birds  lan^  blUhe  In  bowarud  tm- 

A  atranjser  but  her  gentle  luisa 
It  was  a  calm  dt^ljght  to  aea. 

In  every  mullofi.  grac«  wi«  hem; 

On  eveiry  feature,  «wcetDcie  dwelt; 
Thoughts  soon  berame  her  womhJlMinte 

Afiectiona  aoon  bofiwa  bar  knalk 

She  Uoom'd  through  all  the  lumiiMrdiii 
Alt  flwectiy  as  the  hircttt  flowera, 

And  tilt  Qetober*i  tokening  baxe 
Came  with  its  auH  am!  di«ani|- 1 

80  calm  the  currant  of  bar  iifi^ 
80  lovely  and  aerana  ita  flow. 
We  baldly  marit'd  the  deadlj 

Di^tiae  forever  kept  balovr. 

But  DUiumn  wmda  grew  wild  ani 
And  pierced  bar  with  thair  iej 

And  when  the  enow  on  plain  and  bill 
Lay  white,  she  paa^J,  and  alapt  in  dnd 

Tonea  only  of  immortal  birth 

Our  memory  of  her  voice  caii  rtir; 

W]  h  Ihinga  too  benuiLfa!  tat  aarth 
Alotie  do  we  rtmemUr  bar. 

She  came  in  Spring;  wban  laavca  «m  gicc 
And  birda  sang  bjjthe  in  b<j^er  oiid  tmi 

And  flowers  aprnng  up  and  bloom'dl  batwa 
Low  brancbas  and  the  quickcoixig  ki. 

The  grecimaaB  of  tba  leaf  m  gone, 
The  ]>eailty  of  the  Bawvr  is  livuni 

The  birds  to  other  clioMa  bavo  flown» 
And  there *a  an  angd  mora  in  baaun! 
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HZ  BARLY  LOST, 
ioft  aim  and  qatdteniriR  iliowera 
[-tJine  make  the  Tnf»i3ow»  ^reta^ 
the  *tinfix  Wilh  with  fiovttr^ 
D0ol  hoUoWs  sconpM  between— 
Ibfidly  bentlitig  whore 
m  V  bri|D[hteT  than  the  duy, 
le  l(jTe!ie*t  bTosaoin  there 
It  gem  liie  rich  ftirmy. 
Ihua  fohb'd  antl  Tudety  prem'd, 
e«oUt«  in  the  purple  e*pn ; 
bu  withered  on  your  breaat, 
D  ill  peifum*  up  U>  hi?aven. 
I  our  hopes  that  viak^u  feam, 
I  our  j^ja  thflt  eriJ  in  gloom, 
sn  of  <>ur  earthly  year* 
us  spring,  tnJ  hud,  and  blcKini— 
rom  the  hlrat  above 
bwn  amonfl  them  at  their  play, 
the  nm  that  most  we  love, 
irvit  «ilcnlly  away, 
fed  the  spirit' ■  «trife  t 
ile  the  inmoat  »otil  U  riven, 
m^  beauteous  bud  of  Ufo 
I  im  mortal  bloom  in  heaTen* 


riFTT  TEAKS  AGO, 

hr  the  early  limea  out  west, 
our  green  old  foncnt-homo, 
ilraiiAnt  nwmori«  freshly  yet 
IB  the  bo«om  tronie : 
br  the  fiee  atiJ  gladsome  life 
me  e»rly  daya  we  led, 
teemmi;  soil  beneath  our  feet, 
a  amitinff  beniren  o'erhead! 
irave*  of  life  Jancad  merrily, 
had  a  jovoufl  flow, 
■yi  -¥bcn  WB  were  pioneera, 
I  yvAii  ago ! 

nU  the  ahot,  the  gloHoua  eha*e, 
captured  elk  or  deer; 
up,  the  big,  hright  6  re,  and  then 
rich  and  whtikt*onne  chrer ; 
eel^  ioiitiJ  aleep,  nX  dcail  of  night, 
BUT  CJmp-fire  blaiing  high — 
en  by  the  woIPn  long  howl» 
\  the  panther  springing  by- 
rrily  pa»*'ci  the  Ume,  deapite 
■  wily  IiiHjsfi  foe, 
ky*  when  we  were  pioneer*, 
y  year*  a^n  t 

ann'd  s'lt  UIwut;  when  'twas  due 
I  wrought  with  right  good  will ; 
r  the  borne  we  won  for  them, 
r  rbiUlrcn  hlesi  us  atilL 
ed  not  hermit  lives,  but  oft 
aTiCiui  coiiverfle  met; 
ft»ot  love  were  kindled  then, 
at  bum  on  warmly  yet. 
nifantly  the  stream  of  life 
Tiue*l  it*  coTiilant  flow, 
dayi  when  we  were  pioneem, 
[ly  ye*™  ago ' 


We  felt  that  we  were  feltow-men; 

We  felt  we  were  a  hand 
Su8lain*d  here  in  the  wildemeia 

By  Heaven*»  uphoUling  hand* 
And  when  the  solemn  sabbath  curne, 

We  gathered  in  the  wood, 
And  I  i  lie  J  up  our  hearts  in  prayer 

To  God,  the  only  good, 
0^T  temples  then  were  earth  and  aky  ; 

None  othera  did  we  know 
In  the  days  when  we  wore  pioneera, 

Fifty  yc*ra  ago  I 
Our  forest  life  waa  rough  and  fude. 

And  dangen  dosed  Us  round, 
But  hew.  amid  the  green  old  tree*. 
Freedom  wc  aougbt  and  found. 
Oft  through  our  dwelling*  wintry  hU«lB 
Would  rush  with  shriek  and  moon ; 
We  cared  not^though  they  were  but  frail* 

We  fell  ihey  were  our  own  I 
Oh,  free  and  manly  lives  we  led, 

Mid  verdure  or  mid  snow. 
In  the  days  when  we  were  pioneei^ 

Fifty  yeftiTB  ago  I 
But  now  our  courae  of  life  U  shorty 

And  ae,  from  day  to  day. 
We're  walking  on  with  halting  atep, 

And  fiiiuting  by  the  way. 
Another  land,  more  bright  than  lln«, 

To  our  dim  idght  appcara, 
And  on  our  way  to  it  we'll  soon 

Ag*in  be  pioneer  1 
Yet  while  we  linger,  we  may  aW 

A  backward  glance  atill  throw 
To  the  days  when  wo  were  pioneers, 
Fifty  year*  ago ! 

TRUTH  AND  FREEDOM. 

On  the  page  that  is  immortal. 

Wo  the  brilliant  promise  ace  ; 
«  Ye  ahaU  know  the  truth,  my  people. 
And  iU  might  nball  make  you  &ee  T ' 
For  the  trulh,  then,  let  ua  battle, 

Whatsoever  fete  betide ; 
I^ng  the  boast  that  we  are  freemen, 

We  have  made  and  pnbliih'd  wide. 
He  who  has  the  truth,  »nd  kee[«  it, 
Keep  whut  not  to  him  belongs — 
Bui  peribrmi  a  ielfi*h  action, 

That  his  feUow-mortfti  wrongs. 
He  who  seeks  the  truth,  and  trembles 

At  the  danger*  he  must  brave, 
la  not  fit  to  be  a  freeman- 
He  «t  beat  ia  but  a  dave. 
He  who  hear«  the  t/uth,  and  pla^ea 

Its  high  promptings  under  ban. 
Loud  may  botat  of  all  Ihat'a  manly, 

But  can  ncTer  bo  a  man  I 
Friend,  thia  fiimplo  by  who  T«ad^t» 

Be  not  thou  like  either  them — 
But  lo  truth  gite  utmo*t  freedom, 
Attd  the  tide  it  r*i«t  sl*m. 
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BnlJ  in  upetTh  and  buld  in  action 
T3e  forevor ! — Time  will  test, 

or  the  frcc-8ourd  and  the  niaviHh, 
Which  fulfils  life's  mission  best 

Be  thou  like  the  noble  ancient — 
Scorn  the  threat  that  bids  thee  fear: 

Speak  ! — no  matter  what  betide  thee ; 
Let  them  strike,  but  make  them  hear ! 

Be  thou  like  the  first  apostles- 
Be  thou  like  heroic  Paul  : 

If  a  free  thought  seek  expression. 
Speak  it  boldly — speak  it  all ! 

Face  thine  enemies — accusers; 

Scorn  the  prison,  rack,  or  rod ; 
And,  if  thou  hast  truth  to  utter, 

Speak,  and  leave  the  rest  to  Groo ! 


The  fleecy  flock*  fly-eeomfid  and  lHlki[^l 
I  Madly  from  fimoe  to  fnoe^fiiombiiih  to  bi 


AUGUST. 

DuAT  on  thy  mantle !  dust, 
Briglit  Summer,  on  thy  livery  of  green ! 

A  tarnish,  as  of  rust, 

Dims  thy  late-brilliant  sheen: 
And  thy  young  glories — leaf,  and  bud,  and  flower — 
Change  cometh  over  them  with  every  hour. 

Thee  hath  the  August  sun 
LookM  on  with  hot,  and  fierce,  and  brassy  fiice ; 
And  still  and  lazily  run, 
Scarce  whispering  in  their  pace. 
The  half-dried  rivulets,  that  lately  sent 
A  shout  of  gladness  up,  as  on  they  went 

Flame-like,  the  long  midday, 
With  not  so  much  of  sweet  air  as  hath  stirr'd 

The  down  upon  the  spray. 

Where  rests  the  panting  bird, 
Dozing  away  the  hot  and  tedious  noon, 
Witii  fitful  twitter,  sadly  out  of  tune. 

Seeds  in  the  sultry  air. 
And  gossamer  web-work  on  the  sleeping  trees; 
E'en  the  tall  pines,  that  rear 
Their  plumes  to  cateh  the  breeze. 
The  slightest  breeze  from  the  unfreshening  west, 
Partake  the  general  languor,  and  deep  rest 

Happy,  as  man  may  be, 
Stretch* d  on  his  back,  in  homely  bean-vine  bower. 

While  the  voluptuous  bee 

Rol>8  each  surrounding  flower. 
And  prattling  chiklhood  clambers  o*er  his  breast, 
The  husbandman  enjoys  his  noonday  rest 

Against  the  hazy  sky 
The  thin  and  fleecy  clouds,  onmoving,  rest 

Beneath  them  far,  yet  high 

In  the  dim,  distant  west. 
The  vulture,  scenting  thence  ite  carrion-fiure. 
Sails,  slowly  circling  in  the  sunny  air. 

Soberly,  in  the  shade. 
Repose  the  patient  cow,  and  toil-worn  ox ; 
Or  in  the  shoal  stream  wade, 
ShelterM  by  jutting  rocks : 


Tedioualy  pMi  the  bonn^ 
And  vegetation  wilts,  with  bliiter^d  rao^ 
And  droop  the  thintiiif  flo«a% 
Where  the  alani  minbeuM  dtool: 
But  of  each  tall,  old  tree,  the  lengtbauBf  I 
Slow-creeping  eastward,  maika  the  daj'i  da 

Faster,  along  the  plain. 

Moves  now  the  shade,  and  on  the  ■wrion'i 
The  kine  are  forth  again. 
The  bird  flita  in  the  hedge. 

Now  in  the  mohen  weit  sinks  the  hot  mb. 

Welcome,  mild  eve !— the  aollrf  day  ii  doH 

Pleasantly  comeat  thoo. 
Dew  of  the  evening,  to  the  criap*d^q»  gm; 
And  the  curl*d  coni-bladea  bcnr, 
As  the  light  hnam  paaa, 
That  their  parchM  lipa  may  feel  thflab  wd  O] 
Thou  sweet  reviver  of  the  fevei'd  Ind. 

80,  to  the  thirsting  aoul, 
Cometh  the  dew  of  the  Almighty's  loie; 

And  the  scathed  heart,  i     ~     ~  ' 

Tumeth  in  joy  above. 
To  where  the  spirit  freely  may  1 
And  rove,  untrammel*d,  in  that  'beiaR  bii* 


SPRING  VERSE& 

How  with  the  aong  of  eveiy  biid. 

And  with  the  acent  of  evei 
Some  recollection  dear  ia  atinM 

Of  many  a  long-depaited  boor, 
Whose  coarse,  though  dirooded  iwir  fa  ■ 
Was  traced  in  linea  of  goldeii  Uglll 

I  know  not  if;  when  years  batw  cmI 
Their  shadows  on  life*B  early  draia^ 

Tis  wise  to  tooch  the  hope  dial'a  pM^ 
And  re^Ilume  ita  feding  boama: 

But,  though  the  futore  hath  ita  itafp 

That  olden  hope  is  dearer  fer. 

Of  all  the  present,  much  b  bri|^; 

And  in  Uie  coming  yeam,  I  aea 
A  brilliant  and  a  chwniif  fi^^ 

Which  hnma  before  me  imitanflT; 
Guiding  my  stepa,  throngfa  ban  «nd||M 
To  where  Fame*B  trnveta  pnmd^  kNOi 

Yet  ooMly  shines  it  on  uy  broir; 

And  in  my  breast  it  wdua  to  life 
None  of  the  holy  feelings  now. 

With  whkh  my  boyhood's  heart  WW  li 
It  cannot  touch  that  aecret  spring 
Which  erst  made  life  ao  blesB*d  al 


Give  me,  then  give  me  birds  and  i 
Whjclk  are  the  voice  and  breath  of  8pr 

For  thoae  the  songs  of  life's  ymug  boos 
With  thrilling  touch  recall  and  siqg: 

And  these,  with  their  sweet  breath,  impH 

Old  tales,  whose  merooiy  wanna  the  lim 
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MAT. 

than  emildst  hMt  f<>r  af  e, 

mrtj  Miy ! 

gl^m^t  ihad«f  and  fthower% 

ft,  and  brealhhig  fioweiv; 

'^r  and  TOKj-vcflted, 

*d,  r&inbo«r-cneflt«d  t 

the  eg^lantmoi 

Jtt  the  difwy  vine ; 

neny  May, 

hou  eoukkt  lut  far  tj«  I 

thy  mortiing  sky 

liU  banfs  on  ht^ ; 

tl^a/c  depihi  afnr 

era  itid  th«r«,  a  star. 

b6  the  bending  graMir 

,  e*T|y  flowen  among — 

'Id,  snd  fairy's  glaH^ — 

It  £ar  wandering  apiritti — 

iotiM  Jing™  hung, 

uid  quiet  night 

i^hening  br«c!tf*s 

J  tb«Y  ileal  along* 

m,  and  matinnsong; 

'  to  deatnictioti  hurrd 

amond  gLaw^  and  momad^A  de^-dmp 

iqd,  which  hnog  but  now         [vvorld. 

the  moantain'i  brow, 
;  the  green  earth  with  itona  { 
MS  Its  gtant  fonn^ 
huifiug  thxpe  and  haey 
yreaentiiig  Mtnething  new^ 
\j  up,  and  aprpading  ml  la  away 
tfi  rich  purples  i^m-aka  thai  uahet  in  the 
|,  at  it  onnard  gae«,  [day ; 

ry  centre  glows 

wKrm.  chcenn^  light,  the  coming  ffun 
dug  ChHsUin*9  «ou],  [bestows  r 

e  cclf-'jtiji]  goaU 
id  brighter  grc^wa,  till  Gos  illujziefl  the 

h  IKt  noontide  aky, 

tney  ample  plaj; 
■  not  mart!  blmt  ihao  t, 
LD4it'fi  raJ^  ttwlay, 
h  ihf  noontide  ikj  t 

brautifut*  how  ekar 
r  mist  the  aimo«ph*i^  I 
>t7  greet*  Ibe  t)el 
Im.  or  qiiipt  fltir. 
^aiufc'fl  w  Of  shipper — 
ao  flrtquciit, 
ri  'tis  ht™wn**rnt ! 
oughu,  thflt  long  have  ■]umb«r*d, 
nm'd  and  ranh-encumber'd-~ 
ul  and  »n»  atvay, 

the  perf(«ft  day 
itJi  Wfl,  when  we  shall  for  aye       [<?lay  l 
ia  ilarkaftmr-  dust — this  pnagn*hou£e  of 

h  thy  eri^ning  sky, 
M  thy'  wandera  by 


Biit  hath  BWrpi  tho  frp«n  ^rth^t  tK»Ottt 
Rifling  the  rich  gmpfr^Tii^c  blosaom, 
Dtillymg  with  tho  ctmpleHt  flower 
In  mosay  nook  and  roivy  bower ; 
To  the  pcrftimed  green-houtie  straying, 
And  with  rieh  exotir^  jiLaj^lng; 
Then,  unsatcd,  a  weeping  over 
Banka  of  Ihym  e,  and  fieldi  of  tlovm  I 
Out  beneath  thy  evening  sky, 
GroypB  of  ehiJdrcn  caper  by. 
Crown 'd  with  flawers,  and  ni^h  along 
With  joyoui  lnugh,  ftnd  shout,  and  song. 
Flaahing  eyd,  and  r^diiint  chevk, 
Spirita  aU  on^unnM  bc£pask< 
They  are  in  life'a  May^month  honrs. 
And  tho«e  wild  btirata  of  Joy,  what  in  tb^  IfQl 
Iifa*a  Aowera  f 

Wonld  Ihat  thou  could«t  last  for  ay«, 

Merry,  ever-merry  May ! 

Made  of  vun-gleama,  shade,  and  i^bowen^ 

Bumting  biid^  and  breathing  flowvre; 

Dripping-lock 'd,  and  rmy^vcstcd^ 

VioJ«t-»lippet*d,  rainbow-cfiested  { 

Girdled  with  the  eglantine, 

Pestoon*d  with  the  dewy  vine : 

Merry,  evcr-mcfiy  May* 

Would  that  thou  coitldjit  bet  for  aye ! 


OUR  EARLY  DAYS. 

Or«  early  daya!^How  ofWn  tn^k 
Wo  tum  on  lifers  bewildering  trRckt 
To  where*  o*ef  hill  and  v alley,  plaje 
The  sanlight  of  oof  early  dayst 

A  hoy — my  truant  Bieps  were  seen 

Where  etreams  were  bright,  and  meadows  gn^en 

Where  floWCT»,  in  beauty  and  perfume. 

Breathed  ever  of  the  Edeo-bloom; 

And  bird*,  abrond  in  thp  fire  wind* 

Song,  ad  they  left  the  earth  behind 

And  wing*d  their  joy  oua  way  above. 

Of  Edcn-peace,  and  Edcn-love, 

That  life  wa^  of  the  ioul,  oa  well 

Aa  of  the  outward  viiijble; 

And  now,  tU  streama  are  dry;  and  acre 

And  brown  its  mcadowa  all  appear  ; 

Gone  are  ita  flowers  ?  ita  bird**  g)ad  Toice 

But  fieldotii  bid«  my  heart  rejoice ; 

And,  like  the  mlat  aa  eomes  the  day, 

lt«  EJen-gionea  roll  away« 

A  youth^ — ^the  moontain-torrent  made 
TTie  music  which  my  boo  I  obey'iL 
To  shun  the  crowded  way*  of  men, 
And  ieek  Ihe  old  traditionM  glen, 
Where,  through  the  dim,  uncertain  light. 
Moved  many  an  cTer^hanging  ipriltf, 
Atone  the  aplinter^d  crag  to  dar«. 
While  trooping  »hiidowa  fiUM  the  air, 
And  qukken*d  faney  many  a  form 
Traced  vai^nely  in  the  gathering  atonn, 
To  trcail  the  fore«t*<  lone  arnadea. 
And  dreaiD  of  8herwood'«  peopled  ahadcB, 
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And  WindiOT's  kaunted  «  alleys  green" 
"  Dingle"  and  *<  bosky  bourn*'  between. 
Till  burst  upon  my  raptured  glance 
The  whole  wide  realm  of  Old  Romance : 
Such  W98  the  life  I  lived — a  youth ! 
But  vanish*d,  at  the  touch  of  Truth, 
And  never  to  he  known  agen, 
Is  all  that  made  my  being  then. 

A  man — the  thirst  for  fame  was  mine. 

And  bow'd  me  at  Ambition*s  shrine, 

Among  the  votaries  who  have  given 

Time,  health,  hope,  peace— and  madly  striven, 

Ay,  madly !  for  that  which,  when  found. 

Is  oflcnest  but  an  empty  sound. 

And  I  have  worshipped !— even  yet 

Mine  eye  is  on  the  idol  set ; 

But  it  hath  found  so  much  to  be 

But  hollowncas  and  mockery, 

That  from  its  worship  od  it  turns 

To  where  a  light  intcnser  bums. 

Before  whoso  radiance,  pure  and  ^niann. 

Ambition's  star  must  cease  to  charm. 


Our  early  days ! — ^They  haunt  us  < 
Bright  star-gleams  on  life's  silent  river. 
Which  pierce  the  shadows,  deep  and  dun, 
That  bar  e'en  manhood's  noonday  sun. 


THE  LABOURER. 

Stand  up— erect !     Thou  hast  the  form. 
And  likeness  of  thy  God  ! — who  more  ! 

A  soul  as  dauntless  mid  the  storm 

Of  daily  life,  a  heart  as  yrarm 

And  pure,  as  breast  e'er  wore. 

What  then  7 — Thou  art  as  true  a  man 
As  moves  the  human  mass  among; 

As  much  a  part  of  the  great  plan 

That  with  Creation's  dawn  began. 
As  any  of  the  throng. 

Who  is  thine  encn^  1  the  high 

In  station,  or  in  wealth  the  chief  1 

The  great,  who  coldly  pass  thee  by. 

With  proud  stop  and  averted  eyel 
Nay !  nurse  not  such  beliefl 

If  true  unto  thyself  thou  wast. 

What  were  the  proud  one's  scorn  to  thcel 
A  feather,  which  thou  mightest  cast 
Aside,  as  idly  as  the  blast 

The  light  leaf  from  the  tree. 

No : — uncurb'd  passions,  low  desires, 

Absence  of  noble  self-respect, 
Drnth,  in  the  breast's  consuming  fires, 
To  that  high  nature  which  aspires 

Forever,  till  thus  check'd ; 

These  are  thine  enemies — thy  worst ; 

They  chain  thee  to  thy  lowly  lot: 
Thy  labour  and  thy  life  accursed. 
O,  stand  erect !  and  from  them  burst ! 

And  longer  suffer  not ! 


Thou  art  tliyMlf  tUna  coenij! 

The  great !— what  better  they  tfaaa 
As  thein,  is  not  thy  will  ee  frael 
Has  CroD  with  eqiuil  tknan  thee 

Negleetadlo  endow  t 

True,  wealth  thoa  hast  not— 'tis  bat  dv 
Nor  place    uncertein  ae  the  wind! 
But  that  thoa  hast,  which,  with  fhj  cmi 
And  water,  may  despiae  the  hut 
Of  both — a  noble  mind. 


With  this,  and  paasiooa  under  ban. 
True  fiuth,  and  holy  tniet  in  Gee, 

Thoa  art  the  peer  of  any  man. 

Look  up,  then:  that  thy  little  spn 
Of  life  may  be  wen  trod  I 


THE  MOTHERS  OF  THE  WES1 

Tai  mothen  of  oar  foreet4aiid ! 

Stoat-hearted  damea  were  they; 
^^^tfa  nerve  to  wield  the  battle-toud. 

And  join  the  boider-firmy. 
Oar  rough  land  had  no  braver. 

In  its  days  of  blood  and  atiifc 
Aye  ready  for  severest  toil, 

Aye  free  to  peril  lift. 

The  mothen  of  oar  finwt-laiid! 

On  old  Kentoi^y'a  aoQ 
How  shared  they,  with  eadi  iliUBtlw  h 

War's  tempest  and  lift'e  toill 
They  shrank  not  fiom  fhn  fnnmin 

They  quail'd  not  in  the  6ghl— 
But  cheer'd  their  hasbands  tfaraqgb  Ihi^ 

And  soothed  them  thmogh  tfai  nih 

The  mothers  of  oar  ferestpknd! 

Their  bosoms  pillow'd  men! 
And  proud  were  they  by  inch  to  stni 

In  hammock,  fort,  or  glsBi 
To  load  the  sure,  old  rifle 

To  run  the  leaden  ball^ 
To  watch  a  battling  hnafaand'a  phflib 

Andfillit,dionldhe&n: 

The  mothers  of  oar  fnrost  lend ! 

Such  were  tteir  daOy  deedfc 
Their  monamenti— ^whem  does  it  rtadl 

Their  epitaph  I— who  nadil 
No  braver  dames  had  Sparta, 

No  noUer  matrana  Hoina 
Tet  who  or  lands  or  honoors  then, 

E'en  in  their  own  green  honsl 

The  mothen  of  oar  ferart4and  f 

They  sleep  in  anknowu  grmi: 
And  had  they  home  and  nnnad  a  bnd 

Of  ingntes,  or  of  shvei^ 
They  had  not  been  man  na^aetad! 

Bat  their  gmvea  ibal]  yet  be  I 
And  their  monamante  dot  hen  and 

««The  Daik  and  Bloody  i 
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rii  Ws^eitL  HoLitt«  h  a  soti  of  the  liil« 
.  Hniiifks,  D*D.,  and  wan  born  At  C&m- 
,  MAPWicbuHtu,  on  the  twenty -niijlh  d«j  of 
(t  IH05*  He  recciTed  hirt  early  eJiiMlion 
Phi1lipf»  Bietvr  A  cade  my »  and  entered  Har- 
nivereity  in  18S5»  Oti  bpine:  graduated  he 
?nced  the  <tydy  of  th«  law,  but  tclinquiBtied 
T  one  jear*s  apppUcatJim,  for  the  more  con- 
pursuit  of  medtein^f  to  which  he  devoted 
r  vrtth  irdour  and  industry.  For  the  mom 
KfuL  pn^MCDlion  of  htn  studfes^  he  vtatti^ 

0  in  the  «prin|Er  "f  1833,  posain^  the  pHnci- 
rtkin  ot  hb  feculence  abroad  at  Pari§,  where 
«[3ded  tb«  hoflpitale,  Dtqujn*d  an  intimtte 
rdge  of  the  language^  and  became  peraonally 
nbftj  with  many  of  the  most  eminent  phjtt- 
of  France* 

returned  to  Boston  near  the  close  of  1835, 

1  tiie  following  *f»rina  commenced  the  prao- 
'  medicine  In  that  ^'ity.  In  the  autumn  of 
me  year  he  duliTcred  »  poem  before  ibe  Phi 
tappa  Hocjcly  of  Harvard  Univcraityv  which 
■cciv^  wkh  eKraonUnary  and  merited  ap 
lu  in  leas  he  WHS  vhcUKl  Prrtfeawrof  Antt- 
od  PbjiioloRy  in  the  medical  iniitilalion  con* 
I  with  Dartmouth  CoUege,  but  resigned  tho 
on  hij  marria^i^e,  two  year*  afterward*  De- 
;  aU  hid  attention,  to  bia  profession,  he  aoon 
ed  a  larpTB  and  lucrative  practice,  and  in  1947 
Xeeded  Dr^WARHK?r  on  Professor  of  A nato^ 
the  meiJtral  department  of  Harvard  TJmversi- 
lis  principal  medical  wrilidga  arc  compri^d  tn 
loylston  Prize  E««ays,""  Lectures  on  Popular 
ion«  in  Medicine,**  and  the  "Theory  and  Prac- 
by  hi mseJf  a r>d  Dr.  B  i  n k to  w ,  His  otbe r com- 
m«  in  provo  c^insisl  of  occaiional  addreaaes^ 
apetv  in  the  North  Aitj<?rii^n  Eeview, 

>  earllvr  poemv  of  Dr.  HoL^vKft  appeared  In 
CdNfgfan."*  They  were  litlJe  leas  diatin- 
fti  for  correct  and  mcloditmaTpfiiification  than 
oiie  recent  and  mo^t  clalwrats  producLioniu 
attracted  attention  by  their  humuur  and  ori* 
Ij,  and  were  widely  republished  in  the  peri- 
•f.  But  a  ftmaJI  portion  of  them  have  been 
d  under  his  proper  aignature, 
1  831  a  small  volume  appeared  in  Boston,  cik' 
^  [lluatraliona  of  the  Athenaeum  Gallery  of 
ing*,*'  and  composed  of  metrical  piece*,  chiefly 
!al,  written  by  Dn  Holxes  and  Eft^n  Sim* 
t  It  embraced  nuiny  of  our  author  a  beat  bu- 
tt ^tTmc$t  utijefwiid  printed  among  bia  ac- 


It*  Col]«,fiM"  wa»  m  moadi^f  mi*ceU«nr  ptibUiiied 
^  Ny  tb«  urKl«;fr«dTjAiei  if  C&mbrld(rB>    Amodf  tha 

I  r«iiii«tn4>^rvd  fur  hiM  MiD^rahle  l«caii¥i  an  iba  poeUi 
Hon  of  Enf  tvid,  a&d  John  O  SAaaiNT^  wbo  hai 
niMbmA  hiMaeit  at  a  AWftrt  and  u  a  poUttcal  wtimt. 


know|«alged  workst     Hi»  "  Poetry,  a  Afetrieat  E»- 

aay,"  was  delivered  before  a  literary  sodely  at 
Cambridge.  It  i%  in  tlie  heroic  mea^ure^  and  in 
its  versification  it  is  not  aurpaflsed  by  any  pc>em 
written  in  tbia  coon  try*  It  relate*  to  the  nnturo 
and  office*  of  poetry,  and  is  il^elf  a  series  of  bnt- 
liant  tl lustrations  of  (he  ideai  of  which  it  is  an  &%* 
preaeion.  Of  the  universality  of  the  poetical  feel- 
ing he  any  a  :^ — 

T1i»r«  brvaihRB  no  helnt  but  lit*  •oiae  pmCtmca 

To  iha£  fin©  iutllntt  culfd  p<wEi<^  m-m*  ; 

TtjA  it)iti^*t  iAVft^f  rouniui^  thn^^h  tbe  wU^^ 

TtHj  iuGuiX^  n*t0Dlbf  to  thv  wwhline  blrdj 
Tbc  maiher,  •miUaf  at  it«  liair-fcinzwd  wwd  ; 
Tbs  a««iiiijn,  cAstfav  "Brlih  DapimtiBKi]  livtd 
Tb«  TQter  iliai  abakea  the  tum!>tt  gf  U^  IkikI  ^ 
Tbe  slave,  wbo^  tlaaibe/lnir  oQ  hfi  nislad  ebaho, 
Dr«uiu  of  ibc  palm-treei  ofi  h^  tmniliif  pia^  | 
tlHi  bot^avli'd  revalM-,  totulaif  down  (be  wiM^ 
To  jata  ibo  chomi  pttalini^  "  Aold  laaf  iyn«f" 
Tlrt  gmJie  maid,  wb'Mtf  aanr?  vya  |TOwa  dim, 
Ir^^ile  Htfaven  i§  Hjit^nfaf  to  h«r  evvDinp  bjma  j 
Tbc  jowieU'd  twuiif,  wh^ft  bar  f  E^^pi  draw  near 
Tba  cLretlDj;  danm  uh)  datillDjc  irlmttd^ller; 
E'tfQ.  tr«mbllii|^  affi,  when  fipnn^f**  rvnavrlaj  aJr 
Wairti  tlitt  tJ>tn  rifigJvi*  of  bi»  *il«'6r'4j  half— 
AJI,  mJl  are  (;1ow^ti£  with  Uir  ^luwap]  naUM^ 

WliIK  unembalDi'd,  iba  tiili5Qf  4n»j|iBt  dkea^ 
Ilia  mf^moTf  pmiog  with  lii»  Emilcui  mni  i^^tta! 

The  poet,  he  contends,  ia 

Hp,  wboae  Qioajrhta  diA^rlnc:  tuA  la  ibape,  Inl  Anati 
Wbat  DLben  tWL,  mmv  I9ll|'  cao  exprvat. 

In  another  part  of  the  essay  is  Ibe  following 
fine  description  of  the  diScFent  English  mcaauns* : 

PfjetP,  lika  paiutar*,  Ibokr  macblitarr  cEaifm 
And  vrnw  brsto**  U*<i  vamljil]  aad  ihe  fnusie? 
Our  ^ntinf  EDr^tib,  wbota  T?uiimk  J«jr 
SbaJiM  tbe  racK'd  axJ^  of  Art* ■  raitlio^  car, 
Fiti  Uie  Mi*a3c  Jn  tbe  Uhm  thai  0rd 
Fait  in  tCi  ptaee  eacb  aajoy-an^W  word } 
FruEQ  Sunn  lipi  AitACHiEOPt's  atioben  £:lida, 
A«  ^ac9  (bp  J  iMlijAd  OD  tbo  Tetan  tide, 
Anilt  fi^h  travB^jifH],  the  Iliad  thrUla  afaliB 
¥rvm  A(bi«iEi'i  cUITa  u  o'er  Afilkaii#s  plaliii 
The  pnmd  b«mk,  with  ttt  palsa-llto  tat, 
Rlft^a  ril0  tb«  ejrniba^  claiililBf  oa  ibay  amtt ; 
Tbe  aw«si  gpenarnui,  f  atbeiln j  ^  it  lkiiira» 
Svfteepi  s<^tlr  oa-wtrd  to  It*  dfinf  £lwr, 
Wb*rw  waip«  on  vaT»  In  lung  Hjccaailoa  pour. 
Till  tbA  DloUi  bDlow  melti  aloni?  t})A  abore  i 
Ttw  loavlf  tpirit  of  the  mourn  ftil  laj^ 
Wlikh  Htm  Iminonil  In  ih«  verae  «f  OLaTj 
In  tablv  pliimji^'!!  slowjy  drift*  akmf. 
On  aarle  ptair^n,  Uiroy^  thpi  air  of  tonf  i 
Tbo  jrllUfi^f  trrk  b<»u»d#  alaatk  bj, 
Witb  daafakair  rlfif  ^«$a  and  anUinf  «j«, 
Yrtiilri  eirery  Imafr,  In  bflf  airy  whirl, 
Olcami  Like  a  diamood  oa  a  djmcini  ^Kt 
la  1843  Dr.  Hni^itia  publif'hed  *"  Terpsichorr,'' 
•  poem  read  at  the  annual  dinner  of  the  Phi  Beta 
Kappa  Society  m  that  year;  and  is  ie4S*  "  Ura- 
nia, «  Hhymed  LeaKm,"  pronounced  before  the 
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Mercantile  Library  Association.  The  last  is  a 
collection  of  brilliant  thoughts,  with  many  local 
alluHions,  in  compact  but  flowing  and  harmonious 
versilication,  and  is  the  longest  poem  Dr.  Holmes 
haH  published  since  the  appearance  of  his  <<  Metri- 
cal Kssu>"  in  1835. 

Dr.  IIui.MKH  is  a  poet  of  art  and  humour  and 
genial  sentiment,  with  a  style  remarkable  for  its 
purity,  teri^eness,  and  point,  and  for  an  exquisite 


finish  and  grace.  His  Ijiici  ring  «nd  ipukle  E 
cataracts  of  siWer,  and  hw  mmooa  piaees — as  si 
cessful  in  their  way  aa  thoaa  miithfiil  froiicB 
his  mose  for  which  he  ia  beat  known  anist  i 
attention  by  tonchca  of  the  moat  genaine  pad 
and  tendemeasL  All  hia  poema  illostrate  a  mai 
feeling,  and  have  in  them  a  current  of  good  sra 
the  more  charming  becanse  aomewhat  out  of  ft 
ion  now  in  worka  of  im«|pwti«i«  ^nd  Sukj, 


ON  LENDING  A  PLTVCH-BOWL. 

This  ancient  silver  bowl  of  mine — it  tells  of  good 

old  limes — 
Of  joyous  (lays,  and  jolly  nights,  and  merry  Christ- 
mas chimes ; 
They  were  a  free  and  jovial  race,  but  honest,  brave, 

and  true, 
That  dipped  their  ladle  in  the  punch  when  this  old 

bowl  was  new. 
A  Spanish  galleon  brought  the  bar — so  runs  the 

ancient  tale ; 
'T  was  hammcr'd  by  an  Antwerp  smith,  whose  arm 

was  like  a  flail ; 
And  now  and  then  between  the  atrokes,  for  fear 

his  strength  should  fail. 
He  wiped  his  brow,  and  quaflTd  a  cup  of  good  old 

Flemish  ale. 
'T  was  purchased  by  an  English  squire  to  please 

his  loving  dame, 
Who  saw  the  cherubs,  and  conceived  a  longing  for 

the  same ; 
And  oft,  as  on  the  ancient  stock  another  twig  was 

found, 
T  was  fiUM  with  caudle  spiced  and  hot,  and  handed 

smoking  round. 
But,  changing  hands,  it  reached  at  IcngUi  a  Puritan 

divine. 
Who  Uiied  to  follow  Timothy,  and  take  a  little  wine. 
But  hated  punch  and  prelacy ;  and  so  it  was,  per- 
haps. 
He  went  to  Leyden,  where  he  found  conven|icles 

and  schnaps. 

And  then,  of  course,  you  know  what*s  next :  it  left 
the  Dutchman*s  shore 

With  those  that  in  the  May-Flower  came — a  hun- 
dred souls  and  more — 

Along  with  all  the  furniture,  to  fill  their  new 
abodes — 

To  judge  by  what  is  still  on  hand,  at  least  a  hun- 
dred loads. 

Twas  on  a  dreary  winter's  eve,  the  night  was 
closing  dim, 

When  old  Milf.s  Stattdisii  took  the  bowl,  and 
fllPd  it  to  the  brim ; 

The  little  captain  stood  and  stirrM  the  posset  with 
his  sword,  | 

And  all  his  stunly  men-at-arms  were  ranged  about  , 
the  board.  I 

He  pour*d  the  fiery  Hollands  in — the  man  that 
never  fcar*d — 

He  took  a  long  and  solemn  draught,  and  wiped 
his  yellow  beard : 


And  one  by  one  the  nraaketeen— the  mm  d 

fought  and  pray'd — 
All  drank  aa  'twere  their  moChiBr^a  milk,  nd  i 

a  man  afiraid. 
That  night,  afirighted  from  his  nest,  the  Kmai 

eagle  flew : 
He  heard  the  Peqaot*B  ringinf  whoop^  the  nidw 

wild  halloo ; 
And  there  the  mchem  leam'd  the  nib  he  tmj 

to  kith  and  kin  : 
«  Run  from  the  white  man  when  yon  find  Immtd 

of  Hollands  gin !" 

A  hundred  years,  and  fifty  more,  had  ipnid  &■ 

leaves  and  snows, 
A  thousand  rube  had  flatten'd  down  avji  EM 

cherub's  noee ; 
When  once  again  the  bowl  was  fiU'd,  bit  oal  i 

mirth  or  joy^ 
'Twas  mingled  by  a  motber*a  hand  to  ducrht 

parting  boy. 

<•  Drink,  JoH  IT,"  she  said,  •• 't  will  do  y^fDod ;  poi 

child,  you'll  never  bear 
This  working  in  the  diunal  trench,  out  in  the  ■& 

night  air ; 
And  if— God  bleas  me— -you  wen  hot  ^«m1 

keep  away  the  chilL** 
So  JoHv  did  drink — and  well  be  wrought  dM 

night  at  Bunker*!  hiU! 

I  tell  you,  there  waa  generoaa  wanndi  m  good  d 

Engliah  cheer; 
I  tell  you,  'twaa  a  pleamnt  tbooghl  la  driakl 

symbol  here. 
'TIS  but  the  fool  that  loraa  azeaaa:  bait  dMi 

drunken  aoull 
Thy  bane  ism  thy  riiaUow  Anil    nolinMyJw 

bowl! 

I  love  the  memoiy  of  the  part    ita  piaa'd  jet  b 

grant  flowefs— 
The  moss  that  clothea  ita  brokeo  walhbtha  ifj  c 


■v«y 


its 
Nay,  thia  poor  banhla  il 

grow  moist  and  dim. 
To  think  of  all  the  vaniah'd  joya 

aroimd  ita  brim. 


Then  fill  a  fair  and  honeat  eim.and  beai 

to  me; 
The  goblet  hallows  all  it  hoMa,  whata*artha  liqmdl 
A/ul  may  the  cheruba  on  ita  ftoa  pnltct  ma  fh 

the  sii^ 
That  dooma  one  to  thoaa  draadfid  weidi    "1 

dear,  where  Aoae  yon  baanl** 
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LEXtNGTOW, 


8lowi,¥  the  mist  o*er  the  ricmiIow  txah  creeping^ 

Brij^t  im  ihc  4k wy  hmh  gji^teu'di  the  au^i^ 
WKmh  from  hi*  couch — while  hU  children  wpfc 
Blcpping— - 
Siae  th«  botJ  T«»bcl  ind  flhonlder'J  bit  gun. 
Waging  h^r  grtld^n  teU 
Orer  the  lUent  Jale, 
Btitbtf  Inok'd  the  morning  on  cottage  and  m^r^  \ 
Hqsh'd  was  hii  parting  ligh, 
W hi  1*3  from  hi«  noble  eye 
FlaahM  the  bst  bparkle  of  Liberty 'h  fire. 

On  tbe  nnoolh  green  whem  tb«  lfe«li  leaf  ia  vpring^ 

GalMly  the  fif»l*bofn  of  g-Jory  ha^e  met :    [inj^ 

Qcrk !  tlw  deaih-'Tollej  Abound  them  ib  Hnging — 

Look !  Vfiih  ihtlr  life-blood  1  lie  young  gran k  wet. 

Faint  U  th«  feeble  hreath, 

Munnunng  lom  in  death— 
■^Teli  to  our  nons  how  their  tulher«  liava  died ;'' 

Nerveless  the  iron  hand, 

Rai^d  far  it-i  native  lunj,, 
liei  bj  the  weapon  tl»at  gleams  ot  its  liile. 

Ortt  the  iiillsides  the  wild  knell  is  tolling* 
Fnam  Ihdr  far  hatzilet«  the  jeoroaniy  come ; 

Am  thro'  the  (torm^elouda  the  thunilt:r-burst  rollings 
Cirdca  tbe  Ix5»t  of  tUtf  mtisicring  drum. 
Fast  on  the  soldier^t^  path 
Darken  iho  wave*  of  wrath  j 

hodg  bave  they  gather  d,  and  lond  flhall  they  iktl  t 
Red  glai^  the  mmkcC*  £aj»li^ 
Bh^  rings  the  riHe'a  crash, 

Bbnng  and  dangkig  from  thicket  and  watt. 

Cnjly  the  plume  of  ttl€  horseman  was  dancings 

Never  to  shadow  hh  cold  brow  a^aiti  j 
Pft7udly  at  morning  the  wiir-rflccd  waa  prancing, 
Reeking  and  panting  he  droops  on  the  rotn ; 
Pale  b  (be  lip  of  scorn, 
Yoieetew  the  trumpct^bom 
Tom  ia  tbe  Billten-fring^d  red  cross  on  high ; 
Many  a  licJltd  breast 
Low  on  the  lurf  shall  retU 
Ere  the  dark  hnnten  the  herd  have  pa^'d  by. 

Snow-girdled  crags  where  the  hnarse  wind  U  tnving, 
Rocks  where  the  weary  flooda  murmur  and  wail. 
Wilds  where  the  fcm  by  t^ic  furrow  is  waving. 
Reef  J  with  the  echoes  that  rode  on  the  gaft^ ; 
Far  as  the  tein^vst  thrills 
Over  tbe  durkej&M  bille. 
Far  aa  th«  cim«<hine  sitreams  aver  Uie  plain, 
Rouaod  by  tbe  tyrant  band, 
Wobe  all  the  mighty  land, 
Girded  for  battle,  from  mnunlain  Lo  main- 
Green  be  tlie  gra¥es  where  bur  martyra  are  lying  ? 
8hroudleffl  and  lofiiblew  they  sunk  to  their  rest ; 
While  oVr  their  afihea  the  alurry  fold  flying, 
Wrmpa  the  proud  eagle  tiiey  f  otiacd  from  his  nCsL 
Home  on  her  northern  pine. 
Long  o'er  the  foaming  brine 
%fe«d  her  broad  banner  to  storm  and  to  aun ; 
Heaven  keep  her  ever  fnce 
Wide  aa  o  i^r  land  and  aca 
FlmtM  ihe  fair  embkm  her  htroei  have  won  I 
27 


A  SONG  OF  OTHER  DATS. 

Afl  o'er  Ihe  glacier**  frojfii  sheet 
Hrcathes  soft  the  Alpine  rose, 

So,  through  iift'*s  dceert  springing  swetit, 
The  flower  of  friendship  grows; 

And  as,  whereW  tbe  rosea  grow, 
Some  rain  or  dew  descends, 

*T  is  Nature's  law  thai  wine  lihouIJ  QoW 
To  wet  the  lips  of  frienda* 
Then  once  again,  before  we  port. 

My  empty  glass  shall  ring; 
And  he  that  has  the  warmciit  lifiut 
Shall  loudest  laugh  and  ning. 

They  say  we  were  not  Ijom  to  eat ; 

But  gray*hatred  sages  think 
It  mcana — **  Be  moderate  in  your  tll«at| 

And  partly  live  lo  Jrjnk." 
For  baser  tribes  ilie  rivers  flow 

That  know  not  wine  or  song ; 
Man  wanla  but  little  drink  below, 

But  wants  that  little  strong. 
Then  once  tgaiuj  &c 

If  one  bright  drop  is  like  the  gem 

That  deekii  a  monarches  crown. 
One  gob!et  holds  a  diadem 

Of  rtihiea  melted  down  I 
A  %  for  CKa4it*a  blaxing  brow, 

But,  like  the  Eg>ptian  queen. 
Bid  each  disaoMng  jewel  glow 

Mj  thirsty  lips  between- 
Thim  mee  Again,  A^ 

The  QreciflnV  mound,  tbe  RdmanV  urn^ 

Are  ailent  when  we  call, 
Yet  sUll  tlie  purple  grapea  rettUtt 

To  cluater  on  tbe  wmll ; 
It  woa  a  bright  fmmortaj'a  head 

They  circled  with  tbe  Tine, 
And  o*er  their  be«t  and  braveat  dead 

Tbey  pour'd  the  dark-red  wine, 
Then  once  again,  Ac, 

ITolhinka  o*er  every  sparkling  glass 

Yeong  Emos  waves  bia  wmgs^ 
And  echoes  o'er  its  dimples  pass 

From  dead  AiticaEOTv^s  atringa* 
And,  to«»ing  round  its  beaded  brtm 

*rbeir  lockt  of  floating  goki, 
With  bacchant  dance  aruJ  cboril  hjUlfi 

Return  the  nymphs  of  old. 
Then  once  again,  4tc. 

A  welcome,  than»  to  joy  and  mirthi 

From  hearts  as  fresh  as  ours. 
To  scatter  o*er  the  dust  of  earth 

Their  vwet^iiy  mingled  flowers  j 
'Tis  Wiadom  «lf  Ihe  cup  that  fillip 

In  spite  of  Folly's  frown ; 
And  Nature,  from  her  tmjw^lad  hllK 

That  raina  her  life-blood  down  ! 

Then  once  again,  before  we  pafV 
Mj  empty  glasa  thall  ring ; 

And  he  that  ho^  the  warmest  haaH 
Shall  Joodett  laugh  and  sing. 
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THE  CAMBRIDGE  CHURCHYARD. 

Our  ancient  church !  its  lowly  toirer, 

Beneath  the  loftier  ipire, 
Ib  shadow'd  when  the  sunaet  hoar 

Clothes  the  tall  shaft  in  fire ; 
It  sinks  beyond  the  distant  eye, 

Long  ere  the  glittering  yane, 
High  wheeling  in  the  western  sky. 

Has  faded  o*er  the  plain. 

Like  sentinel  and  nun,  they  keep 

Their  ngil  on  the  green ; 
Que  leeins  to  guard,  and  one  to  weep, 

The  dead  that  lie  between ; 
And  both  roll  out,  so  full  and  near, 

Their  music's  mingling  waves, 
They  shake  the  grass,  whose  pennon'd  spear 

Leans  on  the  narrow  graves. 

The  stranger  parts  the  flaunting  weeds. 

Whose  seeds  the  winds  have  strown 
So  thick  beneath  the  line  he  reads. 

They  shade  the  sculptured  stone ; 
The  child  unveils  his  cluster*d  brow. 

And  ponders  for  a  while 
The  graven  willow's  pendent  bough. 

Or  rudest  cherub's  miile. 

But  what  to  them  the  dirge,  the  knelll 

These  were  the  mourner's  share ; 
The  sullen  fiang,  whose  heavy  swell 

Thrcbo'd  through  the  beating  air; 
The  rattling  cord, — the  rolling  stone,-* 

The  shelving  sand  that  slid. 
And,  far  beneath,  with  hollow  tone 

Rung  on  the  coffin's  lid. 

The  slumberer's  mound  grows  fresh  and  green, 

Then  slowly  disappears ; 
The  moAses  creep,  the  gray  stones  lean. 

Earth  hides  his  date  and  years ; 
But,  long  before  the  once-loved  name 

Is  sunk  or  worn  away, 
Xo  lip  *he  silent  dust  may  claim, 

That  presA'd  the  breathing  clay. 

Go  whore  the  ancient  pathway  guides. 

See  where  our  sires  laid  down 
Their  smiling  babes,  their  cherish'd  brides, 

The  patriarchs  of  the  town ; 
Hast  thou  a  tear  for  buried  love  1 

A  sigh  for  transient  power  1 
All  that  a  century  left  above, 

Go,  read  it  in  an  nour ! 

The  Indian's  shafl,  the  Briton's  ball. 

The  sabre's  thirsting  edge. 
The  hot  shell,  shattering  in  its  fall. 

The  bayonet's  rending  wedge, — 
Here  scatter'd  death ;  yet  seek  the  spot. 

No  trace  thine  eye  can  see, 
No  altar, — and  they  need  it  not 

Who  leave  their  children  free ! 

Look  where  the  turbid  rain-drops  stand 
In  many  a  chisell'd  square. 


The  knightly  cmt^  tiie  lUflUt  tlw 
Of  hononr'd  nanwi  «m  then; 

Alas!  fw  every  tew  k  dried 
Thon  fabion'd  tddeto  knpv, 

SvPB  when  the  icy  iiiai1ile*s  ads 
Dripe  with  the  erenuiff  dew. 

Or  gaze  apoo  yon  pilhr'd  atme^* 

The  empty  am  of  pride ; 
There  stands  the  goMet  end  the  sonr- 

What  need  of  more  beaadel 
Where  lives  the  memoiy  of  the  deed! 

Who  made  tfaetr  tomb  a  toyi 
Whose  ashes  press  that  nemeleae  bed! 

Go,  ask  the  village  boy! 


Lean  o'er  the  slender  i 

Ye  ever-roaming  girle; 
The  breath  that  bids  the  Uoseom  Ml 

May  lift  your  floating  eniii. 
To  sweep  the  simple  Unes  that  teO 

An  exile'srf  date  and  doom ; 
And  sigh,  for  where  hie  danghlen  dw4 

They  wreathe  the  etnnflei'e  1 


And  one  amid  theee  shedee  wee  ban, 

Beneath  tiiis  tnif  who  lies, 
Onoe  beeming  as  the  fluamM 

That  cloaed  her  gentle  eyes; 
If  sinless  angels  love  as  we^ 

Who  stood  thy  grave  berfde, 
Three  seraph  welcomes  weili  ~ 

The  daughter,  sister,  bride! 

I  wandered  to  thy  buried  moaiid« 

When  earth  was  hid,  below 
The  level  of  the  glaring  groond. 

Choked  to  its  gates  with  snow, 
And  when  with  snmmer'e  floweiry 

The  lake  of  verdnre  roU'd, 
As  if  a  sultan*s  wUte-robed  shvee 

Had  scattered  pearls  and  gol^    ' 

Nay,  the  soft  pinions  of  the  air. 

That  lifts  this  trembling  tone^ 
Its  breath  of  love  m^  almost  Imt, 

To  kiss  thy  fnneral-stone ; 
And,  now  thy  smiles  have  peBs*d  Mny, 

For  all  Uie  joy  they  gave. 
May  sweetest  dews  and  warmert  iif 

Lie  on  (hine  eariy  grave ! 


When  damps  beneath,  and  stoma 

Have  bow'd  these  firagDe  towcn^ 
Still  o'er  the  graves  yon  loenet-groi«B 

Shall  swing  its  orient  floweis; 
And  I  would  adk  no  moiddering  bosl, 

If  o'er  this  haraMe  fine. 
Which  bmthed  aaigh  o'er  otiiei'a  Jwt, 

Might  call  a  tear  on  mhe. 

- 

*  Tb«  tomb  of  the  Vassall  Ainir  Is  smkad  ay  i 
stone  Ubl6t,siipfN»rtMi  hy  llva  lAHars^aai  kearlaga 
but  tbe  scBlpiureit  relkfb  of  Iks  foMst  awl  the  mii, 
Mr-wbicta  deslgnatad  a  powarflil  Asrilj.  now  t 
forfotlen. 

tTha  ezHe  referred  lo  ki  Oris  staeea  waa  a  eai 
Honflear,  la  Nonaaady. 
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AN  EVEKmO  THOUGKT, 

WjtITTEir    At  3BA. 

Ir  Aomrtimei  in  the  dai-k-bltie  ej&. 

Or  in  the  d«p-r«d  win«, 
Of  «ooibal  by  gentlcsi  molojy, 

BtUl  wuriiis  tbJA  heaft  of  miitev 
Tetfometbuig  rxj^vr  bi  ihe  bloody 

And  cftlin«r  in  the  bram, 
Usvm  vfhiMpet'd  thiC  my  drouth's  brtghl  iood 

Cbb«,  not  to  Sow  again, 

tf  bj  HelYctta^fl  wture  lake. 

Or  Arno*a  jelLow  sireamj 
Eadi  star  of  memory  could  awftk*^ 

As  in  my  first  yoting  dream^ 
I  know  tbat  nben  mine  eye  aball  ^reet 

The  hdl-Hy^a  biejfck  *ntl  bare» 
Th^t  ifinl  my  boniCi  it  will  ciot  miTvt 

My  cbi  Id  hood's  tunseta  there* 

0,  when  bve'*  first,  iwwi,  itolen  kira 

Bom'd  00  my  boyiwh  brow, 
Wa^  th at  J  ognf?  forphcad  fvom  oj  thb  ! 

Wa*  that  fluahM  cheifk  as  now  I 
Where  that  wifd  puliK  and  tb robbing  heart 

Like  the«e,  which  vainly  striv*, 
ta  tbankkfli  stmins  of  aouHesa  Mt, 

To  dream  themjieEves  afive  T 

Alai  1  the  morning  dew  b  go&«^ 

Gone  ere  tlie  full  of  day ; 
Lifer's  iron  fetu-r  still  I*  on, 

Ita  wreath*  nU  torn  away ; 
Happy  if  tlill  iome  ca^oaJ  hour 

Can  warm  the  fading  shrine^ 
Too  ftoon  to  chill  beyond  the  power 

Of  k)ve,  or  tang,  or  wine  I  { 


1% 


LA  GRISETTE, 

Aa,  Ci^KicEiTec  !  whnn  I  n&w  thee  lut 

Trip  down  the  Roe  de  Seine, 
And  turning,  when  Uiy  form  had  i 

I  *iiid.  **  Wc  meet  af^nin," — 
I  tlreamM  tiol  in  th*t  idle  glance 

Thy  latest  tma^  cnme, 
And  only  left  to  memory 'a  Imnce 

A  shadow  and  a  name. 

The  few  ftmni^e  words  my  Hpa  had  binght 

Thy  timid  voice  to  Pj^ieak; 
Thi?:i[f  i^rnftler  stgha,  which  often  brought 

Pre^h  roses  to  thy  cheek ; 
The  twling  of  thy  lonir.  loofie  hair 

Bent  o  cr  my  couch  of  pain, 
AIL  all  TcturnMt  more  tweet,  more  ftir; 

0»  had  we  met  aj^in  T 

t  walkM  whi!i.re  aoint  ami  virf^o  kmp 

The  *is^l  Ughu  of  Heaven, 
I  knew  that  thou  hadist  woea  to  weep. 

And  ain«  to  Iw  foriiivpn  \ 
I  waichM  where  Okwuvirts  waa  lakl, 

t  knelt  by  Makt's  ahrine, 
BeaiJe  me  low,  aoft  voieea  prayM ; 

Ala^!  bnt  where  was  thioit 


And  when  the  morning  «un  was  bright. 

When  wind  and  wave  were  ealm. 
And  Hamcd,  In  thouaand^ttnted  Ugbt^ 

The  rose*  of  Notre  Dame, 
I  wander'd  throujjrh  the  hnunts  of  moa^ 

From  Boukvurd  to  Qnai, 
Till,  frowning  oW  Saini  EUenne, 

The  Pantbeon*s  shadow  Ifly-^ 

In  vain,  in  ^ain  ;  we  me^l  no  mope, 

Nor  dream  what  faU^jf  be  full ; 
And  long  upon  the  strange r*6  shore 

My  voice  on  thee  may  c*ll. 
When  years  hit*e  cbJiheil  the  line  in  moaa 

Tbat  tclb  thy  nil  me  and  diiya, 
And  wiiher'd,  on  thy  ainiple  cro«a. 

The  wreathe  of  Pere-larChauic  I 


THE  TREADMILL  SONG. 

Tax  stam  are  rolling  in  the  aky. 

The  earth  rolb  on  below, 
And  we  C4in  foel  the  rattling  wheel 

Revohing  a«  we  gu. 
Then  tread  *wty,  my  g»llinl  boy% 

And  make  the  axle  fly ; 
Why  ahould  not  wheel*  go  round  about 

Like  planets  in  the  aky  ? 

Wake  up,  wake  up,  my  duck-legged  nmn. 

And  stir  your  ^lid  pegTs ; 
Arouse^  arouse,  my  gawky  friondp 

And  shake  your  apidcr-lega ; 
What  though  you're  awkward  at  the  tntlaT 

Theresa  time  enough  to  leam^^ 
So  loan  ^pon  the  rmh  my  lad, 

And  take  another  turn, 

The^  *Te  built  ua  up  a  noble  waUt 

To  keep  the  vulgar  out ; 
We've  nothing  in  the  world  to  d^. 

But  juat  lo  walk  nltout ; 
8o  faster,  now,  you  middle  men. 

And  try  to  lieat  the  endd : — - 
It'i  pleaiiaiit  work  to  nimbtfr  round 

Among  tinc*a  Kone?*t  friendjs. 

Heren  treml  upon  the  l^n^  manV  toe«r 

He  ah i  n't  be  laiy  bffc  ; 
And  punch  the  liUk  ft^llivw'*  ribd, 

And  tweak  that  ItjIilnVs  ear; 
He*a  lowt  them  both  ;  dmiH  pull  hia  haifp 

6ecai]!*c  he  we«r«  u  iUTateh, 
But  poke  him  in  the  f.irlher  eye. 

That  i«n*tin  tlie  put^h. 

Hark  \  fellow fl,  there  %  the  auppef-beSI, 

And  so  our  work  i<  d^r^ti ; 
It' J  pniUy  uport, — RUp|Ht«»'  wo  lake 

A  round  or  two  (*>t  fun* 
If  ever  ttiey  should  turn  ro*^  oitt. 

When  I  have  belter  [jrown,  ^ 

Now,  hang  me,  but  I  mean  to  havA 

A  treadmtU  of  my  own ! 


•  CtrcDtar-etatiieil  wlndaw*  are  eallfl4  foaw 
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DEPARTED  DAYS. 

Yes,  dear,  departed,  cheriah'd  days, 

Could  Memory's  hand  reatore 
Your  morning  light,  your  evening  rays, 

From  Time's  gray  urn  once  more, — 
Then  might  this  restless  heart  Ixs  still, 

This  straining  eye  might  close. 
And  Hope  her  fainting  pinions  fold. 

While  the  fair  phantoms  rose. 

But,  like  a  child  in  ocean's  arms, 

We  strive  against  the  stream. 
Each  moment  farther  from  the  shore. 

Where  life's  young  fountains  gleam- 
Each  moment  fainter  wave  the  fields, 

And  wilder  rolls  the  sea; 
The  mist  grows  dark — the  sun  goes  down- 
Day  breaks — and  where  arc  we  1 


THE  DILEMMA. 

Now,  by  the  bless'd  Paphian  queen, 
Who  heaves  the  breast  of  sweet  sixteen; 
By  every  name  I  cut  on  bark 
Before  my  morning-star  g^w  dark ; 
By  Hymen's  torch,  by  Cupid's  dart. 
By  all  that  thrills  the  beating  heart; 
The  bright,  black  eye,  the  melting  blue, — 
I  cannot  chooso  between  the  two. 

I  had  a  vision  in  my  dreams; 
I  saw  a  row  of  twenty  beams ; 
From  every  beam  a  rope  was  hung, 
In  every  rope  a  lover  swung. 
I  ask'd  the  hue  of  every  eye 
That  bade  each  luckless  lover  die ; 
Ton  livid  lips  said,  heavenly  blue, 
And  ten  accused  the  darker  hue. 

I  ask'd  a  matron,  which  she  dccmM 
With  fairest  light  of  beauty  bcam'd ; 
She  answcr'd,  some  thought  both  were  fair — 
Give  her  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 
I  might  have  liked  her  judgment  well. 
But  as  she  spoke,  she  run;;  the  bell, 
And  nil  her  girls,  nor  small  nor  few. 
Came  marching  in — their  eyes  were  blue. 

I  ask'd  a  maiden ;  back  she  flung 
The  locks  that  round  her  forehead  hung. 
And  tum'd  her  eye,  a  glorious  one. 
Bright  as  a  diamond  in  the  sun, 
On  me,  until,  beneath  its  rays, 
I  felt  as  if  my  hair  would  blazi> ; 
She  liked  all  eyes  but  eyes  of  green ; 
She  look'd  at  me ;  what  could  she  mean  t 

Ah !  many  lids  Love  lurks  between. 
Nor  heeds  the  colouring  of  his  screen ; 
And  when  his  random  arrows  fly. 
The  victim  falls,  but  knows  not  why. 
Gaze  not  upon  his  shield  of  jet. 
The  shaft  upon  the  string  is  set ; 
Look  not  beneath  his  azure  veil. 
Though  every  limb  were  cased  in  mail. 


Well,  both  mi^t  make  a  martyr  bmk 
The  chain  that  bound  him  to  tha  rtake. 
And  both,  with  bat  a  aingle  ray, 
Can  melt  oar  veiy  hearta  Away ; 
And  both,  when  balanced,  haidl^  aeem 
To  stir  tha  acalet,  or  rock  tha  1 
But  that  is  dearest,  all  the  while^ 
That  wears  for  na  the  aweetert  an 


THE  STAR  AND  THE  WATER-ULY 

Tax  Son  stepp'd  down  from  hia  folden  thioi 

And  lay  in  the  ailoit  sea. 
And  the  Lily  had  folded  her  aatin  leaves, 

For  a  sleepy  thing  waa  ake ; 
What  is  the  LUy  dreaming  of! 

Why  crisp  the  watera  blue  t 
8ee,  see,  she  is  lifting  her  vamiah'd  lid! 

Her  white  leavea  are  glistening  throagb! 

The  Rose  is  cooling  hia  bnming  cheek 

In  the  lap  of  the  bieathleaa  tide; 
The  Lily  hath  sistera  fresh  and  &ir. 

That  would  lie  by  the  Roae*a  ode; 
He  would  love  her  better  than  all  the  reit 

And  he  would  be  fond  and  true; 
But  the  Lily  unfolded  her  weaiy  lids, 

And  look'd  at  the  sky  ao  blue. 

Remember,  remember,  thou  aiUy  one. 
How  fast  will  thy  summer  glides 
I      And  wilt  thou  wither  a  virgin  pale, 
Or  flourish  a  blooming  bride? 
L     "  O,  the  Rose  is  old,  and  thorny,  and  ooU, 
r  And  he  lives  on  earth,**  add  she; 

«  But  the  8tar  is  fliir  and  he  lives  in  the  sir, 
I  And  he  shall  my  bridegroom  he/* 


But  what  if  the  stormy  cloud  i 

And  rulHe  the  silver  seat 
Would  he  turn  his  eye  from  the  distant  iky, 

To  smile  on  a  thing  like  thee  1 
O,  no !  fair  Lily,  he  will  not  send 

One  ray  from  his  &Twofr  throne; 
The  winds  shall  blow  and  the  wavea  shall  fbVt 

And  thou  wilt  be  left  alone. 

There  is  not  a  leaf  on  the  moantain4op^ 

Nor  a  drop  of  evening  dew. 
Nor  a  golden  sand  on  the  apaikUng  shore. 

Nor  a  pearl  in  the  watem  Una, 
That  he  has  not  cheer'd  with  hia  fickle  smik, 

And  warm'd  with  hia  fiuthlcra  beam,— 
And  will  he  be  true  to  a  pallid  flower. 

That  floats  on  the  quiet  atreami 

Alas,  for  the  Lily !  she  would  not  haedt 

But  tum'd  to  the  skiea  aibr. 
And  bared  her  breast  to  the  trambKqg  nj 

That  shot  from  the  rising  atar; 
The  cloud  came  over  the  dariwn'd  ikjt   ^ 

And  over  the  watan  wide ; 
She  look'd  in  vain  through  th«  1 

And  aank  in  the  i 
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THE  MUSIC-GRIND ERa 

Tmcm  an  three  wa:^  in  whicli  mvu  Uka 

One^s  monej  ftom  his  pune, 
And  TCTy  hoj^  it  U  to  tell 

Which  of  Ih©  tliTW  k  worafi ; 
Bui  all  of  them  iii^  bad  enough 

To  make  a  body  curse, 

ITou're  riJmg  out  some  pleaaajit  d^ff 

And  cauntiiif  up  your  i^intt  i 
A  fellow  jumpA  from  out  a  bush 

A  ad  ukes  your  horm^fl  rein»t 
Another  hints  some  word«  tbout 

A  bullet  m  your  brains, 

Wi  htrt)  ta  mRet  such  pr^Eaing  friendi 

I9  »ach  m  lonely  vpot ; 
ItV  very  h&rti  to  Iom  your  cash, 

Bill  hmrder  to  be  shot ; 
And  «o  you  take  your  wallet  out. 

Though  you  would  rather  not. 

PerhapA  youVe  galng  out  to  dine, — 

Gbme  filthy  ereature  begs 
ToQ^I  hear  shout  the  cannon*b«U 

Thftt  carried  off  hii  pegs, 
And  says  it  b  a  dreadfut  thin^ 

For  men  to  lose  Iheir  lega. 

He  tellfl  you  of  hi«  Btarrin^  nifa, 

Hb  children  to  be  fed, 
Poor*  Uttle,  lovely  innowttta, 

All  f!atnorou»  for  bread,^ 
And  «o  you  kindly  help  td  pal 

A  birhelor  to  bed. 

Ton 're  sitting:  on  your  window-4eat 

Beneath  a  cloudle«s  ro<Mn  ; 
You  hear  u  fiound,  ihal  veeni^  to  wear 

The  «*mhbnce  of  il  tune. 
As  if  a  broken  fif«  should  fttrive 

To  drown  a  crack'd  bassoon. 

And  nearer,  nearer  stillt  the  tide 

Of  rnuiik  wem«  to  come^ 
There**  wjmetliinj  like  a  human  v<MXy 

Auil  tiomcthini^  likf;  a  drum  ; 
You  »i^  in  spec^hlesa  aj^ony, 

Cntil  your  ear  [a  numb. 

Portr  "Home.  »wcot  home"  *huuld  seem  to  be 

A  vpry  diitrtifd  pWe ; 
Yuur  ■'  AuM  Eirnuainlanee/*  all  at  once, 

N  alterM  in  the  face ; 
Their  dJjsC'ijrdw  stini?  Lhroujh  Brn-^s  and  Moomi, 

Like  hcdg^ho^  dre»4'd  in  lace* 

Vou  think  they  are  erusaden*,  sent 

From  some  infernal  clime* 
To  pluck  the  eye*  of  Sentiment, 

AniJ  dock  the  tail  of  Rhyme, 
To  cru'k  the  ifoire  of  Mol*>ly» 

And  break  the  lega  of  Time, 

Bfii,  h^rk  f  the  flif  a^in  i*  Ktill, 

The  iiuitie  all  is  (?rt>und, 
And  BiWncjO,  like  a  poultice,  romce 

To  be^  the  blows  of  sound ; 


It  eaimot  be, — it  w^ — it  ia,^ 

A  h^  ij  going  round  I 

No  t  Pay  the  dentiEit  when  he  leavee 

A  fractui^  in  your  jaw^ 
And  pay  tbe  owner  of  the  bear* 

That  stunn'd  you  with  his  paw, 
And  buy  the  lobster,  that  has  had 

Your  knuckled  in  his  claw  ; 

But  if  you  arc  a  portly  man, 
Put  on  your  fiercest  frown. 

And  talk  about  a  constable 

To  turn  them  out  of  town  ; 

Then  doM!  your  sentence  with  an  oatlii 
And  shut  the  wiikdow  down ! 

And  if  you  are  a  slender  ma% 

Not  big  enough  for  IhiiC, 
Or,  if  you  eannot  make  a  speech. 

Because  you  ai«  a  fljit^ 
Go  very  quietly  and  drop 

A  button  in  the  b&t  l 


THE  PHILOSOPHER  TO  HIS  LOVE. 

DaAasf-r,  a  look  ts  but  a  ray 

Reflected  in  a  certain  way; 
A  word,  whatever  lone  it  wear. 
Is  but  a  trembfin;  wave  of  air; 
A  touch,  obedience  to  a  clause 
In  nat\jre*»  pure  material  laws. 

The  very  flowers  that  Ijend  and  meet, 
In  sweetening  others,  grow  more  Bwcet; 
The  clouds  by  day,  the  sfars  by  night. 
Inweave  their  floating  locks  of  light ; 
The  rainbow,  HeavenV  own  forehead's  bnud, 
Is  but  the  embrace  of  sun  and  shade. 

How  few  that  love  ua  have  we  found  ! 
How  wide  the  world  that  girds  ihem  round ! 
Like  mfiunt*in-stream»  we  meet  and  part. 
Each  living  in  the  other*s  heart. 
Our  course  unknown,  our  hope  to  tw 
Yet  miuf  led  in  the  distant  sea. 

But  ocean  coils  and  heaves  in  viin. 
Bound  in  the  subtle  moonbeam's  chain ; 
And  love  and  hope  do  but  obey 
Some  cold,  capricious  planet's  ray, 
Which  HghU  and  leads  the  tide  it  ehamu, 
To  Dealti's  dark  caves  and  icy  arms, 

Alaji!  one  narrow  line  is  drawn. 
That  links  our  sunset  with  our  dawn ; 
In  mist  and  sbade  life's  morning  row, 
And  clouds  are  round  it  at  it*  close ; 
But,  ah !  no  twilight  l>eum  aitcends 
To  whisper  where  that  evening  end*, 

O  !  in  the  hour  when  I  ahalj  feel 
Those  fthj^dowii  mund  my  uenses  steal, 
Wiiro  gentle  eyci  are  wwping  oVr 
The  clay  that  feels  their  t^ars  no  1 
Then  let  thy  spirit  with  mo  he. 
Or  some  sweet  angel,  likest  thee  [ 
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L'INCONNUE. 

StiU  kC  me,  like  ft  winlM*!  IM, 

In  nienoe  and  ftkNM, 

Is  thy  name  Mabt,  maiden  fair  ! 

Fold  owthem  the  tmy  wbg 

Such  should,  methinks,  its  music  be ; 
The  sweetest  name  that  mortals  bear, 

Once  flaahing  thnNigh  tiM  dewi  cT  iivui^ 

Were  best  befitting  thee ; 
And  she  to  whom  it  once  was  giTen, 

Yes,  let  my  fancy  fondly  wrap 
My  youth  in  its  deeline, 

Was  half  of  earth  and  half  of  heaven. 

And  riot  in  the  rosj  Imp 

Of  thoaghu  that  once  were  mme, 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  see  thy  smile, 

And  give  the  worm  my  little  Hon, 

I  look  upon  thy  folded  hair ; 

When  the  last  reader  reada  no  Bon! 

Ah !  while  wo  dream  not  they  beguile. 

Our  hearts  arc  in  the  snare ; 
And  she,  who  chains  a  wild  bird^s  wing. 
Must  start  not  if  her  captive  sing. 

THE  LAST  LEAF. 

So,  lady,  take  the  leaf  that  falls, 

I  aAW  him  once  before, 

To  all  but  thee  unseen,  unknown; 

Aa  he  paasM  by  the  door, 

When  evening  shades  thy  silent  waUs, 

And  again 

Then  read  it  all  alone ; 

The  paTementFBtonea  reaouid 

In  stillness  read,  in  darkness  seal. 

Aa  he  totlen  o*er  the  groond 

Forget,  despise,  but  not  reveal  I 

With  hia  cane. 

They  say  that  in  his  prime. 

Ere  the  pnming-knifo  of  limi 

THE  LAST  READER. 

Gut  him  down. 

Not  a  better  man  waa  found 

I  SOMETIMES  sit  beneath  a  tree. 

By  the  crier  on  hia  round 

And  read  my  own  sweet  songs ; 

Throogfa  the  town. 

Though  naught  they  may  to  others  be, 

Each  humble  line  prolongs 
A  tone  that  might  have  pass'd  away. 

Bat  now  he  walks  the  atreeti, 

And  he  looka  at  aU  he  meets 
So  forlorn; 

But  for  that  scarcc-rememher'd  lay. 

And  he  ahakea  hia  fedde  bead. 

I  keep  them  like  a  lock  or  leaf, 

That  it  aeema  aa  if  he  aaid, 

That  some  dear  girl  has  given ; 

"They  are  gone." 

Frail  record  of  an  hour,  as  brief 

As  sunset  clouds  in  heaven. 
But  spreading  purple  twilight  still 

The  moasy  marblea  real 
OntheUpathatbehaaprem'd 

In  their  bloom. 
And  the  namea  be  loved  to  hmr 

High  over  mcmory*s  shadow'd  hill. 

They  lie  upon  my  pathway  bleak. 

Have  been  carved  for  many  ay«r 

Those  flowers  that  once  ran  wild. 

On  the  tomb. 

As  on  a  father's  care-worn  cheek 

The  ringlets  of  his  child ; 
The  golden  mingling  with  the  gray, 

Poor  old  lady!  she  ia  dead 

Long  ago— 
That  he  had  a  Roman  sooe^ 

And  stealing  half  its  snows  away. 

What  care  I  though  the  dust  is  spread 

And  his  cheek  waa  like  a  tom 

Around  these  yellow  leaves. 

In  the  anow. 

Or  u'er  them  his  sarcastic  thread 

Oblivion's  insect  weaves ; 
Thf/ugh  weeds  are  tangled  on  the  stream. 

And  now  hia  nooe  ia  thii^ 
And  it  rests  upon  bia  chin 

Like  a  stafi; 
And  a  crook  bin  bia  back. 

It  still  reflects  my  morning's  beam. 

And  therefore  love  I  such  as  smile 

And  a  melandialy  cndc 

On  these  neglected  songs. 

Inbialangb. 

Nor  deem  that  flattery's  needless  wile 

I  know  it  ia  a  nn 

My  opening  bosom  wrongs ; 
For  who  would  trample,  at  my  side, 

For  me  to  sit  and  grin 

At  him  here, 
Bat  the  old  thre»«onwi'd  bat. 

A  few  pale  buds,  my  garden's  pride  1 

It  may  be  that  my  scanty  ore 

Lonar  years  have  wash'd  away, 

Araaoqneerl 

And  where  were  golden  sands  before^ 

Is  naught  but  common  clay ; 
Still  something  sparkles  in  the  son. 

The  last  leaf  npon  the  tna 

Intbeapring— 
LettbemanuleaaldoiMMr 

For  Memory  to  look  back  upon. 

And  when  my  name  no  more  is  heard, 

Attheoldfonakenbonih 

My  lyro  no  more  is  known, 

wiiere  I  caing. 
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OLD  IRONSIDES.' 

brr  taUerM  ctmga  down ! 

g  bu  i%  waved  on  higlv 
y  an  tyt  haa  danced  la  see 
t  banner  in  tha  sk; ; 
it  rung  the  liaUliMfhout, 
bunt  th«  caiin  011^3  rcwr; 
Kir  of  the  ocpan  air 
|]  iw«ep  the  ctoudti  no  more  I 

,  once  red  with  lierdts'  blood, 
pre  knelt  ibc  vanquiHh'd  foe, 
irwU  were  burrjing  o*er  the  flcH>d» 
^mve«  w^re  whito  below, 
Bhall  feel  the  Tirtora  tread, 
:now  the  conqnerM  knee  ; 
ies  of  tie  chore  »bal)  pluck 
«a^lc  of  the  sea ! 

that  her  ihaCie/d  hulk 
iJd  fltnk  beue^th  the  wave ; 
den  »liook  the  mighty  deepi, 

there  oliould  be  her  grave ; 
le  roa*t  her  holy  Aug, 
tvery  threadbare  «ail, 

her  to  the  god  of  fttorm*, — 
liffatfimg  and  the  g:ale  1 


STANZAS. 

I  that  one  Ughlly-whtsper'd  tone 

r,  fer  iwceter  unto  rae, 

the  ttounda  that  kiaa  Iho  earth, 

remthe  nlong  the  lioa ; 

J  when  thy  voice  I  greet, 

mtj  mgsLC  ^oetna  bo  eweet 

>0  the  fftir,  l»lue  nkieq, 
nnugbt  but  einpty  air  I  aee ; 
.  1  turn  me  to  thino  eyes, 
•mclh  unto  me 

nmd  aniTtiU  Hjiread  their  wtngi 
io«e  Little  niure  rings. 

Lath  the  Boftegt  leaf 
c!i*r  western  breeze  hatb  fiuin'd^ 
thaHi  have  the  tender  Atiwer, 
may  take  thy  hand  ; 
I  hand  to  me  doth  yield 
Ihain  all  the  broider'd  ield* 

there  be  many  thJngi 
*eem  right  fair,  below,  above; 
lot  one  among  them  all 
If  to  Kwect  tk£  Jove;— * 
t  pay  <iur  vow«  alone, 
wo  altaiB  both  in  one. 


pn  it  irii  proptiMd  lo  break  optbe  Jfrlfal* 


THE  STEAMBOAT. 

8xB  how  yon  flaniing  beratd  trendii 

The  ridged  and  rolling  wave*, 
Ae^  exaBhing  oVr  their  created  beada^ 

Bhe  bows  her  surly  slaves  I 
With  foam  before  and  fire  behind, 

She  rends  the  clinging  sea. 
That  fllea  before  the  roaring  wind. 

Beneath  her  hifliimg  lee. 

The  morning  spmy,  like  «ea-bom  flowers 

With  heap'd  and  gUetening  belli, 
fall*  round  her  fa^t  in  ringing  stiowerm 

With  every  wave  that  swwlh ; 
And,  flaming  o*er  the  midnight  dee|i, 

In  lurid  fringes  thrown, 
The  living  gera«  of  ocean  sweep 

Along  her  flashing  zone* 

With  clashing  wheel,  and  lifting  keel. 

And  smoking  torch  on  high, 
When  winds  are  loud,  and  billowa  reel. 

She  thujiders  foaming  by  ! 
When  flea»  are  silent  and  fwrene, 

With  even  beam  a  he  gUdea. 
The  sunabliie  glttmuering  through  the  green 

That  akiitfi  her  gleaming  sidc^ 

N&w,  like  a  wild  nymph,  far  apart 

She  veils  her  ihadowy  form. 
The  beatbg  of  her  reatle**  heart 

Still  sounding  through  the  slortn ; 
Now  uuwef*,  tike  a  eourtly  daroe, 

TbA  iteddening  surgeii  o'er^ 
Wtdl  %lt)g  scarf  of  tpAngled  flome. 

The  Pharos  of  the  shore* 

To-night  yon  pilot  shall  not  isleep, 

Who  trims  hiji  narrow M  sail ; 
To-night  yon  frigate  scarce  shall  keep 

Her  broad  breaift  to  the  gale ; 
And  many  a  foi^Rai!^  »coop*d  ajid  fltrain*d, 

Shall  break  from  yard  and  eUy, 
Before  thia  swjoky  wri'^ith  hot  ataJti'd 

The  rising  mist  of  day. 

Hark!  huk  I  I  hear  yon  whittling  shroud, 

I  M?c  yon  miivering  mast ; 
The  black  throat  of  the  hunted  cloud 

Is  panting  forth  the  blast ! 
An  hour,  and,  whirlVl  like  winnciwing  ehaH. 

The  giant  surge  shall  fling 
His  tresses  o>r  yon  pcnnon-fltaSflfj 

White  aa  the  searbird'^  wbg ! 

Yet  fe*t»  ye  wanderej*  of  the  deep ; 

Nor  wind  nor  wave  «hall  tire 
Those  flei&hle&9  arms.  who«e  pidaea  leap 

With  floodu  of  living  fire ; 
Bleep  on— and  when  the  moming  ligfit 

Stneama  o'er  the  shining  bay, 
O,  think  of  those  for  whom  the  night 

Shall  never  wake  in  day! 


J 


B.   B.   THATCHER. 


[Bora.UOt.    Dled,UM.] 


Benjamin  Busset  TnATcnsR  was  born  in 
Warren,  Maine,  on  the  eighth  of  October,  1809; 
entered  Bowdoin  College,  two  years  in  advance, 
at  the  age  of  fiflcen,  and  was  graduated  bachelor 
of  arts,  in  182G.  He  afterward  studied  the  law, 
but  on  being  admitted  to  the  bar,  finding  the  duties 
of  tlie  profession  too  arduous  for  his  delicate  con- 
stitution, devoted  himself  to  literature,  and  besides 
writing  much  and  ably  for  several  periodicals, 
produced  two  works  on  the  aborigines  of  this  coun- 
try, •'Indian  Biography,**  and  <« Indian  Traits," 
which  had  a  wide  and  weli-dcscrved  popularity.  In 
183G  he  went  to  England,  where  he  remained 


aboat  two  ymn,  writing  milaBtrioiislj  iiMuwIulf 
for  British  and  Amerioin  revjewi^  and  hr  two  « 
three  joamals  in  Boston  and  New  York  ■■  a  e» 
respondent  He  returned  in  1838,  etill  ilnmii 
with  disease,  bat  with  a  ipirU  nnbnkeii,  and  k- 
bored  with  anfidtering  awduity  until  near  Ai 
time  of  his  death,  which  ooeoired'  on  the  6»> 
teenth  of  July,  1840,  when  be  was  in  the  lUr^ 
first  year  of  bis  age.  He  left  an  aeeoont  of  Hk 
residence  abroad,  which  haa  not  been  pnhiMM; 
nor  has  there  been  any  collection  of  hia  mvmam 
reviews,  essays,  and  poema,  manj  of  whkk  m 
creditable  to  bis  ahilitiea,  taste,  and  <  ~ 


THE  BmD  OF  THE  BASTILE.* 

Come  to  my  breast,  thou  lone 

And  weary  bird ! — one  tone, 
Of  the  rare  music  of  ray  childhood !     Dear 

Is  that  strange  sound  to  rae ; 

Dear  is  the  memory 
It  brings  my  soul  of  many  a  parted  year ! 

Again,  yet  once  again, 

O  minstrel  of  the  main ! 
TiO !  festal  face,  and  form  familiar,  throng 

Unto  my  waking  eye ; 

And  voices  of  the  sky 
Sing,  from  these  walls  of  death,  unwonted  song. 

Nay,  cease  not :  I  would  call 

Thus,  from  the  silent  hall 
Of  the  unlighted  grave,  the  joys  of  old : 

Beam  on  me  yet  once  more, 

Ye  blessed  eyes  of  yore, 
Starting  life  blood  through  all  my  being  cold. 

Ah !  cease  not ;  phantoms  fair 

Fill  thick  the  dungeon's  air ; 
They  wave  me  from  its  gloom ;  I  fly — I  stand 

Again  upon  that  spot. 

Which  ne*er  hath  been  forgot 
In  all  time's  tears,  my  own  green,  glorious  land ! 

There,  on  each  noon-bright  hill, 

By  fount  and  flashing  rill, 
Slowly  the  faint  flocks  sought  the  breezy  shade ; 

There  gleamed  the  sunset*s  fire. 

On  the  tall  tapering  spire. 
And  windows  low,  along  the  upland  glade. 

Sing,  sing ! — I  do  not  dream — 

It  is  my  own  blue  stream, 

*  One  prboner  I  mw  thore,  who  had  b(«n  Imprimncd 
from  hh  youth,  and  wan  uld  to  be  ooeaKionslly  inmne  in 
coHMquence.  He  enjoyed  no  companionship  (the  ke«-p(>r 
told  me)  but  that  of  a  beautiftil  tamed  bird.  Of  what 
name  or  dime  it  way,  I  know  not^-only  that  he  called  it 
fondly,  hi*  dmf„  and  Recmed  never  happy  but  when  it  sang 
to  him.— ifiS:  of  a  Ibur  thnuah  France. 
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I  see  far  down  where  white  walls  lledt  the  nil  }— 

I  know  it  by  the  hedge 

Of  rose-trees  at  its  edge. 
Vaunting  their  crimson  beaatj  to  the  gab: 

There,  there,  'mid  clustering  Teaivea, 

Gligimer  my  father's  eavea. 
And  the  worn  threshold  of  my  jooth  beaealfa^ 

I  know  them  by  the  moaa. 

And  the  old  elms  that  toss  [wicalk 

Their  lithe  arms  up  where  winds  the  amoke'i  giay 

Sing,  sing ! — ^I  am  not  mad — 

Sing !  that  the  visions  glad 
May  smile  that  smiled,and  speak  tfaatapake  bntsBv; 

Sing,  sing ! — I  might  have  knell 

And  prayed ;  I  might  have  felt  • 
Their  breath  upon  my  boaom  and  mj  bnvr. 

I  might  have  pre«ed  to  this 

Cold  bosom,  in  my  bliss. 
Each  long-lost  form  that  ancient  heulli  beadi; 

O  heaven !  I  might  have  beaidp 

From  living  lips,  one  word. 
Thou  mother  of  my  chtldhood  I  and  have  StL 

Nay,  nay,  *t  is  sweet  to  weep^ 

Ere  yet  in  death  I  sleep; 
It  minds  me  I  have  been,  and  am  againr" 

And  the  world  wakes  aioand 

It  breaks  the  madneas,  bonnd^ 
While  I  have  dreamed,  theae  ageaon  mj  hakL 

And  sweet  it  is  to  love 

Even  this  gentle  dovs^ 
This  breathing  thing  from  all  lift  ebe  ^nrt:— 

Ah !  leave  me  not  the  ^oom 

Of  my  eternal  tomb 
To  bear  alone— alone!    Come  to  my  bem^ 

My  bird  l-^Tkcu  sbalt  go  free 

And  come,  oh  come  to  me 
Again,  when  from  the  bills  the  apring^fnb  ble^ 

So  shall  I  learn,  at  least, 

One  other  year  bath  eeased*- 
That  the  long  wo  thraba  liB|mb«  ta  ils  diM. 
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ALBERT   PIKE. 


[■>!>,  iimli 
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Ai^ttMT  Ptic  £  wu  born  in  Boston^  on  tb«  tweo- 
^^Wilh  day  of  Doccmber,  180R.  When  he  vfos 
i  four  y^ara  old,  bU  parent*  removed  to  New- 
kifyport  His  Cither,  he  inEbrmti  me,  <■  was  «  jour- 
W^niBil  iJioemokc^r,  wbo  worked  hard,.  p«id  hk 
,  «ad  g«Ttf  ati  bis  childrvzi  the  benplit  of  an 
idaatioa***  The  youth  of  the  poet  was  p^jtsed 
firincipalty  in  atteikJmg  the  district-schoola  at  New- 
bury port,  and  an  a^iidcmy  &t  Fmnrung^ham,  untit 
be  wafl  six  teen  jcahi  of  a;^e,  when,  after  a  rigid 
ind  triumphant  examination,  ho  waa  admitted  to 
Harri^nl  CoUege.  Not  \mng  abk  to  pay  the  ei* 
prn«c«  of  a  rc»kl«nc9  nt  Cambritlge^  however,  he 
Kwn  aA^r  li«<^Attie  an  asfiktOJit  teaeber  in  the 
gmninar-flchoo]  at  New  bury  port,  and,  at  the  enj 
of  a  year,  iu  principab  He  was  induci^  to  resign 
tbii  ol^ce  after  a  short  lime,  and  in  Ibo  winter 
whidi  followed  was  the  preceptor  of  an  aciiilemy  at 
f^rbavea-  Ho  retnroed  to  IVewburyport  in  the 
ipdng,  on  foott  and  for  one  year  taught  tbero  a 
pri^».te  school.  During  all  this  time  be  had  been 
«  diligrnt  ttudent,  intt^nding  to  enter  the  uni- 
wriity,  irt  wft'onct/  but  in  tbo  spring  of  1831  be 
cliangfd  hi«  pttni,  and  started  on  his  travels  to  the 
wmfi^  tnd  jtouth, 

Ht  iv«nt  dr»t  to  Niagara,  and  then,  through 
dovdindv  Cincinnati,  NaHhYiUe,  and  Paducah, 
Wmh  ilf  tbe  way  on  foot,  to  Saint  Loui«,  H?  left 
tibal  dty  in  Au^u<  with  a  company  of  forty  per- 
•onSt  amon^  whom  were  two  youn^  men  beindca 
himself  from  New  bur)' port,  foe  Mexico ;  and  alter 
much  fatjgne  and  privation,  arrived  at  Santa  Fe 
on  the  twenty-eighth  ^f  November,  Hera  be  re- 
mained nearly  a  year.,  poiuirtg  a  part  of  the  time 
ad  a  ckrk  km  a  store,  and  the  residue  in  Bt'lHng 
uitfrehandise  throos^h  the  country.  Near  tba  elose 
of  September,  I  S3 2.  hp  kft  Taoji,  with  o  trapping- 
party  ;  travelled  around  the  sources  of  Red  River 
to  the  head  wster*  of  the  Brazoi ;  separated  from 
the  com  pan  y,  with  four  others,  und  came  into  Ar- 
kitr)«aa,_Jr]avelUng  the  1a»t  five  hundred  mi  ted  on 
foot,  and  iradiifig  Fort  Smith,  in  November, "  with- 
out  a  Tsig  uf  el  lathing,  a  dollar  in  money,  or  know-^ 
ini^  a  person  in  the  territof^'.*' 

Neir  t>iis  place  be  vpf^ni  the  winter  in  teaehing 
■«  fi?w  children,  mul  in  thfl  fcilbiwiog  July  be  went 
further  down  the  country,  and  opened  a  nchool 
under  mnri?  f tvourjhle  auspice* ;  but  aftew  a  few 
w«(?k«.  bi^ini^  ■Itiirkf'd  by' a  fevpr,  was  eompellcd  to 
abi nd anii^  He  bail  in  the  ni^ n  t i  i n e  w ri t ten  neve, 
ral  pjemn  ftir  a  news pn per  priiitpd  at  lalllo  Rock, 
whWi  pUnised  the  editor  m>  much  that  he  B<?nt  for 
him  In  *r»  thi*fe  (nd  becoriie  hi*  partne"*  The 
propitiitton  wri<  irlsdly  accepted,  and  in  October  he 
crtT««rit  Mif"  ArkaiiKtM  antl  lande<l  st  Littlo  Rock, 
paviiiT  W\*  h"l  cent  f^K  ihc  ffrnogo  of  a  poot  old 
mtlh&r.  VI  Uo  hud  kn^^wii  Ids  fatbt-r  in  New  England. 

Htri*  cornmenc«<i  a  new  em  in  the  life  of  PtKa, 


From  this  time  ha  eJlbrta  sppenr  to  have  bt^n 
crowned  with  snccefli.  The  *'Arkun<^it  Advc^ 
eaie"  was  edited  by  him  unlil  the  autumn  of  1^34^ 
when  it  be^^ame  hisi  property.  Soon  after  bin  ar- 
rival at  his  new  home  be  began  to  devoU^  \m  leisure 
to  the  fltudy  of  the  biw,  and  he  was  now  aduutted 
to  the  Imr,  H^  continued  both  to  write  for  hie 
paper  and  to  practke  in  the  cotirta^  until  the  sum- 
mer of  183fi,  when  be  sold  bis  prinlinf?  ejitabti*h- 
mt;nt;  and  fiince  then  be  biks  succeserully  ponded 
hts  profcstfion.  He  was  marriod  at  LitiJe  Hock^  m 
Novemlier,  1834. 

About  Ihifl  time  he  pithlisbed  at  Boston  a  volume 
of  proflc  sketches  and  poem»,  among  which  are  an 
interesting  account  of  his  journeys  over  ll;i*  prai* 
riea,  and  iome  5ne  poetrvt  written  at  Buiilrt  Fe  and 
among  the  mountains  and  for^^ts  of  Atcxico,  In 
the  preface  to  it,  he  ssys:  "What  I  b»ve  written 
has  Iwen  a  trenecript  of  my  own  feclirtgs^loo  mui^h 
BO,  pefbapf!^  for  the  purftoieis  of  fume.  Wrillng 
basi  airways  been  to  me  a  communion  with  my  own 
soul.  Them  poem  a  wero  ffompf^wil  iu  tb^irf'ttiiin 
and  loneliness,  and  eometiines  in  places  of  fear 
and  danger.  My  only  sources  of  thought  and 
imagery  have  been  my  own  mini!,  and  Nature/ 
who  kaa  appeated  to  iius  grncralh'  in  desolate 
g\ils«  and  utter  dreariness,  and  not  unfrequentlj 
in  lublimity*** 

Hk  ^'Hymna  to  the  Gods,"  puhli«]ied  aflcrward, 
were  composed  at  sn  early  age,  in  Fairbaven,  and 
principally  while  be  wai  eurrocnded  by  pnpila, 
in  the  ochool-room.  They  are  bold,  sjiiritedt 
arbolarly  arid  imaginative,  and  their  diction  is  ap- 
propriate and  poetical,  though  in  Jiome  instances 
marred  by  imperfect  and  double  rhymes  Of  his 
minor  pieces.  "Spring"  and  *»To  the  Mficking- 
bird,"  are  the  best,  [  have  heard  praW  l^esiowed 
on  *i  Ariel,"  a  poem  much  longer  than  tbe#c,  pub- 
Usbeil  in  1@3&^  but  ati  it  appeared  in  a  periodical 
which  bad  but  a  brief  eiistenee,  I  luvc  not  Wn 
able  to  obtain  a  C4>py  of  it.  In  *'Fantisma."  in 
which,  I  suppOH",  he  intended  to  shadow  forth  his 
gwn  "eventful  history,"  he  speaks  of  one  who 

"  Wai  yniitiK, 
Aii<l  hnA  tini  knrvivn  itie  tmni  r>r  Mi*  trv^n  mlcid, 
If  til  it  il>r  m»f»iiy  tr'cll  of  CitLEaiDnr:  wfjko 
Ui  btditen  power*/* 

and  in  ^mff  of  bis  po<'ms  there  i«aea«t  of  tbou^t 
simiUr  to  that  which  [jcrrades  many  of  llie  works 
of  this  poet.  tbou{,'h  nothing  that  aiimitritii  to 
imitation.  His  early  Rlrugf^le^  Hta}  suh^cijuent 
wanderings  and  ol>fterTations  furniKhrd  birti  with 
the  fiubjeetH,  lhoui;rhts,  and  imagery  of  mttny  of  hia 
piece*,  and  they  therefore  leave  on  th*  mind  UI 
impression  of  nuto riband  truth. 

In  1631  Mr.  PiKH  printed  in  Philadelphia  « 
collection  uf  bin  fNiemi.  under  the  title  tjf  ^'Nugu," 
f[»r  h(i  friends.     It  was  not  published, 
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HYMNS  TO  THE  GODS. 

KO.   I. — TO   K«FTU2f». 

Gon  of  the  mighty  deep !  wherever  now 
The  waves  heneath  thy  brazen  axles  bow— 
Whether  thy  strong,  proud  steeds,  wind-wmg*d 

and  wild. 
Trample  the  storm-vexM  waters  round  them  piled, 
Swifl  as  the  lightning-floshea,  that  reveal 
The  quick  gyrations  of  each  brazen  wheel ; 
While  round  and  under  thee,  with  hideous  roar, 
The  broad  Atlantic,  with  thy  scourging  sore, 
Thunderins^,  like  antique  Chaos  in  his  spasms. 
In  heaving  mountains  and  deep-yawning  chasms, 
Fluctuates  endlessly ;  while,  through  the  gloom. 
Their  s^Iossy  sides  and  thick  manes  flcck'd  with  foam. 
Career  t!iy  steeds,  neighing  with  frantic  glee 
In  fierce  response  to  the  tumultuous  sea,-— 
Whether  thy  coursers  now  career  below. 
Where,  amid  storm-wrecks,  hoary  sea^plants  g^row. 
Broad-leaved,  and  fanning  with  a  ceaseless  motion 
The  pale,  cold  tenants  of  the  abysmal  ocean — 
O,  come !  our  altars  waiting  for  thee  stand. 
Smoking  with  incense  on  the  level  strand ! 

Perhaps  thou  Icttest  now  thy  horses  roam 
Upon  some  quiet  plain ;  no  wind-toss'd  foam 
Is  now  upon  their  limbs,  but  leisurely 
They  tread  with  silver  feet  the  sleeping  sea, 
Fanning  the  waves  with  slowly-floating  manes. 
Like  mist  in  sunlight;  haply,  silver  strains 
From  clamorous  trumpets  round  thy  chariot  ring, 
And  green-robed  sea^gods  unto  thee,  their  king. 
Chant,  loud  in  praise:  Apollo  now  doth  gaie 
With  loving  looks  upon  thee,  and  his  rays 
Light  up  thy  steeds'  wild  eyes:  a  pleasant  warmth 
Is  felt  upon  the  sea,  where  fierce,  cold  storm 
Has  jiHt  been  rush  in?,  and  the  noisy  winds. 
That  ^EoLus  now  within  their  prison  binds, 
Flyin?  with  misty  wingn:  perhaps,  below 
Thou  licst  in  green  caves,  where  bright  tilings  glow 
With  myriad  colours — many  a  monster  cumbers 
The  sand  a-near  thee,  while  old  Tritojc  slumbers 
As  idly  as  his  wont,  and  bright  eyes  peep 
Upon  thee  every  way,  as  thou  dost  sleep. 

Perhaps  thou  licst  on  some  Indian  isle. 
Under  a  waving  tree,  where  many  a  mile 
Stretches  a  sunny  shore,  with  golden  sands 
HeapM  up  in  many  shapes  by  naiads'  hands. 
And.  blushing  as  the  waves  come  rippling  on, 
Shakint;  the  sunlight  from  them  as  they  run 
AnrI  curl  upon  the  beach — like  molten  gold 
Thick-set  with  jewellery  most  rare  and  old — 
And  sea-nymphs  sit.  and,  with  small,  delicate  shells. 
Make  th<^e  sweet  melody :  as  in  deep  dells 
We  hear,  of  summer  nights,  by  fairies  made, 
The  while  they  dance  within  some  quiet  shade. 
Sounding  their  silver  flutes  most  low  and  sweet. 
In  strange  but  beautiful  tunes,  that  their  light  feet 
May  dance  upon  the  bright  and  misty  dew 
In  Itcttcr  time:  all  wanton  airs  that  blew 
But  lately  over  spice  trees,  now  are  here. 
Waving  their  wings,  all  odour-laden,  near 
The  bright  and  laughing  sea.     O,  wilt  thoa  rise, 
And  come  with  them  to  our  new  sacrifice !  I 


VO.  11^— ^rO  AVOUA. 

Bright-hair'd  Afollo  !— 4lMni  who  wm  art 
A  Uesttng  to  the  wodd^whiMe  mi^itf  hart 
Forever poun  oot  lore,  and  light,  anil  lift: 
Thou,  at  whose  glance  all  thinga  of  earth  an 
With  harness ;  to  whom,  in  carij  spriair. 
Bright  flowers  laise  up  their  heada.  «han*cr  tl 
On  the  steep  moontain-aide,  or  in  ttie  vale     [d 
Are  nestled  calmly.    Thou  at  whom  the  pde 
And  weary  earth  looks  up,  when  winter  flesi^ 
With  patient  gaie:  thoufi>rwhomwind-alripp*db 
Put  on  fresh  leaves,  and  drink  deep  of  the  Sgh 
That  glitters  in  thine  eye:  thou  in  whoae  b^ 
And  hottest  rays  the  eagle  fills  hia  eye 
With  qnenchlteB  fire,  and  frr,  fiu  np  on  higl 
Screams  out  his  joy  to  thee:  by  all  the  ntiaei 
That  thou  dost  beai^whether  thy  godhead  eU 
Pamaus,  or  Soi^  or  golden-haired  Amu% 
Cynthian  or  Pythian — if  thou  doat  IbDoir 

The  fleeing  night,  O,  hear 
Our  hymn  to  thee,  and  amilingiy  draw  Mar! 

O,  most  high  poet!  thou  whoae  great  hcartfi  •■ 
Poun  itself  out  on  mountain  mad  deep  dsO: 
Thou  who  dost  touch  them  with  thy  gsUn  In 
And  make  them  for  a  poet*a  theme  most  aart: 
Thou  who  dost  make  the  poec'a  eye  peieeiva 
Great  beauty  everywhere — in  the  slow  heaft 
Of  the  unquiet  sea,  or  in  the  war 
Of  its  unnumbei'd  watera;  on  the  ahaia 
Of  pleasant  streams,  upon  the  jagfad  cliff 
Of  savage  mountain,  where  the  bUrk  dendi  4 
Full  of  strange  lightning;  or  upon  the  hrow 
Of  silent  night,  that  aolemnly  and  i  ~ 
Comes  on  the  earth;  O,  then !  wh 
Touches  an  things  with  beauty,  i 
Double  delight,  tingea  wKh  thine  own  heart 
Each  thing  thou  meeteat;  then  who  mnt  art 
Living  in  beauty— nay,  who  nrt,  in  tralh, 
Beauty  imbodied— hear,  while  all  oar  yoaih 

With  earnest  calling  cry ! 
Answer  our  hymn,  and  come  to  oa,  naal  Ugh 

O,  thou!  who  strikeat  oft  thy  goUen  Ijm 
In  strange  disguise,  and  with  a  wo   ~ 
Sweepest  its  strings  upon  the  aonny  ( 
While  dances  to  thee  many  a 
Decking  her  hair  with  wild  fiowan,  or  a  wiaalk 
Of  thine  own  laurel,  whik^  reclined  beneath 
Some  ancient  oek,  with  amilaa  at  thy  good  hei 
A9  though  thou  wert  of  thia  our  world  a  part, 
l^hou  lorikeet  on  them  in  the  dnkaning  woodl 
While  fauns  come  forth, and.  with  thebdaacain 
Flit  round  among  the  tnea  with  many  ba^ 
Like  their  god,  Paw;  and  from  fir  tiuckals  dM| 
Come  up  the  satyrs,  joining  the  wild  cmw. 
And  capering  for  thy  ptoaanra;  from  oadb  ynr. 
And  oak,  and  beech,  the  wood-nymphs  oft  ptcpi 
To  see  the  reveliy,  while  many  afauaut 
And  noisy  laughter  ringa  about  the  wood. 
And  thy  lyre  cheers  the  daikan'd  ariifoda 

0,'conie!  while  we  do  aonnd 
Our  flutea  and  pleemnt-pealing  lyvaa  amaad! 

O,  most  high  prophet  !--dioa  that  ahowest  mm 
Deep-ludden  knowledge:  thon  that  from  iH da 
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wt  futraiCft  thai  it  comet  bj 
iite  shape*  puHinj^  befbr*  Lhr  eye 
Mied  in  vitiorvs :  ihou  iti  vrhone  hij^  power 
i^tb  and  lirknesfl:  tlion  wbo  oft  doeit  sUaTver 
plagu«  upon  the  nutionfl*  yvlih  hoi  brc^lii 
buig  awmy  tbdr  AOulii.  and  irniliiiK  de^th 
§etj  miat  amid  tbem ;  or  aguiut 
lie  wmat  btecae  Uul  comes  wtlh  siuni  mer  nan, 
Ifog  fte  loiil  with  joy,  thou  Bcndest  out 
I  hsMi  among  Ui«  pc4>pte,  who  about 
drwj  feci  iikd  faiimnj;  wingn  doth  Ktepi 
»ui*h  each  poor,  polo  chctk  wKh  siartliiig  iip, 
f  il  WJth  rich  blood,  that  leap*  anew 
■ora  the  ahrtTen'd  heart,  and  course*  through 
ofig^forvaken  vdrti  f^O,  thou,  whoiie  iiune 
^  by  aLIf  jet  ui*  too,  dare  to  daim 

Thy  hi>ly  presonce  here  ! 
lU,  bright  gixJ,  and  come  in  beauty  near! 

».,  the  lover  of  the  fiprini^ng  bow! 
»Tor  In  the  gio^iny  wood*  dcwt  thmw 
t  •jTowt  to  the  mark,  Itke  the  kten  fliirht 
Bar  thine  arrows  that  with  midday  H^bt 
proudly  pointwt;  thou  from  whom  gtlm  beai* 
iordly  lions  Bee,  with  itrangft  wild  fe^rs^ 
hide  amonf  the  mountajiu:  fhou  who^e  cry 
!■  aften  in  the  woodsi,  where  whirl  and  fly 
ime-wom  leavet—whrfi,  with  ft  merry  traiii, 
tri  b  OB  the  hiU%  wad  on  the  pltin 
iiH-annM  Cewi« — when  upon  the  sea 
Mine-gwis  pound  their  horns,  and  memlj 
rfaok  earth  nai^9  witli  pleasure  i  then  thy  Toice 
into  ailence  every  Btirrtng  notsei 
UtmfMt  iweetnem  poflJing  on  the  hill% 
ID  the  echo  of  the  dancing  ril  ja, 
>'rr  the  ■«««  and  on  the  bi^y  p[aa^        * 
m  the  %tf,  unlit  all  voicee  wans 

Bcfotv  tu  itiduetice — 
m^,  l^reat  god^  he  ever  onr  dercnce  1 

>et  moflt  gloomy  day,  when  wilh  a  cty 
g;  HrAti^Tfl  fell  down,  and  hia  dark  eye 
iltrd  with  dimmm**-  Mood — when  on  a  bed 
•  own  flowem  he  latd  hi§  wounded  head, 
hinirdeep  ai^ha;  by  tho«B  hfart-cbcriiih'd  eye* 
ng-loved  Hf  Art?rTH — by  nil  the  m^i 
thou,  O,  yonnir  Apuitn,  then  didat  pout 
fery  gtoomy  hill  and  d^-AoUte  *hoTe, 
MAg  at  Ihy  great  bouL  find  making;  dull 
IvetHioenchlesai  eye,  till  men  were  fall 
rmnge  forebodings  for  Lhy  luRtie  dimmed, 
many  a  chant  in  many  a  fane  was  hyqin^d 
the  pale-eyeil  K^iiii ;  the  iwtyra  atjiy'd 
time  in  the  dull  wood«,  thtm  on  the  glade 
came  and  lool'd  fur  thee ;  and  nil  in  rHiu 
Duir  aon^t  thy  love,  and  did  complain 
^int  of  liffht  and  life ; — by  all  lhy  i^iei^ 
ight  AfolloI  hear,  and  give  relief 

To  04  who  ffy  to  thec^^ 
me,  m%d  let  dj  now  thy  glory  aee  I 
\ 


ou,  moat  lovely  and  moKt  beftuttful ! 
ther  thy  dovefl  now  lovingly  do  lull 


Thy  bright  «yei  to  ndt  si  uml wring  upon 
Some  dreamy  sooth  wlndt  whether  thou  hast 
Upon  the  heaven  now^  or  if  thou  art 
Within  aome  floating  cloud,  and  on  [U  heoit 
Pourtfit  rich-tinted  joy ;  whether  thy  wbeeb 
Are  touching  ijn  the  aun>for?<nk<*il  fTelihi, 
And  brushing  off  Hie  dew  fmm  l*ndinf  gfUM^ 
Leavinf  ihe  poor  green  blude«  U>  look,  ala* ! 
With  dim  eyes  at  the  moon'<^(ah  1  an  don!  ihou 
Fu  11  oft  quench  bri  ghtne««  1  )^  V  a  »  v  n^  w  hethn-  now 
Thou  paoaest  oer  the  tea,  while  each  Ught  wing 
Of  thy  fair  dovea  ia  wet,  wbik*  Mm^mnidrt  Itfing 
Sweet  odoun  for  Ibee — (oh  I  how  fiitih-h  ilieyi 

They  have  not  felt  thy  imort  I  )— 
They  know  not,  while  in  ocenn-caviw  thrj  plaji 

How  ilrong  thou  art* 

'V^Tiere'er  thou  art*  O,  Vsxrt !  boar  our  «ong-^ 
Kintl  godiiesa,  beer !  for  nnto  thee  lie  long 
A  U  pteaaant  ofleringv :  bright  dov<»  coo  to  thee. 
The  while  they  twine  their  neckit  with  ijuirt  gle« 
Among  ihe  morning  leave* ;  thine  are  all  *ciunda 
Of  pleantire  on  the  earth ;  and  where  ahoundi 
Mait  happineas,  for  thee  we  ever  lool ; 
Among  the  leeves,  in  dimlj'lighted  nooh, 
Mofit  often  hideat  thoti,  where  windf  may  wav« 
Thy  Bunny  curia,  and  cool  nini  f«nfllj  lute 
Thy  beaming  brow,  ami  ruFlle  Um  vtUitv  witiga 
Of  thy  tired  dofM;  «]kd  where  hi*  hive-Bong  aiwii, 
With  ligbt«omeeye%«ome  liults  htrmnffv,  Rweet  bad^ 
With  uolea  that  never  but  by  llire  are  h*'*ril — 
O,  in  auch  aoene,  moat  bright,  thou  lieiit  now 

And,  with  hvif-open  eje* 
Brmkcut  in  beauty — O,  mo«t  feif^  Utiui  tlion 

Woaldat  h«af  oui  cfy ! 

0,  thou,  through  whom  all  thing*  opon  the  e^rth 
Grow  brightert  thou  for  whom  even  laughijig  mirth 
Lengthen  a  hia  note;  thou  whom  the  joyoua  bird 
Singelh  continuoQaly;  whose  name  h  heanl 
In  every  pteojatit  sound  :  at  whoae  warm  glance 
All  Ihinga  look  brighter:  for  whom  wine  doth  daiw§ 
More  tnemly  within  the  brimming  v««*. 
To  meet  thy  lip:  thou,  at  whoM  quiet  pace 
Joy  leaps  on  faster,  with  a  louder  laugh, 
And  Sorrow  tOftves  to  the  nea  bin  utaflf, 
And  pu*hea  back  the  hair  from  hia  dim  ej'ca. 
To  look  again  upon  forgotten  akie« ; 
While  Avarice  forgeta  to  count  hia  gold, 
Ifea,  nnto  thee  hia  wjther*d  hand  doth  hold, 
FiU'd  with  that  heart-blood  r  thou,  to  whoee  high 

AU  thinga  are  made  to  bow,  [might 

Come  Ibon  to  ua,  and  turn  thy  looka  of  Ught 

Upon  ui  now  I 

O,  hear,  gr^t  goddesa  I  thou  whom  all  obey ; 
At  whoee  dedre  raugh  satyr«  leave  their  play. 
And  gather  wild*Bowen,  de<ck]ng  the  bright  hau 
Of  her  they  love,  and  oft  blaekl*rrie«  hear 
To  ahaTTw  them  at  her  eyea:  O,  thou  !  to  whon* 
They  leap  in  awkward  mood,  within  the  gloom 
Of  darkening  oak  Iree*,  or  at  lightaome  noon 
Sing  unto  thee^  upon  their  pipe*,  a  tune      [pow«r 
Of  wondroua   langui^bment :    thou   whose    gr^l 
Brings  up  the  sea-maid  a  from  each  ocean^bower. 
With  many  an  idle  song,  to  sing  to  Ihee, 
And  bright  lock*  flowing  half  above  the  ■«•« 
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takes  pia£*  About  th«? — if  ihy  winga 

L  breath  on  the  mm.lcn  ;  by  the  ihote 

bj  thp  blfat,  or  in  ihc  roar 

ilung  northern  ke — D,  turti,  and  urg)» 

in§«d  cii>[irB8  to  m  f  Lfsve  the  rough  mirge^ 

iDountAiD-heigbt.  or  city  primd^ 

^ty  lemple,  or  dint  W(>od  down  bo^*d 

)  weaki^M  age, 

iii£  to  u^,  thou  young  and  mighty  iage ! 

rbo  icivLsility  doMt  ever  sEand 

ith  high  orator ;  ftnd*  h$md  in  band 

be  f  aUl*robcd  Apollo,  toitch  ihe  lotigue 

fj  po«t;  OD  whom  men  btivc  hung 

tr*ng«  encbtmtmcnl,  when  in  dark  diwiai«6 

Lftft  descended  from  elouJ-cyrtuin^d  tkiei, 

kd  up  thy  Toice,  to  leach  hold  m  en 

orld-arousing  art :  O.  thou  I  that,  when 

ran  tfma  ytitfock'd,  did&t  tench  tbem  ncnd 

hJp«  upon  it :  thou  wbo  doat  citend 

□  a  cahn  protection  to  the  h^pea 

lair  m^fcbant ;  tbou  who  on  the  slopev 

unt  Cylkno  fi«l  madest  sound  the  tyre 

tny^tone^  harp  with  cbildlflh  £n*, 

iiie  own  beauty  lounding:  in  the  eave* 

gf,  now  luner  untike  the  ruder  vtavea 

^A3t  had  uttef'd — i^liile   eaeh  wondering 

bympb 

<ut  Trom  troe  and  mountidn^  «nd  pui^  Ijmph 

Mitaiopatnamf  to  dnrtk  each  roILmg  notA 

«r  ihiC  licteobg  woodj  did  run  and  Hq^I 

I  fine,  clear  lone, 

\wvt  trumpets  oVr  itill  watera  blown : 

;h1eia  artist  T  thou  of  wondroua  skUl^ 
UkI  in  aiEe»  pust  the  ^ide  e^lb  fill 
rery  utefuhiesf*:  thou  i^ho  do*t  leach 
viUed  thieves  the  nib^pr's  gold  lo  reachf 
li  htm  of  hia  sleep  for  miovy  a  night, 

thee  ITU  rpes:  O,  mi»chieifOU«  ?|mte! 
togue-god  MEKceHrf  ever  glad  lo  cbeal 
I  and  men ;  with  mute  and  noijeleaa  feet 
n  warrh  of  mischief;  now  to  <lral 
ry  »pear  of  Mi  an,  now  clog  the  wheel 
bl  A  FOLLOWS  car,  that  it  may  erawl 
jwly  upward:  thou  whom  wreatLeta  call, 
if  they  strive  upon  the  level  green 
f  niifhtfall,  under  thp  dim  aereen 
cnt  oakT  or  at  the  i^ncred  gnmei 
^  etvntest:  thou  whom  vacIi  then  names 
thouf^ht  prayer  J  when  ihc  quick  breath  ia 
drawn 

limt  rtru(»gte  :  thou  whom  on  the  lawn 
lor  pT^il»ea,  making  unto  thee 
t  for  hi*  proud  honoum^lct  ua  b© 
T  thy  care : 
^  messenger,  hear,  hear  our  prayer  f 


wo.  TJ**— TO    BACCaVf. 

irttliou.BLccaun?  OnLhotine-apreadbilU 
e  rieh  country,  where  the  red  wine  filU 
ater'd  grapca — staining  thy  (ipa  all  red 
^neroua  liquor — pouring  on  Ihy  head 
irouK  wine,  and  ever  holding  up 
e  BmiLing  aun  ihj  brimming  cup, 


I  And  filling  it  with  light!  Or  doth  thy  car, 
I   Under  the  blaje  of  the  far  northern  utafi 
I   RoU  oTer  Tbraeift'*  hills,  whilf  bIL  around 
Are  shouting  Baechannls^  and  evf*rr  fctuind 
Of  merry  revelry,  whde  dijflant  nw^n 
Start  at  thy  noLsiogB  ?  Or  in  ibadv  gim 
HeelJncft  i!jou,  benentb  green  ivy  Ie*tvr«, 
And  idlest  off  the  day,  while  eaith  Fauo  w^^avea 
Green  garlands  for  thee,  Pipping  tlie  rtrh  bowl 
That  thou  boat  ^ven  him^whife  the  ^1l]d  rolj 
Of  thy  all^onquering  wheeU  i*  boitid  no  num*, 
And  thy  strong  tigers  have  iain  down  before 
Thy  gTBpe-fltain'd  feet  I 
Oj  BacchcbI  come  ond  meet 
Tby  worshipper*,  the  while,  with  merry  lore 
Of  ancient  EOiig*  thy  godbeud  ibry  do  grt'iti  I 

0*  tbou  who  loTPEt  plejisurc  ?  tit  wlinim*  bi'ftrt     * 
Rich  wine  ii  always  felt ;  wlnj  h^mt  ii  purl 
fn  all  air-swcllitig  mirtli ;  who  in  the  dance 
Of  merry  maidenj!  joJu'tit^  whi^re  the  glance 
Of  bright  blftelt  eyes,  or  whiV:  ftiid  Iwinkling  feet 
Of  joyoua  fair  onea,  doth  thy  quick  eye*  greet 
Upon  some  summer-green. :  Maker  of  joy 
To  all  care-troubled  men  I  who  daiit  tk'slroy 
The  piercing  patigs  of  grief;  £or  whom  tht-  maidi 
WeBve  iry  garlandji,  and  in  pUla^t  glades 
Hang  up  tby  iinAge*  and  with  boftmlng  loiAn 
Go  dancing  round,  while  shepherds  with  their  crooka 
Join  the  glad  company,  nnd  |miii»  iiboutf, 
With  merry  laugh  and  many  ft  gteeaome  nhout, 
Btaining  with  rich,  d^rk  grapes  each  little  cheek 
They  moat  do  K>ve ;  »nd  then,  with  umbkn  freak* 
Taking  the  wdbng  hand,  and  dancing  on 
About  the  green  mound  ;  O,  thou  mcny  »<wi 

Of  lofly  Jovitt 

Where  thou  dost  rove 
Among  the  gTape-vines,  eomej  ere  day  i»  done. 

And  let  UB  too  thy  sunny  influence  prof^e ! 

Where  art  Ihou,  conqueror  1  l>cfofe  whom  fell 
The  jeweUM  kings  of  InJ,  when  the  atrong  swell 
Of  thy  great  muUitudcs.  caroe  on  themj  and 
Tbou  badet  tby  thyrsus  in  thy  red,  right  band. 
Shaking  it  over  ibem,  till  every  eoul 
Grew  faint  aa  with  wild  lightning  ;  when  ihe  roll 
Of  thy  great  chariot- wheels  was  on  ibe  neck 
Of  many  a  conqueror,  when  tbou  didst  check 
Thy  ligera  and  thy  lynxes  at  the  shore 
Of  the  brood  ocean,  and  did^l  still  the  roar. 
Pouring  a  sparkling  and  most  pleasant  wine 
Into  itc  waters;  when  the  dashing  brine 
Toss*d  up  new  odours,  and  a  pleaasjit  scent 
Upon  ita  breath,  and  many  who  were  Fpent 
With  weary  sickneas,  breathed  of  life  anew. 
When  wine-inspired  breexei  on  them  blew ; — 
Biceaua !  who  bringest  all  men  lo  thy  fi^t  I 
Winfr^odt  with  brow  of  light,  and  smiles  mofi 

Make  this  our  earth  [sweol ! 

A  doarer  in  thy  mirth — 
Let  ua  rejoice  thy  wine-dew*d  hsir  lo  greet, 

And  chant  to  thee,  uho  gavest  young  Joy  hU 
birth. 

OonM  lo  our  isefemonyl  lo,  we  reu^ 
An  altar  of  b<rif  bt  Uik  nnlo  thea  htt^. 
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And  crown  it  with  the  yliie  and  plaaiant  lecf 
Of  clinging  ivy:  Come,  and  drive  iad  Grief 
Far  from  us !  lo,  we  pour  thy  turf  upon 
Full  cups  of  wine,  bidding  the  westering  son 
Fill  the  good  air  with  odour;  see,  a  mbt 
Is  rising  from  the  sun-touchM  wine ! — ^ah !  hist!— 
Alas !  *twas  not  his  cry !)— with  all  thy  train 
Of  laughing  Satyrs,  pouring  out  a  strain 
Of  utmost  shrilkiess  on  the  noisy  pipe— 
0»  come !— with  eye  and  lip  of  beauty,  ripe 
And  wondrous  raie — O !  let  us  hear  thy  wheels 
Coining  upon  the  hills,  while  twilight  steals 
Upon  us  quietly — while  the  dark  night 
Is  hindcr'd  from  her  course  by  the  fierce  tight 
Of  thy  wild  tigers*  eyes ;— O !  let  us  see 
The  revelry  of  thy  wild  company, 

With  all  thy  train ; 

And,  ere  night  comes  again. 
We  '11  pass  o*er  many  a  hill  and  vale  with  thee, 

Raising  to  thee  a  loudly-joyous  strain. 

iro.  Tii. — TO  soMirus. 
0,  thou,  the  leaden-eyed !  with  drooping  lid 
Hanging  upon  thy  sight,  and  eye  half-hid 
By  matted  hair:  that,  with  a  constant  train 
Of  empty  dreams,  all  shadowless  and  vain 
As  the  dim  wind,  dost  sleep  in  thy  dark  cave 
With  poppies  at  the  mouth,which  night-winds  wave, 
Sending  their  breathings  downward — on  thy  bed. 
Thine  only  throne,  with  darkness  overspread, 
And  curtains  black  as  are  the  eyes  of  night : 
Thou,  who  dost  come  at  time  of  waning  light 
And  sleep  among  the  woods,  where  night  doth  hide 
And  tremble  at  the  sun,  and  shadows  glide 
Among  the  waving  tree-tops;  if  now  there 
Thou  sleepest  in  a  current  of  cool  air, 
Within  some  nook,  amid  thick  flowers  and  moss, 
GrayKU)lourM  as  thine  eyes,  while  thy  dreams  toss 

Their  fantasies  about  the  silent  earth. 

In  waywardness  of  mirth — 
O,  come !  and  hear  tho  hymn  that  we  are  chanting 
Amid  the  star-light  through  thethick  leaves  slanting. 

Thou  lover  of  tho  banks  of  idle  streams 
OVrslmded  by  broad  oaks,  with  scattered  gleams 
From  the  few  stars  upon  them ;  of  the  shore 
Of  the  broad  sea,  with  silence  hovering  o'er; 
The  great  moon  hanging  out  her  lamps  to  gild 
The  murmuring  waves  with  hues  all  pure  and  mild. 
Where  thou  dost  lie  upon  the  sounding  sands. 
While  winds  come  dancing  on  from  southern  lands 
Witli  dreams  upon  their  backs,  and  unseen  waves 
Of  odours  in  their  hands :  thou,  in  tlie  caves 
Of  the  star-lighted  clouds,  on  summer  eves 
Reclining  lazily,  while  Silence  leaves 
Her  influence  about  thee :  in  the  sea 
That  liest,  hearing  the  monotony 
Of  waves  far-oflf  abbve  thee,  like  the  wings 
Of  passing  dreams,  while  the  great  ocean  swings 

His  bulk  a(H)ve  thy  sand-supported  head — 

(As  ciiain'd  upon  his  bed 
Some  giant,  with  an  idleness  of  motion 
So  swingh  the  still  and  sleep-enthraMM  ocean.) 

1*hou  who  dost  bless  the  weary  with  thy  touch. 
And  makest  Agony  relax  his  clutch 


UpoDthe  UawflrtiwkMrt; 

Pale  DiMpiiaui  uft  kwe  hm  oonrtHt  tm 
And  Bonow  dfy  i^r  tMn,  and  obim  id  m 
Her  life  away,  and  gun  new  cfasv  m  slai 
Thoo  who  doit  Umb  Um  hudM,  in  amy  pi 
Wheie  they  have  song  their  aMipiiiihvi 

grace 
Thiougfaont  the  diqr»  tnd  now»i 
Amid  the  leaves  raoeive  thy  i 
Come  with  thy  crowd  of  draama,  O,  tfaoa!  k 
All  noiae  is  most  abhorr'd,  and  in  this  gles 
Beneath  the  shaded  brigfatneas  of  ths  i^, 
Where  areno  aoonda  bat  asthe  wndtisl 
Here  touch  onreyes^  great  Soxsrva !  wilhd^ 
Ah!  here  thoa  art,  with  touch  most  niUiii 

And  we  finget  our  hymn,  and  sink  avtj 

And  here,  until  broa^  day 
Come  up  into  the  sky,  with  fire-atoeds  hqii 
Will  we  recline,  beneath  the  Tin»4encs  di 


.  irO.  TIII^— TO  CBBti. 

Goddess  of  bounty!  atwhoaei 
When  on  the  dewy  earth  thy  iSnt  tonss  fi 
Pierces  the  ground  each  young  and  tendn 
And  wonders  at  the  sun;  eadi  doll,  giay  i 
Is  shining  with  new  graai;  Irom  each  cfail 
Where  they  had  lain  enchainM  and  dull  c 
The  birds  come  forth,  and  aing  lor  joj  to 
Among  the  springing  leavea;  and,  lut  an 
The  rivers  toss  iheii  chains  op  to  Ae  bob 
And  through  their  grassy  banks  leopinglj 
When  thou  hast  touch'd  them:  thon  iriu 
The  goddess  of  all  beauty:  tfada  whoM  I 
Is  ever  in  the  sunny  meads  and  fialda; 
To  whom  the  laughing  earth  looka  «p  ai 
Her  waving  ticasuies :  thoa  that  m  thj  < 
With  winged  dragona,  whan  the  Borun 
Sheds  his  cold  light,  toucfaaat  the  010100 
Until  they  spread  their  bloaBoma  Id  tha  k 

O,  pour  thy  light 

Of  truth  and  joy  up«i  our  aoola  dua  1 
And  grant  to  us  aU  plenty  and  good  aaai 

O,  thou,  the  goddesi  of  (lie  niaCfinff  eon 
Thou  to  whom  reapers  sing,  and  on  the  1 
Pile  up  their  baskets  with  tha  fnll-cai'd  1 
While  maidens  come,  with  lilde  ^■'-"■"g 
And  bring  thee  poppies,  weaving  tfaaa  a  < 
Of  simple  beau^,  bending  their  heads  d( 
To  garland  thy  full  basketa:  at  whooe  sa 
Among  the  sheaves  of  wheat,  doth  Baoci 
With  Inright  and  sparkling  eyaa,  and  fert  ai 
All  wine4tain*d  from  tha  wann  and  maa 
Perhaps  one  arm  about  thy  neek  ha  twin 
While  in  his  car  ye  ride  among  tha  vinei 
And  with  the  other  hand  ha  gathen  op' 
The  rich,  full  grapes,  and  boUs  tha  glowi 
Unto  thy  lips— and  then  ha  throwa  it  by, 
And  crowns  thee  with  bright  leBcvaa  to  An 
80  it  may  gaie  with  ri^ar  loiv  and  lighH 
Upon  his  heamipg  bnnr:  If  l^y  aarift  d^ 

Be  on  Bome  hill 

Of  vme-hung  Thiaca    O,  oqom,  vhili 
still. 
And  graetwidk  hflBpingi 
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hm  smmll  tftam*  abo^G  th«  filirtfr  vnre, 
wuaderinff  up  the  stj,  and  ItimiJy  Lave 
tin  clotidK  with  theif  light,  Uk^^  floating  vp«rk» 
iniion4i  m  the  air ;  or  spirit  bnrkst 
iins«ien  rider*,  wbeelmg  in  the  iky* 
t  soft  mifll  of  Liftit  is  mmg  hig^lif 
alter  fitiiniiti^  liirtyugti  a  tint  <yf  red, 
Don  the  qt]«crj«J  moon  her  bve  will  iihedi 
pestt-mut,  on  tbfi  ^rth  and  on  the  tea, 
e  thou  *h*tt  cros*  to  'vitw  our  myateiy. 
ire  hATe  totchesa  here  for  tUee,  and  umi, 
e  jncenfli?'  with  a  floating  odour  bum  a, 
iltACa  pil«d  with  TarioUiJ  fry  it*  and  flowed 
nn  o(f  Fom.  gntker'd  it  early  houro, 
Mlouri  fteah  frotn  India,  with  a  heap 
fcnj-ooio'ur'd  pappie* ; — Lo  f  we  keep 
I  fiif  tlKB,  wtdiig  befbn 


whil«  oeean  to  this  burden  rct^Ut 
lo  tli«  ikj  a  itifled  rotr. 


TO  THE  PLANET  JUPITER, 

art»  in  tmthi  a  fair  and  kini^tj  etar, 
t!  whoM  nilver  cre<t  now  i^leama  a&r 
the  ed^  of  yonder  eastern  hUl, 
nif^hVliket  leeini  a  third  of  hetaven  to  £tL 
I  worthy  of  a  poct*B  lore, 
I  a  thing  to  b**ntl  before ; 
rrt  thou  amilest  il»  if  I  might  iing, 
i  tj  I  urn — my  lyre  uouied  to  ring 
If  the  thousand  harps  which  fiU  the  world, 
un*9  EA.it  Sr«  upon  lh«  sky  hua  eurlU 
>ii  Ihc  cSouds,  lUid  now  thou  hast  ari^n, 
m  the  Fast  thine  eye  of  love  doth  gLiiifen — 
,  whom  the  ancients  took  to  be  a  king, 
Jiat  of  god* ;  and,  a*  thou  wvrt  a  spring 
«piration,  t  would  soar  and  drink, 
B  yet  thou  art  upon  the  irtountain^a  brink. 
Ud  men  nay  that  thou,  O  nilver  peer, 
to  the  moon  a  eervitor.  Anmr 
t,  *n*i  watch  her  eye  for  mejwngi«, 
to  the  other  fiiir  and  silver  l>e#n 
•warm  around  her  when  ihe  dts  her  throne  T 
L  of  Ih^  mrionl     She  bringetb  itorm  alone, 
FW,  and  full,  and  pT^ry  other  time ;    [rhyme, 
lumf  men'i  brain*,  and  no  she  makt»  Ihetn 
rate,  and  eig^h  aw*y  iheir  weary  li&; 
ihall  »he  be  of  youn^  Adorrn  nfe, 
Lhou  hare  none  T     Nay ,  one  will  sing  to  thee, 
turn  hi*  eye  lo  thor,  and  bend  the  knee, 
on  the  mare^  of  the  dim  western  plain, 
itar  of  loi^  »ioth  eren  yet  nemain— 
»f  the  ocean^foiim— and  watch  thy  look, 
le  might  gare  upon  nn  antique  book, 
n  hf  dolh  mt  and  read,  at  deep.  d«wl  night, 
mif  from  Time  hi*  hours.     Ah,  Nw«ot  6e]&j  I 
now  she  sink*  to  follow  Reeling  day, 
entftl  with  tliV  i^Unce  of  answering  lore  t 
whfrc  iihe  worship*  ran  T  thoughtlcM  prove  I 
at  thou  rijie*t  htjrh^  into  n^t, 
inf  lh«  water  with  a  line  of  tighly 
rave  and  ripple  quietly  aflani. 


Thy  infiu«n«eR  steal  upon  the  heart. 

With  a  sweet  force  and  unresisted  aft, 

Like  the  still  growth  of  some  unceasing  plantr 

The  mother,  watehing  by  her  sleepjuG;  child, 

Btesaea  thee,  wh*:ti  thy  light,  bo  still  and  nuld. 

Falls  through  the  casement  on  her  babe'*  p*lc  fucOt 

And  tinges  jt  with  a  benignant  grace, 

Like  the  white  shadow  of  an  angers  wing. 

The  sick  man,  who  ha^  lain  for  in*ny  a  dny. 

And  wasted  like  a  UicrhtleB*  flijwer  away, 

Ho  blesse*  thee,  O  Jort !  wfaeii  thou  dost  ibinti 

Tjpou  his  faoo,  with  iniluenee  dirine, 

SE>othing  hie  thin,  blue  eyelidfi  tJito  *leep. 

The  child  its  constant  murmuring  will  keep. 

Within  the  nurae's  ar^na,  til]  thou  d^jnl  glad 

His  eyes,  and  then  he  sleep«^     Tbo  thin,  and  eoJ, 

And  patient  student  elose*  up  IiIn  bo<>ks 

A  *ptt<*e  or  TO,  to  gain  from  thy  kmd  look* 

Refreshment.     iMet),  in  duugt'one  pent, 

Climh  to  the  wiJidow,  and,  with  head  upbent. 

Gaze;  they  at  thee*     The  timid  deer  aw&ke, 

And,  'neatb  thine  eye,  theJr  nightly  rambles  make. 

Whittling  tlieir  joy  to  thee.     The  speckled  trout 

Prom  underneath  hi*  rock  cotaea  sh  noting-  out. 

And  turns  hie  eye  to  thi*e,  and  love^  thy  light, 

And  «leep*  within  it*     The  gray  wntt-r  plant 

Looks  up  to  thee  be^^eechlngiy  n*laat. 

And  thou  dost  feed  it  then^«  beneath  the  warAi 

Even  the  tortoise  crawls  from  out  his  cave, 

And  feeds  wherever,  on  the  dewy  jifras!*, 

Thy  light  hath  lingered*     Thou  canst  even  pats 

To  waternlepth*,  and  moke  the  coral-fly 

Work  happier,  when  flfttter'd  by  tliine  eye- 

Thou  toudiest  not  the  h>u;^he*t  heart  in  vain ; 

Even  the  tttunly  sailor,  and  the  swain. 

Bless  thee,  whcni'Vr  they  see  thy  luHtrou*  eye 

Open  amid  the  clouds,  stilling  the  sky. 

The  loter  praiffi^  thee,  and  to  thy  light 

Compares  hi*  loirp,  tbus  tender  and  thus  brifiht ; 

And  ti.4U  bis  mistress  thou  dost  kindly  mark 

Her  gentle  eye.     Thou  dost  the  heart  unlock 

Which  Uare  and  Wo  hat-e  icnder'd  comfortleas, 

And  t^achc^t  it  thy  influ*ince  to  bless. 

And  ewn  for  a  time  it*  grief  to  brave* 

The  mailman,  that  beneath  lh&  m^)on  doth  rav% 

Looks  to  thy  orb,  and  i*  again  himself. 

The  mtscr  stops  from  counting  out  his  pelf. 

When  through  the  barred  windows coii>en  tJiy  lull — 

And  even  he,  he  thinks  thee  beautiful. 

0  I  while  thy  silver  arrows  pierce  the  air, 
And  while  beneath  thee,  the  dim  ffiTe*t!i,  where 
The  wind  sleepn,  and  the  snowy  mountaiti;»  tall 
Are  still  as  death — O !  bring  me  bark  a^ain 
The  liold  and  happy  heart  th  at  Wewt'd  mts  w  ben 
My  youth  was  i^teen ;  ere  home  and  hope  were  veird 
!n  desolation !     Then  my  ehfek  wai  paled. 

But  not  with  care.     For,  late  at  nitrlil,  and  longt 

1  loilM,  that  I  might  gain  myself  nmnnj^ 
Old  tomes,  a  knowlfd^;  and  in  truth  1  did: 
T  studied  lonir^and  things  the  wii«e  bad  hiil 

In  their  quaint  books,  I  leani'd ;  and  then  I  thought 
The  poetV  art  was  mine :  and  so  I  wmnjrht 
My  boyish  f^iehnir*  into  w^jtdi,  and  apn?ad 
Them  out  before  the  wofld — and  l  wa»  fed 
With  pniae,  and  with  a  name.     Alas  I  to  hm. 
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Whose  eye  and  heart  must  soon  or  late  grow  dim. 
Toiling  with  poverty,  or  evib  worse. 
This  p^ift  of  poetry  is  but  a  curse, 
r nfitting  it  amid  the  world  to  brood, 
And  toil  and  jostle  for  a  livelihood. 
The  feverish  passion  of  the  soul  hath  been 
My  bane.     O  Jove  !  couldst  thou  but  wean 
Me  back  to  boyhood  for  a  space,  it  were 
Indeed  a  gift.  , There  was  a  sudden  stir, 
Thousands  of  years  ago,  upon  the  sea ; 
The  waters  foam*d,  and  parted  hastily. 
As  though  A  giant  left  his  azure  home, 
And  Delos  woke,  and  did  to  light  up  come 
Within  that  Grecian  wsu     Latona  had. 
Till  tiicn,  been  wandering,  listlessly  and  sad, 
About  the  earth,  and  through  the  hollow  vast 
Of  water,  follow'd  by  the  angry  haste 
Of  furious  Jcxo.     Many  a  weary  day, 
Above  the  shaggy  hills  where,  groaning,  lay 
KxcELADus  and  Ttpdox,  she  bad  roam*d. 
And  over  volcanoes,  where  fire  upfoam'd; 
And  sometimes  in  the  forests  she  had  lurk*d. 
Where  tliciierce  serpent  through  the  herbage  worked, 
Over  gray  weeds,  and  tiger-trampled  flowers, 
And  where  the  lion  hid  in  tangled  bowers. 
And  where  the  panther,  with  his  dappled  skin. 
Made  day  like  night  with  his  deep  moaning  din : 
All  things  were  there  to  fright  the  gentle  soul — 
The  hedgehog,  that  across  the  path  did  roll. 
Gray  eagles,  fang'd  like  cats,  old  vultures,  bald. 
Wild  hawks  and  restless  owls,  whose  cryappalfd, 
13 lack  bats  and  speckled  tortoises,  that  snap, 
And  scorpions,  hiding  underneath  gray  stones, 
With  here  and  there  old  piles  of  human  bones 
Of  the  first  men  that  found  out  what  was  war, 
Ikass  heads  of  arrows,  rusted  scimetar, 
Old  rrescent,  shield,  and  edgelcss  battlo-axe, 
A  nd  n(>ar  them  skulls,  with  wide  and  gaping  cracks, 
'I'oo  old  and  dry  for  worms  to  dwell  within; 
Only  the  restless  spider  there  did  sjiin, 
A  n<l  made  his  house.   And  then  she  down  would  lay 
llcr  restless  head,  among  dry  leaves,  and  faint. 
And  close  her  eyes  till  thou  wouldst  come  and  paint 
Her  visage  with  thy  light;  and  then  the  blood 
Would  stir  again  about  her  heart,  endued, 
I)y  thy  kind  look,  with  life  again,  and  speed ; 
And  then  wouldst  thou  her  gentle  spirit  feed 
With  new-wing'd  hopes,  and  sunny  fantasies. 
And,  looking  piercingly  amid  the  trees. 
Drive  from  her  path  all  those  unwelcome  sights. 
Then  would  she  rise,  and  o'er  the  flower-blights, 
And  through  the  tiger-peopled  solitudes. 
And  oilorous  bmkes,  and  panther-guarded  woods, 
AVould  keep  her  way  until  she  reached  the  edge 
Of  the  blue  sea,  and  then,  on  some  high  ledge 
Of  thunder-blockenM  rocks,  would  sit  and  look 
Into  thine  eye,  nor  fear  lest  from  some  nook 
Should  rise  the  hideous  shapes  that  Juxo  ruled, 
And  perKccute  her.     Once  her  feet  she  cooFd 
T'i)on  a  long  and  narrow  beach.     The  brine 
Had  markM,  as  with  an  endless  serpent-spine. 
The  snnde<]  shore  with  a  long  line  of  shells, 
Like  those  the  Nereids  weave,  within  the  cells 
Of  their  queen  Tiiktih — such  they  pile  around 
Tho  feet  of  cross  old  Nirius,  having  found 


That  thu  will  gmin  hii  gnea,  and  neh  Ihcj  1% 
To  the  qaaint  PairrBvi,  m  u  o&ring^ 
When  they  wonld  have  him  tell  tiMirte,  ad  vte 
Shall  iSnt  embnoe  them  with  a  Iovbt^s  gisv. 
And  there  LAToarA  stepp*d  along  the  BHip 
Of  the  alow  wavei,aiid  when  one  easM  dnr  bp; 
And  wet  her -feet,  ahe  tingled,  as  when  Jtri 
Gave  her  the  fiiat,  aU-bnming  kiss  of  Iotcl 
Still  on  she  kept,  pacing  along  the  mad, 
And  on  the  shells,  and  now  and  then  maU  tei 
And  let  her  long  and  golden  hair  ootfloit 
Upon  the  waves— whoi,  lo !  the  suddca  a* 
Of  the  fierce,  hissing  dragon  met  her  cw. 
She  shuddered  then,  and,  aH-possen^d  witk  fai; 
Rush*d  wildly  through  the  hoUow-soaadbg  ml 
Into  the  deep,  deep  sea ;  and  then  she  ymi 
Through  many  wonders— oonl-nllei'd  tKm, 
Deep,  far  below  the  noise  of  upper  waves— 
Sea-flowers,  that  floated  into  golden  hiir. 
Like  misty  silk— fishes,  whose  eyes  did  ghie, 
And  some  surpassing  lovely^fleshlest  i|iM 
Of  old  behemoths— flasks  of  hoarded  wine 
Among  the  timbers  <^  old,  shattered  duf»— 
GoblcU  of  gold,  that  had  not  tonch'd  Owfipi 
Of  men  a  thoosand  years.    And  then  die  hj 
Her  down,  amid  the  everchanging  ipiay, 
And  wished,  and  begg'd  to  die ;  and  thn  It  ini 
That  voice  of  thine  the  deities  that  wmtK, 
LiAcd  to  light  beneath  the  Gradan  sUes 
That  rich  and  lustroos  Delian  paradiM, 
And  pUced  Latosta  there,  while  yet  mlBiy, 
With  parted  lip,  and  respiration  dieep, 
And  open  palm ;  and  when  at  length  she  mhs, 
She  found  herself  beneath  a  shadowy  oak. 
Huge  and  majestic ;  from  ita  bonghs  look'd  «A 
All  birds,  whose  timid  nature  His  to  donht 
And  fear  mankind.    The  dove,  with  patitot  m 
Earnestly  did  his  artful  nest  devise. 
And  was  most  busy  under  shellering  leavis; 
The  thrush,  that  loves  to  sit  upon  gray  eavci 
Amid  old  ivy,  she,  too,  sang  and  built ;        [ipil 
And  mock-bird  songs  rang  out  like  ~ 
Among  the  leaves,  or  on  the  velvet  | 
The  bees  did  all  around  their  stme  i 
Or  down  depended  from  a  swinging  bou^ 
In  tangled  swarms.    Above  her  daialing  bnv 
The  lustrous  humming-bird  was  whirling;  aJl 
So  near,  that  she  might  reach  it  with  hsr  hudL 
Lay  a  gray  lizard— «Bch  do  notioa  give 
When  a  foul  serpent  oomea,  and  they  do  fi«a 
By  the  permission  of  the  roughcal  hind ; 
Just  at  her  feet,  with  mild  eyea  up-indinaJ, 
A  snowy  antelope  «JOpp'd  off  the  bnda 
From  hanging  Umbs;  and  in  tha  aoHtoJia 
No  noise  disturb*d  the  birds,  CMSpl  tha  dia 
Voice  of  a  fount,  that,  from  the  graa^  ham, 
RainM  upon  violets  its  liquid  light. 
And  visible  love;  alao,  the  i 
Of  waves,  that  softly  aang  their  i 
Trode  gently  on  the  soft  and  i 
As  gentle  children  in  sicfc-chanheia  griti% 
And  go  on  tiptoe.    Here,  at  call  of  eve. 
When  thou  didst  rise  abova  tha  faamd  ciilv 
Touching  with  light  LiTOMA'a  awiwy  IntfL 
And  gentler  eyesy  and  whan  tha  ha^igf  mA 
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p  Ui  dewm  to  thee— then  ihe  gAire  btfth 

Lr«bM»  and  tbe  JtiBiroua  Diatt  ; 

hen  thfl  wingv  of  mom  comincnce^  to  fan 

ifcncM  from  the  eaii,  tltiT  thvri;  rote, 

I  the  thidi  kdJ  odours!  roppmf  forcwtA,  [esU 

laoai  im  grayest  ami  dim  caYes  were  hpar- 

ett  torn  tbt  luiown  and  Jrtadful  hiia 

ptuituii^  drvgon*     Agonies 

<i  Latova's  «oul;  »ni)  ihe  hftd  flc4 

it  AruLLii,  young  md  lirighl  ApoluJj 
aed  fram  tin&  dim  aod  pt^rUouft  hoHow, 
kM  what  meant  the  noise.  «lt  ia,  O  child! 
ieoua  dragon  that  hath  aje  iloGied 
ICC  uid  quiet,  Brnt  by  henvcn's  qu^n 
'  her  rivjii,  me,*'     Upon  Iho  green 
9«sij  grass  ihefe  lay  ■  nervous  Iww, 
mvy  uTowi,  efigle*wing'd,  which  ihoUf 
i  I  h*d*t  placed  wiLbin  Apoj,t,o*«  jfndu 
im^plnt^,  the  young-  j^od  stood  in  the  breath 
lirig  tree*,  with  eye  that  fiercely  glanc^p 
e]rpandedr  hp  prcsa^dt  foot  luhanced, 
lT>w  at  the  string ;  when^  Jo  t  the  coi! 
fierce  »rtake  fame  on  with  winding  toil, 
iA  gjrationA,  crushing  down  the  hmncbcB, 
lOtM  At  when  n  hungry  tiger  cranche* 
Hmet:  and  then  AroLLO  drew  hi*  bow 
Iho  ey^— nor  ended  with  one  blow; 
ber  dait  he  hnrlM  from  off  the  ilring — 
he  eye — until  a  tireless  thing 
Igou  lay.     Thus  Lho  young  Bun*god  *Uvr 
to*n  scaly  snake  r  and  then  he  throw 
[>n^  was  be)  the  monster  m  the  sea ; 
arlts  earae  round  and  ate,  Toracioualy, 
i  the  wslera  into  bloody  fotun, 
r  fieree  fights,     Lat*!?!  Aj  ihcn,  mi^ht  roam 
i»  air,  Mfl,  or  heaven,  void  of  dread ; 
m  Jl-.¥0  badly  might  haire  Bpcd 
er  bright  children,  whom  Ihou  »oon  did^t  se.l 
t  the  aun  and  moon,  ai  tbey  do  ycL 
who  did*t  then  ihcir  destiny  control, 
W011I6  woo  thee,  till  into  my  soul 
;:bl  miirht  «inlj.     O  Jovi !  I  am  full  sum 
eiir  unlo  ihy  star  a,  love  mon?  pure      ♦ 
;  thou  hoii  been,  every  ^t here,  lo  me 
3e  of  inspiralioh.     T  should  bo 
m,  eoqld  I  not  first  heboid  tliine  orb 
the  west;  then  doth  my  heart  alMorh. 
her  withering  ilowers,  thy  light  and  life; 
t  ne?tcTt,  which  cuttc th  like  a  knife,  | 

Lave  from  ihco,  unlesB  tho  lake  | 

^en  !:*  clouded.   Plarfet !  thou  wouldfit  make  1 
tliou  didnt  thine  ancient  wondiippers, 
;  but,  alai !  whatever  ettra 
^ne  and  pen.  tbey  both  are  fatnt  and  weak 
hath  not,  in  some  (rrarioas  freak, 
n  me  the  spirit  of  his  lyre, 
bM  my  heurt  with  his  etbeieal  fire 
>rinins  ecaence :  Lhus,  whate'er  I  sing 
irnd  poorn  and  msy  but  humbly  rin^ 
hr  wiive*i  of  Time's  far-booming  #cii, 
n  srivi*  is  small ;  tbou  wilt  not  icorn 
;  I  give  no  (^Iden  sheavps  o(  eom  ;  1 

to  Ihee  no  rich  and  odorous  guma ;  | 

ID  bo  thee  no  beratombej 
IS 


And  build  no  alLara:  t fl  ft  l»irt  llofW ^ 

Such  aa  it  ia,  I  give  it — *t  ia  thy  own.  ^ 

TO  THE  MOCKING  BIRD, 

Tmu(7  glorious  moeker  nf  thr  world  !    I  h«ar 
Thy  many  voices  rin|E^ing  throuj;h  the  i^tooms 
Of  thtwe  green  eolitodev — and  nil  thi?  ricarp 
Bright  j usance  of  th^ir  nong  «*fiiliralle  the  etr 
And  jloode  the  ht^rt     Over  the  spherr^d  tombs 
Of  vanUh'd  nations  rolU  thy  riubjc  tide* 
No  light  from  history's  atarlikc  p»gc  illume* 
The  memory  of  ihoac  nfLtion»— they  hnvo  dicd^ 
None  care«  for  them  but  thou*  and  thou  may  hi  stng, 
Perhnps,  o'er  me — as  now  4hy  iii>ng  doth  ring 
Over  thcjr  boncis  by  whom  thou  cnce  noMt  dcidcd 

Thou  seorncr  of  all  cities !     Tbou  doitt  l»*avis 
The  world^s  turmoil  and  nevcr-ccanmg  din. 
Where  one  from  others  no  eiisleuoe  weavea^ 
Where  the  old  aigba,  the  y4»ung  turns  i^ray  and 

gri«ve«, 
Wbefe  midery  gniwa  the  mshkn*i  heart  within ; 
And  thou  doat  floe  into  the  brottd,  ^vii  itouds* 
And  with  Ihy  soul  of  musie  thou  dost  w  in 
Their  heart  lo  harmony — no  jar  intrudric 
Upon  thy  sounding  melody,     O^  where^ 
Amid  the  sweet  mu^LdAns  of  the  olri 
Is  one  so  dear  as  ibee  to  there  old  HohtudeN  T 

Ha  t  what  a  burst  woa  that  1  the  .^olian  strain 
Goes  Hoattng  through  the  tnns^ied  pan^aiccs 
Of  the  lone  wot^lM'^'iind  rt^w  it  corner  Bg;iin^ 
A  muUiludlnou*  mclotly— like  a  nin 
Of  floitfy  mnwe  under  echaing  lw©«. 
Over  a  linginci  l«ke ;  it  tre»ji»  Ihfl  s»ul 
With  a  bright  harmoTiy  of  happiness^ 
Even  Ofl  a  i?cm  U  wrapt,  when  round  it  roll 
Their  wavcjr  of  triliiant  flam* — till  we  beeome. 
E'en  with  the  eicc#«  of  our  deep  ploMurep  dumb« 
And  piLot  Uke  tame  swift  runner  chngtng  Lo  the  goaU 

I  would,  sweet  bird,  Ibnt  t  might  live  wi(h  thee. 

Amid  the  eloquent  grandrur  of  the  shades 

Alone  with  natnre^but  it  may  not  b«  ;  , 

I  have  to  struggle  with  the  tumbling  sea 

Of  human  lifc^  until  eiintenrc  fndca 

Into  death's  darkness.     Thou  wilt  ting  and  soar 

Through  the  thick  wooda  and  shadow^^lieekef  d 

glades, 

While  naught  of  sorrow  ewU  a  ^Imnriw  o'er 

'i*ho  brilliance  of  thy  hf^rt-^litil  I  must  wear 

A  a  now»  my  garmenting  of  pun  and  care — 

A  A  penitents  of  old  their  galling  aaekdoth  wora^ 

Yet  why  complain  ! — What  though  fond  hopra 
defertM  .  *  fS^t^^* 

Have  overshadow M  Youth's    green  paths  With 
Still,  joy's  rich  mu*ic  in  not  oil  unlieiird^^ — 
There  ia  a  voice  sweeter  llun  thine,  aweet  bird, 
To  welcomo  me^  witfam  my  hiintbte  home  j— 
There  is  an  eye  with  Iovc'r  dc^votion  triglit, 
The  dirktttieA  c4 t^-^Uler.fv  to  Illume!  [bliirht 

Then  why  complaint^— When  daith  ih^ll  east  hift 
Over  the  epmL^  then  my  bonw  shjll  n*t 
Beneath  these  trees — and  fnvntb^  iwelhrjg  brta*t, 
OV  ihffta  thy  pong  ihall  pou  r  like  a  Kc  h  toad  of  light. 
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TO  SPRING. 

O  THOU  delidous  Spring ! 
Nursed  in  the  lap  of  thin  and  mihtla  diowen, 

Which  fall  from  clouds  that  lift  their  mowy  wing 
From  odorous  heds  of  light«nfolded  flowen, 
And  from  enmassed  bowers, 
That  over  grasny  walks  their  greenneaa  fling, 
Come,  gentle  Spring ! 

Thou  lover  of  young  wind, 
That  comcth  from  the  invisible  upper  seft     [bind. 
Beneath  the  sky,  which  clouds,  its  whit«  foam, 
And,  settlin;^  in  the  trees  delidously, 

Makes  young  leaves  dance  with  glee, 
Eveu  in  the  teeth  of  that  old,  sober  hind, 
Winter  unkind, 

Ceme  to  us ;  for  thou  art 
Like  the  fine  love  of  children,  gentle  Spring! 

I^ouchin^  the  sacred  feeling  of  the  heart. 
Or  like  a  virgin^s  pleasant  welcoming; 
And  thou  dost  ever  bring 
A  tide  of  gentle  b«t  resistless  art 
Upon  the  heaiL 

Red  Autumn  from  the  south 
(.Contends  with  thee  ;  alasl  what  may  he  show  1 

What  are  his  purple-stainM  and  rosy  mouth. 
And  browned  cheeks,  to  thy  soft  feet  of  snow. 
And  timid,  pleasant  glow, 
G  iving  ca  rth-piercing  flowers  tkeirprimalgrowth, 
And  greenest  youth  1 

Gay  Summer  conquers  tkee; 
A  rid  yet  he  has  no  beauty  such  as  thine ; 

What  is  his  ever-streaming,  fiery  sea, 
T>>  the  pure  glory  that  with  thee  doth  shine? 
Thou  season  most  divine, 
What  may  his  dull  and  lifeless  minstrelsy 
Compare  with  thee! 

Come,  sit  upon  the  hills. 
And  bid  the  waking  streams  leap  down  their  side. 
And  green  the  vales  with  their  slight-sounding 
And  when  the  stars  upon  the  sky  shall  glide,  [rills ; 
•  And  crescent  Dian  ride, 

I  too  will  breathe  of  thy  delicious  thrills. 
On  grassy  hills. 

Alas !  bright  Sprins:,  not  long 
Shall  I  enjoy  thy  pleasant  influence ; 

For  thou  shalt  die  ttic  summer  heat  amdng, 
Sublimed  to  vapour  m  his  fire  intense. 
And,  gone  forever  hence. 
Exist  no  more:  no  more  to  earth  belong. 
Except  in  song. 

So  I  who  sing  shall  die : 
Worn  unto  death.  ])erchAnce,  by  care  and  sorrow; 

And,  fainting  thus  with  an  unconscious  sigh. 
Bid  unto  this  poor  botfy  a  good-morrow, 

Which  now  sometimes  I  borrow. 
And  breathe  of  joyance  keener  and  more  high. 
Ceasing  to  sigh ! 


LINES  WRFTTEN  ON  THE  ROOT 
MOUNTAINS. 


Thi  deqcH  trmspiwH  dkjytaH 

Of  mBoy  thoonnd  glitleimg  Ugbti 
Unnnmbei'd  stan  that  cdndy  mb 

The  daik  dominioiis  of  tlw  ni^ 
The  mild,  bright  moon  has  opi 

Out  of  tfafl  gray  and  bonndlfl 
And  all  aroand  the  white  aoows  glislea, 

Where  frost,  and  ice,  and  silence  leigi^* 
While  ages  roll  away,aiid  they  """»«■■§■''  naa 

These  moantuna,  pierciiig  the  bine  dj 

With  their  eternal  cones  of  ioe; 
The  torrents,  dashing  from  on  high, 

0*er  rock  and  crag  and  pieeipiee; 
Change  not,  but  still  remain  as  ef«r» 

Unwasting,  deathless,  and  sobBnii^ 
And  will  remain  while  lightnings  qninr, 

Or  stars  the  hoaiy  sunuiitB  dually 
Or  rolls  the  thanderHchariot  of  eternal  Tddh 


It  ii  not  so  with  all— 1 1 

And  waste  as  with  a  living  deadi. 
Like  one  that  hath  become  a  strange^ 

Unwelcome  guest,  and  Ungcreth 
Among  the  memories  of  the  past. 

Where  he  is  a  forgotten  name; 
For  Time  hath  greater  power  to  blait 

The  hopes,  the  feelings,  and  the  frna, 
To  make  the  passions  fierce,  or  their  fimt  itawi 
totame. 

The  wind  com^  roshing  swift  by  um, 

Pouring  its  ooohieso  on  my  bmr ; 
Such  was  I  once— as  pnmdly  free, 

And  yet,  alas  I  how  altered  now! 
Yet,  while  I  gase  upon  yon  plain. 

These  mountains,  this  eternal  sky. 
The  scenes  of  boyhood  come  again. 

And  pass  before  the  vacant  eje. 
Still  wearing  something  of  their  anetent  brifliH 

Yet  why  complain? — lor  what  ii  wrongs 

False  friends,  cold-lieaitednea%  decsit. 
And  life  already  made  too  kmg. 

To  one  who  walks  with  binding  ftst 
Over  its  paths  1— it  will  bat  make 

Death  sweeter  when  it  comes  at  lart— 
And  though  the  trampled  hent  may  wdbtt, 

Its  agony  of  pain  is  past. 
And  calmness  gathen  tba»,  while  lifc  is  dU 
fast 

Peiiiaps,  when  I  have  passed  acwmy. 

Like  the  sad  echo  of  a  dream. 
There  may  be  some  one  fimnd  to  aij 

A  word  thst  might  like  sorrow  seank 
That  I  would  have— one  sadden'd  tear. 

One  kindly  and  regretting  tlioa^il— 
Grant  me  but  that!— and  even  hem, 

Here,  in  this  lone,  unpeopled  spot. 
To  breathe  away  this  life  oif  pahi,  I  mvmw  ■ 


PARK  BENJAMIN. 


Ibrt,in&] 


i«tc<md  Miersiririi  of  Mr.  Bktc Ji^mir  c«aie 
Ca^Und  at  an  early  period  fmm  W^es. 
tft  who  was  u  mcrchjint,  resitled  muij 
DemMmt  in  British  Guiana,  where  be 
E  bit^  fortune^  There  the  iubject  of 
»  w»*  bom  in  the  year  1809,  When  he 
at  thjT«  ye&rs  nld,  in  canHH|Uenc«  of  n 
lines*  b«  wm*  brought  to  this  country, 
ft  CATC  of  ft  fAilhfiiL  fenmle  giiArdlan,  and 
oppt  duririf  ti  few  bric^f  pcTiodi,  he  hu 
idcd.  The  improper  m<?dical  treat  men  I  to 
ft  had  bfwsn  aubjecti?d  in  Demenim  pre^ 
lis  complete  restoration  under  the  more 
hysicivu  of  New  Enj^land,  and  he  has 
Aft  fnim  his  childhood ;  but  I  helteve  hii 
IMkh  h»»  been  auiformty  good  for  mmoj 

I  m  haij  he  wu  wnt  to  la  excellent  iehool 
ifml  village  of  Golehester,  in  ConneetieuL 
e  he  WM  remOTfld  to  New  Haven,  where 
d  Ihroe  yeara  in  hi4  father's  family,  olWr 
i  Wft«  sent  to  a  private  boarding  school 
fton,  in  which  he  reoiained  until  he  en> 
irra^d  CoUe^.  in  1835*  Ho  left  this 
I  institution  before  the  elose  ot\m  second 
^jear,  in  Cflonetjiiencc  of  ft  protructed  imd 
RtijBsH,  and  on  hit  recovery  entcr^  Wash- 
^U^^>  at  Hartford,  then  under  the  prejt^ 
the  Right  Rfiferend  TuuxA*i  C.  Buows- 
r  Bishop  of  Connecticut  He  waa  ^radu- 
1839,  with  the   highest  honoure  of  his 

130,   Mr,  Bt3rjAMf?f   entered    the   Law 

t  Cambridj^,  at  that  time  conducted  by 
jc*  Bmav  and  Professor  Ash  wu 5*  He 
hi  A  iei^  BtuJtfn  with  much  industry  for 
?raMe  [leriod  at  this  eeminary,  but  finished 
ifemcht  of  his  profciaj^m  at  New  H^vcn^ 
'href  JusLire  Daoc^ett  and  Profijssor 
icic.  He  was  ailmittcil  to  the  Connecli- 
fi  1 S3X  |n«l  removing  «oou  afu-r  |o  Hoa- 
rc'iiidcucc  of  his  relatives  and  Friends,  ho 
littitl  to  the  court*  of  M  ii<<^^chusctts,  as 
iLnd  ooutmclior  at  law  and  solicitor  in 

r, 

ispoftttirin  to  devote  his  tin%e  to  literature 
d  hi*  (^nicrinar  upon  the  pru^licc  of  his 
n,  and  on  the  dcnilh  of  En  wit  Brcmsfo- 
&  of  ita  oHi^iniil  ftlitor*.  T  believe  he  be* 
nuected  wltli  the  '^New  Enj^bud  Mns^a^ 
In  H3[i  thut  perrfxlical  was  j^>incd  l*i  the 
^n  Monthly  Maipuine/'  imMinheil  in 
irk.  and  cdUeil  byCii4Nt,^s  F,  HMprwiii, 
BmTJXWT'v  wai  soon  afU^r  induced  to  go 
pcrmftnenlly  in  that  city.  By  unforti*- 
patmentii^  and  the  cal dimities  in  which  so 
pre  invoked  in  that  period,  he  hbt  lo«t 
\ist  patrimonial  property,  and  the  remunder 


of  it  be  now  invested  in  a  publishing  establish- 
ment j  but  the  commercial  difftnci^  of  the  ttroe*  by 
which  many  of  the  wealthiest  houses  we^e  over* 
thrown,  prevented  the  realixalton  of  his  expecla- 
ttona,  and  the  businftst  wm  abandoned*  He  pur- 
chased, I  believe,  near  the  dose  of  the  y«tr  1&37, 
the  "American  Monthly  Magaidnft,"  and  for 
about  two  yeara  conduct<>d  it  with  mtich  alulity  i 
hut  by  giving  to  jsome  of  the  luVer  numhcra  of  it 
a  political  character,  its  proaperily  was  def^troyed, 
and  ho  relinquished  it  to  become  associated  with 
Mr.  Hun4C£  Gm^Ktsr  in  the  edttorship  of  thft 
"New  Yorker/'  a  popular  weekly  periodical,  d^ 
voted  to  literfltwe  and  politics.  In  1840  several 
wet^kly  gDiettc^  of  UTjprcccdcntwJ  dun  were  csta- 
bli><hed  in  New  York*  and  rapidly  attxiined  a  gtcaC 
direulatian.  With  the  most  prominent  of  these  he 
wafl  connected,  and  bis  writings  contributed  largely 
to  its  success. 

In  both  prc»e  and  vetse  Mr,  BntikmtH  bis 
been  a  very  prolific  author.  His  rhythmical  com- 
poedtions  would  fill  many  i^olumes.  They  are 
generally  rhort.  *«  A  Poein  on  the  Conljemplation 
of  Nature,'*  reail  l»efore  Ih*^  clasws  of  VVafllungton 
Collecre,  on  the  day  of  biH  frmduatiffln ;  •*  Poetry,  n 
SsdreV'  published  in  1643.  and  ^'Tnfiduetiont  a 
Satire  "  published  in  1845*  aro  tlie  Loni^e«t  of  his 
printed  work*.  He  has  wiitten  several  dramatic 
picrcfls,  of  which  only  &agnieuts  have  boen  given 
to  the  public. 

There  have  not  been  many  successful  American 
aati res.  T r r »  nt* l l'*  '*  Progrcfis  of  Duln c«s' '  and 
*'  McFtngal,"  are  the  bc*4t  that  hod  been  produced 
at  the  close  of  the  Revolution.  FuaMtAU,  Hue- 
mi  !fs,  BwjoHT,  AtsnF,  CttfrTox,  <md  oth*>r«i, 
itt tempted  this  kind  of  writrnp  with  vanous  mc- 
ccsa,  but  none  of  Uicm  cq ua IIH  Tr  r h  b l' l l.  M ore 
recently  FEHSEsrnK^f,  VRarLAscK,  PiitnposT, 
HittiCK,  Holmes  W*nri,  O^buutTt  and  BK?t- 
J  i  M I  :r ,  have  Cfssuy ed  it,  H  k  li.  rc  k  's  "  Fiin  ny  " 
■nd  "  £  pintles"  arc  witlVt  ffpiritrd  and  plsytul, 
but  local  in  tlieir  application*  The  ^^Yiaion  of 
Ruhcta"^  has  fclitfritous  ]%Mfki|res,  and  shows*  ihfit 
itH  duthor  is  a  scholar,  but  it  ia  cumbrous  and  ijc- 
casionaMy  dmme.  Mr.  Br.YjjkMi:<i^B  satires  are 
lively t  pointed,  and  free  from  malignity  or  hcen- 
tiouiinew. 

In  some  of  hit  shinier  poems,  Mr*  Bm/XHiflT 
has  «howii  •  quick  perception  v€  the  ridirulou*; 
in  otbeni,  warm  afH^cTions  and  a  m*Hlitiilive  sfiirit ; 
and  in  inorv,  i^ycty,  }iii^  ptKm*  are  adorned  with 
ap[^Nii^Ue  and  pfi'tty  fs  nciea.  and  seem  gcnerslly  to 
\w>  exj^resHive  of  actual  feelings.  Home  of  his  hu- 
mourous pict**,  as  the  normi^t  entitled  *<8port," 
which  is  quoted  in  the  fononint;  pdg<^s,  are  happlty 
eipTCNi^l,  but  hm  style  is  generally  more  like  that 
of   an    impR.ivijw£i>r    than    an    artist.     He    rarely 

makes  uiie  of  tike  humishcr. 
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GOLD.  ■ 

**  Gold  it,  in  iu  l«it  analjrtU,  the  «weat  of  the  poor  and 
the  blood  of  the  brave."— Joseph  Napolboh. 

Waste  treasure  like  water,  ye  noble  and  great ! 
Spend  the  wealth  of  the  world  to  increase  your  es- 
Pilc  up  your  temples  of  marble,  and  raise       [tate ; 
Columns  and  domes,  tbat  the  people  may  gaze 
And  wonder  at  beauty,  so  gorgeously  shown 
By  subjects  more  rich  than  the  king  on  his  throne. 
Lavish  and  squander — for  why  should  ye  save 
<•  The  sweat  of  the  poor  and  the  blood  of  the  brave  ?*' 

Pour  wine  Into  goblets,  all  crusted  with  gem»— 

M^ear  pearls  on  your  collars  and  pearls  on  your 

Let  diamonds  in  splendid  profusion  outvie  [hems ; 

The  myriad  stars  of  a  tropical  sky ! 

Though  from  the  night  of  the  fathomless  mine 

These  may  be  dug  at  your  banquet  to  shine, 

Little  care  ye  for  the  chains  of  the  slave, 

«  The  sweat  of  the  poor  and  tlio  blood  of  the  brave.*' 

Behold,  at  your  gates  stand  the  feeble  imd  old, 
Let  tliem  bum  in  the  sunshine  and  freeze  in  the  cold ; 
Jjct  them  starve :  though  a  morsel,  a  drop  will  impart 
New  vigour  and  warmth  to  the  limb  and  the  heart : 
Vou  taste  not  their  anguish,  you  feel  not  their  pain, 
Your  heads  are  not  bare  to  the  wind  and  the  rain — 
Must  wretches  like  these  of  your  charity  crave 
**  The  sweat  of  the  poor  and  the  blood  of  the  brave  1*' 

An  army  goes  out  in  the  mom's  early  light. 
Ten  thousand  gay  soldiers  equipped  for  the  fight ; 
An  army  comes  home  at  the  closing  of  day ; 
O,  where  arc  their  banners,  their  goodly  array! 
Ye  widows  and  orphans,  bewail  not  so  loud — 
Your  groans  may  imbittcr  the  feast  of  the  proud ; 
To  win  for  their  store,  did  the  wild  battle  rave, 
"  The  sweat  of  the  poor  and  the  blood  of  the  brave." 

Gold  !  gold  !  in  all  ages  the  curse  of  mankind, 
Thy  fetters  are  forged  for  tlio  soul  and  the  mind: 
The  limbs  may  be  free  as  the  wins^s  of  a  bird, 
And  the  mind  be  the  slave  of  a  look  and  a  word. 
To  gam  thee,  men  barter  eternity's  crown, 
Yield  honour,  affection,  and  lasting  renown, 
And  mingle  like  foam  with  life's  swift-rushing  wave 
«*  The  sweat  of  the  poor  and  the  bluod  of  the  brave." 


UPON  SEEING  A  PORTRAIT 

op   A   LADY,  PAKNTED   BT  GIOVAX.f  I  C.   THOMPSON. 

There  is  a  sweetnees  in  those  uptum'd  eyes, 
A  tearful  lustre — such  as  fanry  lends 
To  the  Madonna — and  a  soft  surprise, 

As  if  they  saw  stra.ige  beauty  in  the  air ; 
Perchance  a  bird,  whose  little  pinion  bends 

To  the  same  breeze  that  lifts  that  flowing  hair. 

And,  O,  that  lip,  and  check,  and  forehead  fair. 
Reposing  on  the  canvass ! — that  bright  smile. 

Casting  a  mellow  radiance  over  all ! 
Say,  didst  thou  strive,  young  artist,  to  beguile 

The  gazer  of  his  reason,  and  to  thrall 
His  every  sense  in  meshes  of  delight — 
"When  thou,unconsciouB,mad'8t  this  phantom  bright? 
Bure  nothing  real  lives,  which  thus  can  charm  the 
sight! 


THE  STORMY  PETREU 

This  is  the  bird  that  swaepfl  o'er  th*  fn* 
Fearien  and  npid  ttid  itroiig  is  lie; 
He  never  fbmkei  the  biUowy  roer. 
To  dwell  in  calm  on  the  tranquil  ihora, 
Save  when  his  mate  fnnn  the  tempest's  shodt 
Protects  her  yonng  in  the  splintered  rockii 

Birds  of  the  sea,  they  rejoice  in  stormf ; 
On  the  top  of  the  wave  you  may  see  their  ion 
They  nm  and  dive,  and  they  whirl  and  fly, 
Where  the  glittering  foam  spray  bnakM  on  hif 
And  against  the  force  of  the  strongest  pk, 
Like  phantom  ships  they  soar  and  ssiL 

AH  over  the  ocesn,  fu  from  land* 
When  the  storm-king  rises  dark  and  grud. 
The  mariner  sees  the  petrel  meet 
The  fathomless  waves  with  steady  feetp 
And  a  tireless  wing  and  a  daontlcas  farasst, 
Without  a  home  or  a  hope  of  resL 

So,  mid  the  contest  and  toil  of  life, 
My  son! !  when  the  billows  of  rage  and  iliifc 
Are  tossing  high,  and  the  heavenly  bine 
Is  shrouded  by  vapoun  of  sombie  ho^* 
Like  the  petrel  wheeling  o'er  foam  and  apny, 
Onward  wad  upward  pursue  thj  way! 


THE  NAUTILUS. 

The  Nautilus  over  loves  to  glide 
Upon  the  crest  of  the  radiant  tide. 
When  the  sky  is  clear  and  the  wave  la  bright 
Look  over  the  sea  for  a  lovely  sight! 
You  may  watch,  and  watch  for  many  a  nile, 
And  never  see  Nautilus  all  the  while. 
Till,  just  as  your  patience  is  nearly  lost, 
Lo !  thcro  is  a  bark  in  the  sunlight  toss'd ! 

<*  Sail  ho !  and  whither  avray  so  foil  !** 
What  a  curious  thing  she  has  rigged  for  a  mi 
**  Ahoy !  ahoy !  don*t  you  hear  oar  hail  1" 
How  the  breeze  is  swelling  her  gossamer  mil 
The  good  ship  Nautilus— yes,  *tis  she ! 
Sailing  over  the  gold  of  the  placid  sea; 
And  though  she  will  never  deign  reply, 
I  could  tell  her  hull  with  the  glanee  of  an  ej 

Now,  I  wonder  where  Nautilur  can  be  bottn 
Or  does  she  always  sail  round  and  round. 
With  the  fairy  queen  and  her  oonrt  on  board 
And  mariner-sprites,  a  glittering  horde  1 
Docs  she  roam  and  roam  till  the  evening  ligl 
And  where  docs  she  go  in  the  deep  midnighi 
So  crazy  a  vessel  could  hardlj  sail. 
Or  weather  the  blow  of  «a  fine,  atilT  gale." 

O,  the  selfsame  hand  that  holda  the  chain 
Which  the  ocean  binds  to  the  mky  main— 
Which  guards  from  the  wrack  whoi  the  !■ 

raves. 
And  the  stout  ship  reels  on  the  anigli 
Directe  the  courm  of  thy  fittle  baifc^ 
And  in  the  light  ortlie  rimdow  daA* 
And  near  the  shove  or  fer  at  seav 
Makes  safe  a  ImUowj  path  te  thwl 
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TO  ONE  BELOVED. 
1, 

And  whe«  the  moon,  of  faiiy  ftans  the  qtieen. 
Wave*  bier  tranRparent  wand  o'er  all  th^  scene  | 

TKlmi,  Jtati  have  pus'd, 
wtetaai,  ami:«  I  heud  thj  voice's  tonCf 
g  tbou  wouldsl  be  cpii^fi  and  mme  done ;        , 

Dark  years  h&ve  cotft 

ihadows  on  toe,  and  mj  brow  oo  mona          ^ 
■  with  tlie  happy  light  that  oiu^  it  wore. 

I  »eek  the  rale, 
And,  while  inhalinar  the  mois»-r09e*a  breath,^ 
(Leaa  sweet  than  thine,  unmatched  Euzabetii  !) 

A  vision,  pale 
Ai  the  far  robea  of  fiPTapha  in  the  night, 
Rises  before  me  with  supernal  Ught 

My  heart  b  «cr«i 
l^f  los&M  upon  lh«  aotumna]  gala  \ 
larly  rose-huea  <>f  my  life  arc  pale, 

lU  gsnlen  drear, 
w*r  t)c«crted,  f^ar  ray  singing  hini 
ig  iu  dim  retrdtf  no  mote  U  heard. 

I  «eek  the  mount. 
And  there,  in  closest  commune  with  the  blue. 
Thy  ipirituttl  glancoa  meet  my  view* 

I  seek  the  fount  i 
And  tbou  art  my  EoEniii  and  the  gtsde 
Encircling  it  around  ia  hoUer  made^ 

0,  tni3i  ihiMii  not 
My  Ihat  I  have  long  forgottf  n  ihc*, 
cii  now  th^tt  art  not  dear  to  me  i 

Though  far  my  lot 
thioe,  and  though  Time V  onward  rolling  tidia 
sever  bcaj  me*  dcaicst,  to  Ihy  lide. 

I  seek  ihe  brook  : 
And,  b  the  silver  shout  of  watcp*,  hear 
Thy  merry,  melting  tt^ne^  siilule  mine  earr 

And,  in  the  look 
Of  lilies  flooting  from  the  flowery  land, 
8ee  something  eoH  and  Etainleis'as  thy  hand* 

I  would  foTget, 

I  strive  in  vain — In  dreams,  in  dreams 
adianec  of  thy  glance  upon  me  benma : — 

No  fttar  has  met 
lie  for  years  whoae  beauty  doth  not  shine, 
w  look  of  speech  ksa  love  ia  not  like  thine  \     i 

All  thing*  convey 
A  likeneja  of  my  early,  only  love- 
All  faifiHit  things  amnnd, -below,  above; 

The  foamy  spray 
Over  the  billow,  and  the  bethled  pearls, 
And  the  light  flag  the  lighter  bieeEe  unfurls. 

The  eTcnmg  air — 
ritn^s  of  the  floweret's  fragrant  tieath— 
1  not  BO  Kwe«'tly  Lo  me  aa  Ihy  breath ; 

The  moonlight  fuif 
10 wy  wMle  ak'epi  not  with  sweeter  ray, 
thy  clear  memory  on  my  heart*a  Jocay. 

For,  in  the  grace 
Ai  well  as  in  the  beauty  of  the  tea, 
T  finil  A  true  similitude  to  thee ; 

And  I  can  trace 
Thbo  image  in  the  lovelineM  that  dwells 
MM  inland  forests  and  seqoeatcrM  dclk 

I  lav€  thee  still— 

[  shall  love  ih^  ever,  on  J  above 
iithly  olijeets  with  undying  love. 

The  mountaiM-rill 
,  with  no  surtr  flow,  the  far,  bright  iea^ 
my  unchanged  attection  flows  to  thee» 

I  am  thine  own, 
My  dearest,  though  thoo  never  ronyst  be  mine| 
I  wou!d  not  if  t  could  the  band  tmtwbe 

Around  me  thrown — 
Since  firat  I  breathed  to  ihee  that  word  of  fire — 
R«-0choM  now,  how  feebly !  by  mj  lyre^ 

A  year  ha»  flown, 
cart's  best  ^n^el  since  to  thee  I  strung 
^1,  pwtic  lyre — *inc4!  laat  I  sung, 

In  faSterini  tone, 
^ve  undying:  thous^h  in  all  my  dreams 
imiles  hare  Lmger'J,  like  the  itara  in  streanii. 

Love,  constant  love! 
Afce  cannot  quench  it — like  the  primal  ray 
From  the  vast  founUin  that  supplies  the  day* 

Far,  far  above 
Our  cloud-encircled  region,  it  will  flow 
Aa  pure  and  as  eternal  in  its  glow. 

0,  when  I  die 

On  ruMed  wing-, 
•tonn4(ws'd  bird,  tb.it  year  has  sped  away 
;be  shadow 'd  past,  and  not  a  day 

To  mc  ^ould  bring 
lijir  joyj*  like  those  I  know  of  yore, 
Qomt  and  noon,  and  night,  a  aorrow  borv. 

(Tf  until  then  thou  mayst  not  drop  a  tear) 
Weep  then  for  one  to  whom  thou  wert  most  dear^ 

To  whom  thy  sigh. 
Denied  in  life,  in  death,  If  fondly  given, 
Will  seem  the  sweetest  incense-air  of  heaves  1 
iri. 

AliH,  for  Timer 
lie  hi*  sickle  reajn  the  hurvest  fair 
3pes  ihul  blonitoin'd  in  the  summer  air 

Of  youth's  swi^et  clime ; 
rtveato  bloom  the  deeply -rooted  trw 
ih  thou  hiiHt  planted,  deathless  Memory  I 

l>o«t  thou  not  turn, 
Fairest  and  sweetest,  from  the  floweiy  way 
On  which  thy  fwt  are  treading  every  day. 

And  seek  lo  le^rn 
Tidinga,  sometimes,  of  htm  who  loved  thee  well — 
More  than  hi*  pen  can  fttite  or  tongue  can  tril ' 

Benf^th  jti  ih.iile 
le,  and  m'l^  alone — while  dsyliErbt  dira, 
^n^  itii  dotphin  bue^  in  western  akiea, 

And  when  they  fade. 

Gaae  not  thine  eyes 
(0,  wild  and  Juntroy*  eye«,  ve  were  my  fatBl) 
Upon  Ihe  linet  he  fituhionM  not  of  late« 

But  when  the  skiea 
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Of  joy  were  over  him,  and  he  was  bleaa'd 
That  he  could  sing  of  tieasurea  he  poiw'dt 

Treafurea  more  dear 
Than  g^ld  in  ingots,  or  barbaric  pilea 
Of  pearls  and  diamonds,  thy  most  precious  smites! 

Bring,  bring  me  here, 
O,  ruthless  Time,  some  of  those  treasores  now. 
And  print  a  hundred  wrinkles  on  my  brow. 

Mske  me  grow  old 
Before  my  years  are  many — take  away 
Health,  youth,  ambition — let  my  strength  decay, 

My  mind  be  sold 
To  be  tlic  slave  of  some  strange,  barren  loie-« 
Only  those  treasures  to  my  heart  restore ! 

Ah!  I  implore 
A  boonrthat  cannot  be,  a  blessing  flown 
Unto  a  realm  so  distant  from  my  own, 

That,  could  I  soar 
On  caglc*s  wings,  it  still  would  be  afar, 
As  if  I  strove  by  flight  to  reach  a  star  I 

The  future  vast 
Before  me  lifts  majestic  steeps  on  high. 
Which  I  must  stand  upon  biefore  I  die ! 

For,  in  the  past 
Love  buried  lies ;  and  nothing  lives  but  fame 
To  speak  unto  the  coming  age  my  race  and  name. 


THE  TIRED  HUNTER. 

Rkst  thee,  old  hunter !  the  evening  cool 

Will  sweetly  breathe  on  thy  heated  brow, 
Thy  dogs  will  lap  of  the  shady  pool ; 

Thou  art  very  weary — O,  rest  thee  now ! 
Thou  hast  wander*d  far  through  mazy  woodsy 

Thou  hast  trodden  the  bright-plumed  birds'retreat. 
Thou  hast  broken  in  on  their  solitudes, — 

O,  give  some  rest  to  thy  tired  feet ! 

There's  not  a  nook  in  the  forest  wide 

Nor  a  leafy  dell  unknown  to  thee ; 
Thy  step  has  been  where  no  sounds,  beside 

The  rustle  of  wings  in  the  sheltering  tree, 
The  sharp,  clear  cry  of  the  startled  game. 

The  wind's  low  murmur,  the  tempest's  roar, 
The  bay  that  follow'd  thy  gun's  sure  aim. 

Or  thy  whistle  shrill,  were  heard  before. 

rhon  rest  thee ! — thy  wife  in  her  cottage-door, 

Shailing  her  eyes  from  the  sun's  keen  ray, 
Peers  into  the  forest  beyond  the  moor, 

To  hail  thy  coming  ere  &11  of  day;-— 
But  thou  art  a  score  of  miles  from  home, 

And  the  hues  of  the  kindling  autumn  leaves 
Grow  brown  in  the  shadow  of  evening's  dome. 

And  swing  to  the  rush  of  the  freshening  breeze. 

Thou  must  even  rest !  for  thou  canst  not  tread 

Till  yon  star  in  the  zenith  of  midnight  glows, 
A  rid  a  sapphire  light  over  earth  is  spread, 

The  place  where  thy  wife  and  babes  repose. 
Rest  thee  a  while — and  then  journey  on 

Through  the  wide  fbrest,  and  over  the  moor: 
Then  call  to  thy  dogs,  and  fire  thy  gun. 

And  a  taper  will  gleam  from  thy  cottage-door! 


THE  DEPARTED. 

Tndaparled!  dMdepulBd! 

They  TiHt.ni  in  C 
And  Ibsj  glide  1 

Likeritfda 
But  when  the  cheeiful  ligiili  of  kna 

In  ocMiatant  hislie  hom. 
The  depeited,  the  departed 

Can  never  more  retnni  I 

The  good,  the  farate,  the  beantifiil, 

How  dreamteaa  ia  their  sleeps 
Where  rolls  the  dirge-like  mnoo 

Of  the  eveMoHing  deep ! 
Or  where  the  hunyug  nigfal^iiiiidi 

Pale  winter's  robea  have  qmd 
Above  tfaebr  narrow  paleeea, 

In  the  cities  of  the  deed! 

I  look  around  and  fed  the  awe 

Of  one  who  walks  alone 
Among  the  wrecks  of  lonner  d^ 

In  mournful  ruin  ati^mn; 
I  start  to  bear  the  stiiring  aonndi 

Among  the  cyprasa  trees^ 
l^or  the  voice  of  the  departed 

Is  home  upon  the  breeie. 


That  aolemn  voice !  it 

Each  free  and  careteas  strain; 
I  scarce  can  think  earth's 

Win  cheer  my  heart  ag 
The  melody  of  anmmer  waves, 

The  thrilling  notea  of  binli^ 
Can  never  be  so  dear  to  me 

As  thdr  remember'd  woids; 


I  sometimea  dream  their  | 

Still  on  me  aweetlj.&O, 
Their  tonea  ti  love  I  frintly  hev 

My  name  in  sadneae  caU. 
I  know  that  thej  are  happj. 

With  their  angel-plmttage  on. 
But  my  heart  ia  very  deeolite  - 

To  think  that  thej  are  | 


I  AM  NOT  OLD. 


I  AX  not  old — though  yea 

Their  ahadowa  on  my  way; 
I  am  not  old*-thongh  youth  haa  pea^d 

On  rspid  wings  away. 
For  in  my  heart  a  fimntain  flows* 
And  ronnd  it  pleaaant  thooglits  npoae; 
And  aympathiea  and  feelinga  Ugh. 
Spring  like  the  atan  on  evening*a  Af» 

I  am  not  old— Time  may  Yuen  Mt 

«  His  signet  on  my  brow," 
And  some  ihint  fiirrowa  thm  have  mal^ 

Which  care  may  deepen  now: 
Tet  love,  fond  love,  a  chaplei  wenvai 
Of  liesh,  yonng  bode  and  verdant  kaiai; 
And  still  in  frncy  I  can  twine 
Thoughts,  sweet  es  flowen,  that  onee  iNn  i 
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THE  DOYE'3  ERRANP. 

Under  carver  of  ihc  night, 
F<>aLbff r*d  Jarling,  liUce  your  flight  t 
L»t  Bome  cruel  archer  Bmg 
Arrow  iLt  jDur  tender  mnq. 
Ami  youj  white,  unnpottad  «ide 
Be  with  critnwii  ca^lour  died  ; — 
For  with  men  who  know  not  ]^t& 
Yau  aad  I  arc  livln^^  Dotc, 

N*w  t  bind  ft  pcrfymed  lotlar 
Hound  yom  neck  with  aitkea  fetter; 
B«»r  it  safclyt  bear  Lt  well, 
Otct  mountain,  lakc>  and  detL 
While  the  dAfknesi  \^  profound 
Yon  may  flj  fibtif  Uio  ground, 
Bol  when  ini^rnin^'t  herald  amg^ 
Mount  ye  on  «ublimer  wingt; 
Htcfh  in  hfiftven  ]>uTSQe  your  way 
Tilt  the  fmltng:  Ligltt  of  day, 
From  the  pohLce  of  the  west. 
Tint*  with  fleckering  gold  your  breait^ 
Shielded  from  the  gaze  df  men, 
Yen  mty  stoop  to  e*rth  efain. 

Stay,  eherit  fejither'd  darling,  stAjt 
Fa  UK,  and  took  along  your  way : 
Well  I  know  how  fa^l  you  fly* 
And  the  keentiesi  of  your  eye* 
By  the  tiroe  the  sptond  ey< 
Comeflt  your  journey  you*  11  achieti. 
And  above  a  gentle  vale 
Wilt  on  eairy  pinion  aaiL 
In  that  Tftto,  with  dwetlingi  rtrown. 
One  is  standing  all  alone : 
White  it  riKfl  mid  Ihe  leavefl, 
WootJhiuea  clniviber  o'er  its  eavea^ 
And  the  honpyaurkle  folts 
Pendant  on  itj  fiLlent  wall^ 
T  i*  ft  cott4^p»  amall  and  fair 
Ai  a  cloud  in  summer  air. 

By  a  Utttee,  wreathed  with  floweri 
Such  aK  link  the  dancing  hour^i, 
ftittini^  in  the*  Iwilijjht  ahade^ 
Envied  dove,  behold  a  m^id  ! 
Lockii  e*CApiMl  frora  innny  band, 
Cheeka  recUn^nl  on  snowy  band, 
Lookinv;  sadly  to  the  fiky, 
She  will  meet  your  searrhins^  ey^i 
Femt  not,  doubt  not,  timid  dove. 
You  have  found  the  home  of  Icrt-e ! 
She  will  fold  you  to  her  breast — 
Seraph*  have  not  purer  rest ; 
»he  your  weary  plumes  will  kiM — 
Seraph H  have  not  sweeter  bliaa  I 
Tremble  not,  my  dove,  nor  start, 
t^hould  you  feel  hi'r  throbbinpT  heart; 
Jot  haji  maJe  her  bright  eye  diuk— 
Well  nhi^  knows  you  came  from  Aim, 
Him  she  love*.     O.  lucklesa  ittar ! 
He  from  her  must  dwfU  afar. 

From  your  neck  her  6nfl[pni  line 
Will  the  »iiken  strincr  untwine; 
Reading  Ihun  the  worda  !  tra™, 
BEu«he«  will  lofliise  her  face; 


To  her  lipa  the  line*  iihe  'H  | 
And  again  my  dovo  raress* 
Mine,  yea,  mine — 0»  woiil^l  that  I 
Oould  on  rapid  pinions  tiy  l 
Then  I  tthould  not  aend  yoa,  dwe, 
On  an  ermnd  to  my  |ov# : 
For  I  'd  brave  the  slisr|iet»t  gale, 
And  along  the  tempest  sail ; 
Caring  not  for  danger  near. 
Hurrying  heedless,  void  of  fear. 
But  to  bear  one  lender  word, 
Breathed  for  me,  my  happy  bifd  \ 

At  the  early  dawn  of  day, 
She  vrill  send  you  on  your  way. 
Twining  with  anotiier  fettjpr 
Hound  your  neck  another  letter. 
Speed  ye,  thf^n,  O,  swiftly  speed. 
Like  a  primmer  newly  freed : 
O'er  the  mountain,  o*er  the  valcsj 
Homeward,  homeward,  swiftly  sail  I 
Never,  never  poise  a  plume, 
Though  Itencath  you  Edens  bloom: 
Never,  never  think  of  rc»t^ 
Till  night's  shadow  turns  your  breast 
Prom  pure  white  lo  muttled  gray, 
And  the  stars  are  rtiund  ytmr  wav,^ — 
Love's  bright  beacons,  they  will  shine, 
Dove,  to  show  your  hckme  and  mine  I 


"  HOW  CHEERY  ARE  THE  MARINEKS  I*' 

How  cheery  are  the  mnriners — 

Those  lovers  of  the  sea ! 
Their  hearts  arc  like  its  yesty  waven, 

As  tiourvding  and  as  free. 
They  whistle  when  the  ftorm-birvl  nheeU 

In  circles  round  the  mast ; 
And  sing  when  deep  in  foam  the  ship 

Ploughs  onward  to  the  blast. 

What  care  the  mariners  for  galea ! 

There's  music  in  their  roar, 
When  Wide  the  berth  along  the  lee. 

And  leagnes  of  room  before. 
Let  billows  toss  to  mountain  heights, 

Or  sink  to  chasmd  low. 
The  vessel  stout  will  ride  it  out. 

Nor  rwl  beneath  the  blow. 
With  streamers  down  and  ranvais  furl'd, 

The  gallant  hull  will  float 
Securely,  as  on  inhnd  laka 

A  Bilken-tnsseird  boat ; 
And  sound  asleep  some  mariners, 

And  some  with  watchful  eyes,  «  i 

Will  fearless  be  of  danK^Ts  dark 

That  roll  along  the  akioa. 

Gen  keep  thow  cheery  mariners! 

And  temper  all  the  Rales 
That  sweep  against  the  rocky  coasi 

To  their  storm^sbattefd  nils ; 
And  men  on  shore  will  bless  the  ship 

That  could  so  guides!  lie, 
Safe  in  the  hollow  of  His  htind, 

To  brave  the  Enightv  aea  I 
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LINES  SPOKEN  BY  A  BLIND  BOY. 

The  bird,  that  never  tried  hif  wing. 
Can  blithely  hop  and  sweetly  nng, 
Thoufrh  prisonM  in  a  narrow  cage, 
Till  his  bright  feathers  droop  with  age. 
So  L  while  never  blcss'd  with  sight, 
8hut  out  from  hcaven^s  surrounding  light, 
Lifc*s  hours,  and  days,  and  years  enjoy, — 
Thoui^h  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 

That  captive  bird  may  never  float 
Throujc;;h  heaven,  or  pour  his  thrilling  note 
Mid  shady  groves,  by  pleasant  streams 
I'hat  8{)arklo  in  the  sod  moonbeams ; 
But  he  may  gayly  flutter  round 
Witbin  his  prison's  scanty  bound, 
And  give  his  soul  to  song,  for  he 
Ne'er  longs  to  taste  sweet  liberty. 

0  !  may  I  not  as  happy  dwell 
Within  my  unillumined  cell  ? 
jMay  I  not  leap,  and  sing,  and  play, 
And  turn  my  constant  night  to  day  1 
T  never  saw  the  sky,  the  sea. 

The  earth  was  never  green  to  me : 
Then  why,  O,  why  should  I  repine 
For  blessings  that  were  never  mine ! 

Think  not  that  blindness  makes  me  sad. 
My  thoughts,  like  yours,  are  often  glad. 
Parents  I  have,  who  love  me  well, 
Their  different  voices  I  can  telL 
Though  far  away  from  them,  I  hear, 
fn  dreams,  their  music  meet  my  ear. 
fs  there  a  star  so  dear  above 
As  the  low  voice  of  one  you  lovel 

1  never  saw  my  father's  face, 
Vet  on  his  forehead  when  I  place 
My  hand,  and  feel  the  wrinkles  there. 
Led  less  by  time  than  anxious  care, 

I  fear  the  world  has  sights  of  wo, 
I'o  knit  the  brows  of  manhood  so,-* 
I  sit  upon  my  father's  knee : 
He  'd  love  mo  less  if  I  could  see. 

I  never  saw  my  mother  smile : 
Her  gentle  tones  my  heart  beguile. 
They  fall  like  distant  melody, 
They  are  so  mild  and  sweet  to  me.  ■ 
She  murmurs  not — my  mother  dear ! 
I'hough  sometimes  I  have  kiss'd  the  tear 
From  her  soft  cheek,  to  tell  the  joy 
One  smiling  word  would  give  her  boy. 

Right  merry  was  I  every  day ! 

Fearless  to  run  about  and  play 

With  nsters,  brothers,  friends,  and  all,— 

To  answer  to  their  sudden  call. 

To  join  the  ring,  to  speed  the  chase. 

To  And  each  pUymate's  hiding-place, 

And  pass  my  band  across  his  brow. 

To  tell  him  I  could  do  it  now ! 

Yet  though  delifi:htful  flew  the  hoars, 
80  pass'd  in  childhood's  peaceful  bowers, 
When  all  were  gone  to  school  but  I, 
I  u^  to  sit  at  home  and  sigh ; 


And  tfaongh  I  iwfcr  long'd  to  vitv 
The  earth  eo  greeD,  the  aky  m  Uimh 
I  thought  I'd  give  the  world  to  look 
Along  the  pogea  of  a  book. 

Now,  siiioe  I've  leoni'd  to  rcod  aad 
My  heart  is  fiU'd  with  new  deli^ ; 
And  mnsie  too^— can  there  be  Ibwid 
A  sight  so  beautiful  as  sound  1 
Tell  me,  kind  friends,  in  one  1 
Am  I  not  like  a  captive  btid  f 
I  live  in  song,  and  peace,  and  joyr~ 
Though  blind,  a  meny-beartad  boj. 


THE  ELYSIAN  ISLE. 

« It  arose  befbre  them,  the  most  beaaliM  hisai  klki 
world.*'— lavme's  CMuwikus. 

It  was  a  sweet  and  pleasmt  file 

As  fidr  as  isle  could  be ; 
And  the  wave  that  kiss'd  Ua  Mndy  dion 

Was  the  wave  of  the  Indian  mo. 

It  seem'd  an  emeiald  eel  faj  Heaven 

On  the  ocean's  danling  1 
And  where  it  glow'd  long  1 

It  glows  as  greenly  now. 

I've  wander'd  oft  in  its  valleys  bright 
Through  the  gbom  of  its  leafy  1 

And  breathed  the  breath  of  its  spicy  pki 
And  the  scent  of  its  conntlesB  flowm 


I've  seen  its  bird  with  the 
Float  under  the  deer,  Une  sky 

I  've  heard  the  notes  of  ita 
On  the  evening  waters  die. 

In  the  starry  noon  of  its  brilliint  ni^ 
When  the  worid  was  huah'd  in  liesf 

I  dream'd  of  the  ahipwreck'd  gen»  that  b 
On  the  floor  of  the  eoundlev  deep. 


And  I  gathered  the  shells  that 
In  the  heart  of  its  silver  auida. 

And  toes'd  them  back  on  the 
To  be  caught  by  viewleas  handOi 

There  are  sister-epiiits  that  dwdl  in  UwMi^ 
Of  the  spirito  that  dwell  in  tiie  ur; 

And  they  never  visit  our  nortiiem  cfiasb 
Where  the  coast  is  faleak  and  bua: 


But  around  the  shores  of  the  Indim 
They  revel  and  sing  alone 

Thou^  I  saw  them  not,  I  hcaid  bj 
Their  low,  mysteriona  toneii 

Elysian  irie !  I  may  never  view 
Thy  birds  and  rosee  more. 

Nor  meet  Uie  kiss  of  thy  krring  1 
As  it  seeks  thy  JeweU'd  1 

Yet  thou  art  treasured  in  iny 
As  in  thine  own  deep  eea; 

And,  in  all  my  dreams  of  tha 
Dear  isle,  I  pieturB  ftet ! 
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A  GREAT  NAME. 

a  dntrojetit  the  feltcs  of  Ihc  petst, 
•t  pJl  the  fot^tpriuU  of  Lhjr  march 
ir'J  eolomn  BJid  on  crumbW  arcli, 
4  ivj  gnmmg  j^reeti  and  fa«L 
fmgmcBU  b;  the  tcaipest-blast, 
dma  m&ika!t^x  lies;  the  olwUsJt, 
h  sharp  line  divided  the  broad  disc      , 
suiip  down  to  the  Banda  wa«"c^£ ; 
Ihew!  fttoodi,  no  ivmtiaritH^trophy  HtMiJs, 
1  the  art  U  lost  by  wbif  h  they  rose  i 
the  monument  of  other  londn, 
I  that  knew  them  now  tio  longer  knows* 
I  not,  O,  Time ;  strong  lowera  dccaj, 
name  ah«lt  never  pan  away ! 


INDOLENCE. 

10  type  of  indolence  like  this^^ 
I  hatbonr^  not  a  lignal  dyini^, 
a  uhaUitM  about  her  huge  eides  lybg, 
lier  drooping  peTmant-Hag  to  Hm, 
c  unallest  rope  that  hungn  aloft: 
pcumbcnt,  listlesa,  BtretchM  around 
wtish'd  d^ck  or  canva«s — soft 
>ugh  timbs  that  acarec  have  ever  found 
» trndcr,  ^ncA  his  mother^  knoa 
ig  laft  10  tempt  the  cbangeful  aeo. 
I  asleep,  for«e  whi«tle,  try  lo  «ngj 
t  and  wonder  Vfheti  the  ehip  will  sailf 
m*  the  calm  and  wiah  it  wna  a  gale  i 
J  lubber  there  is  loxy  as  a  king* 
■ — ♦ — 
SPORT. 

How  of  a  BOEniner*^  morning, 

arge  foxhound  of  a  ilumbcroua  eyo 
im  gun,  go  dowly  lounging  by, 
ITB  ihc  feathcr'd  bipeds  warning, 
pbabl^  they  m^y  be  ahot  hereafter, 
in  me  a  quiet  kind  of  koghter  \ 
b  1  am  no  lover  of  the  sport 
tiefl*  mortler,  yet  it  \»  to  me 
;he  funniest  thing  on  i>aiil^  to  see 
\  person,  breatbmg  with  a  Enort, 
lootlr^g  frolic  all  alone; 
I  know  tliat  when  he  '■  out  of  town, 
hin  dog  and  gun  will  nil  Lie  down, 
tractive  tWptiU  game  and  light  are  flown. 


M.  L 


le  north,  and  rcar'd  in  tropic  lands  i 
d  hjti  all  the  viffoiir  of  a  Irw, 
fmm  *  roc^ky  noil  beside  the  scju 
*  *weetnea»  of  n  ro*;  ihnt  ^Jinde 
)ft  itunnbine  on  tiome  ihclter'J  lea* 
nn  all  lilVn  and  lit^ht  and  love  to  me  I 
lirif^ers  in  Wr  glowing  nmUe, 
ficis  in  her  deep.  mcl^Hljous  word«, 
warcnih  of  her  deur  Indian  talc^ 
th<*  muftie  of  iu  timefol  liird*. 
-fifiTernimf  iif  my  native  liowera, 
ir  noittli,  [  ffcl  the  jc^'nial  ftir 
I'lkiouit  morn*  ond  tii^te  thoao  flowen, 
like  herself,  ure  bright  above  compare. 


TO  MY  SISTER. 

Sister  t  dear  sbter,  I  am  getting  old : 
My  hair  ia  thinner,  and  the  cheerful  tight 
That  glisten'd  in  mine  eyem  is  not  as  bright, 

Though  while  on  thee  I  look,  Hia  Defer  cold* 

My  band  Is  not  so  steady  while  I  pen 

These  simple  words  to  tell  how  warm  and  clear 
Flowstny  henrt'fifountiiin  toward  Lhee^fiiflterdear! 

For  years  I  Vc  lived  among  my  fellow-men,  [}0j9, 
Sb  arcti  the  ir  *]  eep  pflasione ,  k  n  own  tlieir  griefs  s  nd 
And  ffiuiid  Pride,  Power,  mid  Fame  but  gilded 

And,  saihng  far  upon  Ambition's  wavc«»  [loy#| 
BeheU  brave  marine  fa  on  a  troubled  bca,  [gravea. 

Meet,  what  they  feared  not-— ^ihipwrwk  and  iheir 
My  apirit  seeks  it4  haven,  dear^  with  thee! 


TO 


*Tts  Winter  now — but  Spring  will  blossom  soon, 
And  flowers  will  h^an  to  the  embraeing  air— 
And  the  young  buds*  will  vie  with  lh(*ra  to  abam 

Each  iephyr*s  aofl  earess;  and  when  the  Moon 
Bends  her  new  nWer  bow,,  as  if  to  fling 
Her  arrowy  lustre  through  some  vapour'*  winy. 

The  streamlets  will  return  the  glance  of  night 
From  their  pare,  gliding  mirrors,  set  by  Spriiif 

Beep  in  rich  fraiQea  of  clostering  chiysolire. 

Instead  of  W  inter V  crumbled  et>afkH  of  white* 
8o,  dearest!  shall  our  lovet,  though  froicrn  now 

By  cold  unkind neas,  bloom  like  buds  and  floweT*^ 
Like  fountriin'fi  flashT  for  Hope  wilb  smiling  Iwow 

Tells  of  a  Spring,  whose  aweeta  shaU  all  be  ours  * 
— # 


TO 


LiLDT,  ferewell !  my  heart  no  more  lo  thee 
Bends  like  the  Pamee  to  the  dawning  sun; 

No  more  Ihy  beauty  light*  the  world  for  me, 
Or  tint*  with  gold  the  nioraents  a«  they  run, 

A  cloud  is  on  the  landscape,  and  the  he  tans 
That  male  the  valleys  so  divinely  fair, 

And  neatter'd  diamonds  on  the  gliding  RtnpJims, 
And  crown'd  the  mountain*  in  their  aiure  aii^- 

Are  veil'd  forever !— Lady,  fare  thee  well ! 
Sidly  as  one  who  longcth  for  a  sound 
To  break  the  gtillnewi  of  n  deep  profound, 

I  turn  and  strike  my  frail,  poetic  idiell : — 
Listen  I  it  is  the  lii#t ;  for  thee  alono 
My  heart  no  more  shall  woke  it*  sorrowing  tone. 

^ 

TO  A  LADY  WITH  A  BOtTQUET. 

Ftowms  are  love's  truest  language;  they  betray, 
Like  the  divining  rods  of  M^gi  old. 
Where  priceleas  wealth  lies  buried^  not  of  gold. 

But  love — strong  love,  that  never  can  decay  1 

I  send  thee  flowery  O  dean"^t !  and  I  deem 

That  from  their  petals  ihou  wilt  heat  sweet  wordi, 
WhoM  ronsie^  clearer  than  the  voice  of  biidsy 

When  breolhed  to  thee  alone,  perehanee,  may  eecni 
All  eloquent  of  feeling*  unespre*a*d. 

O,  wreathe  them  in  (how  tre.wes  of  dark  bilr! 

Le*.  them  repoMe  ui>on  thy  forehead  fair. 

And  on  thy  hnnom's  yielding  snow  be  pre«»*d  t 
,  Thu*  shall  thy  fondness  for  my  flowers  reveal 
I  I'he  love  that  maiden  covnesA  wouhl  oonecvl ! 


/ 
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Rev.  Ralph  Hott  was  bom  in  the  dty  of 
New  York,  of  which  he  is  a  resident,  in  the  se- 
cond lustrum  of  the  present  century.  After  pass- 
ing several  years  as  a  teacher,  and  as  a  writer  for 
the  gazettes,  he  studied  theology,  and  was  ordained 
a  presl)ytcr  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  church  in 
1842.  Verse  is  but  an  episode,  thou.^h  a  natural 
one,  in  tlic  life  of  a  clcrg}'niaii  devoted  to  the  active 
pursuit  of  good.  Mr.  Hott  may  have  written 
much,  but  he  has  acknowledged  little.  He  is 
known  chiefly  by  «  The  Chaunt  of  Ijifc  and  other 
Poems,"  published  in  1844,  and  by  the  second 
portion  of  "The    Chaunt  of  Life,"  etc.,  which 


appnred  in  th«  ■ummer  of  IMfi.  Tk-Ch 
of  Life"  is  cliicfly  occupied  with  panufBi  of } 
sDoal  sentiment  ajid  relleotioii.  Tbe  pitoicilil 
uSnow**  and  «The  World  for  Sde,"  in  Uil 
▼olume,  attracted  more  ■tifmtion,  and  Ike  Ml 
was  led  to  pursue  the  tein,  in  **  N««^  nd  "01 
which  were  subeequeatlj  written.  A  nifK 
tural  current  of  fieeling  runs  through  Ikia; 
versification  growe  oat  of  the  eiilgeet,Biid1he«l 
clings  to  us  as  something  written  fion  the  k 
of  the  author.  A  few  sacfa  pieesi  hue  § 
prolonged  a  reputatioD,  whik  wrilen  of  gR 
e£R>rt  hare  been  foi^gotten. 


OLD. 

Bt  the  wayside,  on  a  mossy  stone, 
Sat  a  hoary  pilgrim  sadly  musing ; 

Oft  I  marked  him  sitting  there  alone. 
All  the  landscape  like  a  page  perusing; 
Poor,  unknown — 

By  the  wayside,  on  a  mossy  stone. 

Buckled  knee  and  shoe,  and  broad-rimm*d  hat. 
Coat  as  ancient  as  tlie  form  'twas  folding, 

Silver  buttoiiR,  queue,  and  crimpt  cravat, 
Ouken  stiilT,  his  feeble  hand  upholding. 
There  he  sat ! 

Buckleil  knc«  and  shoe,  and  broad-rimmM  hat. 

SeeniM  it  pitiful  he  should  nif  there. 
No  one  synipathiKin?,  no  one  heeding. 

None  to  lovo  him  for  his  thin  gray  hair. 
And  the  furrows  all  so  jnutcly  pleading, 
Age,  und  can* : 

Seem'd  it  pitiful  he  should  sit  there. 

It  was  summer,  and  we  went  to  school, 
Diipper  country  lads,  and  little  maidens. 

Taught  the  motto  of  the  •«  Dimce's*  Stool," 
Its  grave  import  ntill  my  fancy  ladens, 

*«HRRK*ti  A  FOOI.  !" 

It  was  summer,  and  we  went  to  school. 

When  the  stranger  scem'd  to  mark  our  play. 

Some  of  us  were  joyous,  some  sad-hearted, 
1  rc?neml)er  well, — too  well,  that  day ! 

Oftentimes  the  tears  unbidden  started, 
Would  not  Ktay ! 
Wlien  the  stranger  seemed  to  mark  our  play. 
One  sweet  spirit  broke  tlie  silent  spnll. 

Ah !  to  mo  her  name  was  always  heaven ! 
She  liesou^lit  him  all  his  grief  to  tell, 

(I  was  then  thirteen,  and  she  eleven,) 

ISARBL  ! 

One  swecl  spirit  broke  tlio  silent  spelL 
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Angel,  nid  he  ndly,  I  un  old; 

Earthly  hftpe  no  longer  hath  «  mamm^ 
Yet,  why  I  sit  here  thon  shall  be  told. 

Then  his  eye  betrej  d  a  pearl  of  mioir, 
Down  it  roU*d ! 
Angel,  said  he  aadly,  I  am  old  I 


I  have  totter'd  here  to  look  onee  i 
i       On  the  pleasant  scene  when  I  deli^iled 
In  the  careless,  happy  days  of  yore^ 
Ere  the  garden  of  my  heart  was  liiighlwd 
Totheeore! 
I  have  tottcr'd  here  to  look  onee  morel 


All  the  picture  now  to  me  hour  dear! 

E'en  this  gray  old  roc^  where  I  an 
Is  a  jewel  worth  my  jomnej  here; 

Ah,  that  such  a  scene  moat  be 
With  a  tear! 
All  the  picture  now  to  me  how  dear! 

Old  stone  school-house! — it  is  still  tfaa  i 
There's  the  very  step  I  so  oA's 

There's  the  window  creaking  in  its  I 
And  the  notches  that  I  cut  and  oonnted 
For  the  game; 

Old  stone  school-house !— it  is  still  ths  ssum 

In  the  cottage,  yonder,  I  was  bom ; 

Long  my  happy  home— di 
There  the  fields  A  dorer,  wheat,  and  eofn. 

There  the  spring,  with  hmuid 
Ah,fefkini! 
In  the  cottage,  yonder,  I  waa  bora. 

Those  two  gate^way  syeamores  yon  wbb, 
Then  were  planted,  just  so  lar  asonder 

That  long  well-pole  finnn  the  padi  to  fiasb 

And  the  wagon  to  paas  aafely  under; 

Atmfy-fAm/ 

Those  two  gatfr-way  sycamons  joa  Hpl 
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ke  oidurd  where  we  used  to  ettmb 
laf  jxaHe*  and  I  were  boys  togctheTj 
nathini;  of  the  flight  of  time, 
f  naught  but  work  v.nd  raln]^  weather ; 

Pa0t  it«  pfimc  f 
W  Odfdlmril  where  we  0^  to  dimb ! 

»  rude,  threfr<»nMsr*d  ebeebiut  milsj 
the  puiiwe  when}  the  flocks  wet«  grac- 
ing, 
I  i^j,  I  lued  to  watch  for  quaili 
crops  of  buckwheiit  we  were  rmaingp 

Trapi  and  trail*, — 
»  rn^i  thivtHr^^merM  chestnut  tsjIo. 

le  mill  that  grounil  our  jreHow  grain ; 
in  J  rirer  etili  serenely  ti  owing ; 
neitling  in  the  ehaded  Wi\e, 
the  h]y  of  my  heart  wa«  blowings 

Mart  Jattk! 
H  mill  thAt  ground  our  jeUow  gmiii  I 

vc  gate  on  which  I  iwed  to  iwmf, 
and  brid^T  and  l>ani«  artd  oJd  n-d  stable ; 
no  man  the  morn  ahvill  bring 
kai  gitmp  around  my  &thofa  tabic ; 

Taken  wing! 
be  gale  oil  wluch  I  used  to  swing  I 

hfr'^^l  I  l<'¥ed  are  fled! 
na  meadiow  was  our  place  for  playing ; 
|fi«  e«n  teD  oC  iweet  thingi  «a;il 
aroiuid  it  Jane  amJ  I  were  itn&ying; 

Sbe  k  d^ad ! 
ig ! — all  I  loved  are  0od  I 

ft  flpii«t  B  pcnrU  on  the  fkj, 
t  flil^ntty  life'a  ehangcfy]  ptOTy, 
J  to  my  dim  old  «ye» 
me  to  «pven  that  are  now  in  glory 

Thi^re  on  high  \ 
1  Hpire,  a  pt-^tH-ll  on  tlie  «ky  E 

sic  of  thai  old  chur^-h  we  trod, 
thithi'T  by  an  an^et  motluT ; 
lilrepa  beneath  its  imrrc^l  e<*d, 
d  aiatcr«,  aJid  my  httle  Ljrother ; 

Uone  to  God ! 
ale  of  thai  old  church  we  tKid ! 

eard  of  wisdam^a  pleasant  waynj 
le  holy  les^fon  * — -but,  ah,  never 
ar  ai?ain  ihoac  Hmi?«  of  pndae, 
meet  vciicFs. — ailcnt  now  for  ever  I 

Peaceful  days ! 
keard  of  windom'a  pleasant  waya ! 

Mary  blert  me  with  her  hniid« 
our  fHiuU  drank  hi  the  nuptial  blcasing, 
aatimM  to  the  i»fii  fit- land ; 

turf  her  gentle  lx>c»m  prca&iiig; 
Broken  band! 

Maiy  ble»t  me  with  her  hand ! 

ne  to  §ce  tlmt  (jrave  once  moiie, 
e  eacrrd  place  where  we  delighted^ 
B  worshipped  in  the  daya  of  yorw, 
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En»  the  garden  of  my  heart  was  blighted 
To  the  core ! 
I  have  come  to  ace  that  grave  once  moret 

A  nsel,  ^d  he  aadly^  I  am  old  ! 

Earthly  hope  no  longer  hath  a  morrow; 
Now,  why  I  Bit  her^  tliou  haiit  be«n  told  t 

in  hifl  eye  Another  pearl  of  HomiiWj 
Down  it  rolletj  I 
Angela  «4id  he  ^odlyj  I  am  old ! 

By  the  wayside,  on  a  nwsBy  stone^ 
8at  the  boary  pilgrim,  Esdly  muaing  j 

Still  I  marked  him,  ^tUng  tliere  alone, 
All  the  landscape,  like  a  page,  penuing ; 
Poor,  uidmowD, 

By  the  waydde,  on  a  moo^  atonal 


NEW. 


drtiiii  iogha  the  world  for  something  TWWf 

For  something  new ; 
Implorbig  mcf  imploring  you^ 

8omB  WillM>*-wisp  to  help  pursue  j 
Ah^  baplcM  worltl,  what  will  it  do  1 
Imploring  roe,  imploring  you. 
For  Bomething  n^wl 

Each  plejiBure,  tasted,  fkdea  away, 

It  lade*  away ; 
Nor  you,  nor  J  can  bid  it  «tay, 

A  dew-drop  trembling  ou  a  ^ny ; 
A  rainbow  at  tho  cloae  of  day ; 
Nor  you,  nor  I  can  bid  it  atay ; 
It  fiidcd  awny. 

Fill  up  lifeV  chaliee  to  the  brim ; 

Up  to  Ihe  brim ; 
Tia  only  a  capricious  whim ; 

A  dreamy  |thantnnv  flitting  dis^ 
Inconstant  rtilj  for  Her,  or  Him; 
Tia  only  a  capriciouB  whims 
Up  to  the  brim  1 


She,  young  and  fair,  eTpocts  delight ; 

Expecia  delight ; 
FoTaooth,  because  Ihe  mom  i*  bright, 

She  deenu  it  never  will  be  tiigbt* 
That  youth  hath  not  a  wing  for  flight, 
Foraooth,  bei^au^e  the  mom  ia  bright^ 
Expceta  dehght ! 

The  rose^  once  gathered,  cannot  plftaae^ 

It  cannot  please ; 
Ahj  (ample  mmit  a  ra«e  to  sfiiae, 

That  only  blooms  to  if  mpt  and  teaaa 
With  Ihoma  lo  rob  ihe  heart  {^  «^iae; 
Ahf  simple  maid,  a  rose  to  Bcixe ; 
It  cannot  pleaat; ! 

*TiB  winter,  but  she  pine*  for  fpring  i 

She  pines  for  apring  j 
No  bhm  ita  front  and  folLiea  bring  ^ 
A  bird  of  psj^oi^  on  the  wing ; 
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Unhappy,  dtecontcnted  thing; 
No  bliM  its  froflt  tnd  follies  bring; 
She  pines  for  spring ! 

Delicious  May,  and  azure  skies; 

And  azure  skies ; 
With  flowcrr,  of  paradisial  dyes ; 

Now,  maiden,  happy  be  and  wise: 
Ah,  Jt'XK  can  only  charm  her  eyes 
With  flowers  of  paradisial  dyes. 
And  azure  skies ! 

Tlie  gloi^'insr,  tranquil  summertime ; 

7*he  summertime ; 
Too  listless  in  a  maiden's  prime, 
Dull,  melancholy  pantomime ; 
Oh,  for  a  gay  autumnal  clime : 
Too  liHtless  in  a  maidcn*s  prime, 
The  summertime ! 

October !  with  earth's  richest  store ; 

Earth*H  richest  store ; 
Alas!  insipid  as  before; 

Days,  months,  and  seasons,  o*er  and  o*er. 
Remotest  lands  their  treasures  pour ; 
Alas,  insipid  as  before. 
Earth's  richest  store ! 

Love  nestles  in  that 'gentle  breast; 

That  gentle  breast ; 
Ah,  love  will  never  let  it  rest ; 

The  cruel,  sly,  ungrateful  guest ; 
A  viper  in  a  linnet's  nest, 

Ah,  love  will  never  let  it  rest ; 
That  gentle  breast! 

Could  she  embark  on  Fashion's  tide ; 

On  fashion's  tide ; 
How  gaily  might  a  maiden  glide ; — 

Contentment,  innocence,  and  pride. 
All  stranded  upon  either  side ; — 
How  gaily  might  a  maiden  glide, 
On  fashion's  tide ! 

Ah,  maiden,  time  will  make  thee  smart: 

Will  make  thee  smart ; 
Some  new,  and  keen,  and  p(Hson*d  dart. 
Will  pierce  at  last  that  restless  heart ; 
Youth,  friends,  and  beauty  will  depart; 
Some  new,  and  keen,  and  poisoned  dart, 
Will  make  tlice  smart! 

So  ptmts  for  change  the  fickle  fair ; 

The  fickle  fair; 
A  feather,  floating  in  the  air, 

Htill  wafted  here,  and  wafted  there, 
Mo  charm,  no  hazard  worth  her  care ; 
A  feather  floating  in  the  air. 
The  fickle  fair! 


How  sad  his  lot,  the  hapten  swain ; 

The  hajjess  swain ; 
With  care,  and  toil,  in  heat  and  rain, 
To  speed  the  plough  or  harvest-wain; 


StfflMpingonljfiel&or 
With  cue,  and  toit  in  h 
ThBhaphwufam! 


Tooth,  wMij  yoolli,  linD  mob  bt  pMl 

"Twill  soon  be  pMl; 
His  WAsrRooD'a  h^ipineM  shall  ImI; 

Renown,  and  richei^  hr  and  61^ 
llieir  potent  charma  riiall  immi  Urn  a 

His  Manhood's  hapfanaai  Aal  1h(> 
TwiUfluon  bepaai! 

Now  tailing  op  amhitkm'a  atoip; 

Amhituxi*8  aleep; 
The  nigged  path  is  haid  to  ka«p; 

The  spring  bow  &r!  thawdlhasrdK 
Ah  me !  in  fbUy'a  bower  wbepl 
The  ragged  path  ia  haid  to  kaip; 
Ambition'a  steep ! 

The  dream  fulfilled !  nuk,  fatoaib  iw 

Rank,  fortune,  lame; 
Vain  fuel  for  oekatial  fiama! 

He  wina  and  weaia  a  gfittaring  mm^ 
Yet  ai^  hia  kmging  aool  tha  aoM; 
Vain  fuel  for  eelestSal  flaaM^ 
Rank,  ibitone^  &D0I 

Sweet  beauty  aims  wuh  Cnpd^s  bov; 

With  Cupid*a  bow; 
Can  she  transfix  him  nmrT    ah^  no! 

Amid  the  ftirest  floinen  that  blosr, 
The  torment  but  aBgfata    to  go: 

Can  she  transfix  him  notrl    ah,iMb 
With  Cupid'a  bowl 

Indulgent  heav'n,  O  grant  tat  Aii^ 

O  grant  hot  £m^ 
The  boon  shall  be  enooj^  of  bBa^ 

A  BOMS,  with  tme  aflfcftinn'a  ki^ 
To  mend  whatever  may  hap  ana^ 

O  grant  but  thia! 

The  Eden  won » 

Insatiate  alia  » 
A  wider,  fiurer  range,  ho  will; 

Some  mountain  higfaer  An  Uihflls 
Some  pfOfpect  nncy  a  nap  to  flif 

A  wider,  fiurer  nuige^  ho  iri|; 


From  maid  to  matron,  am  to 

From  aon  to  aira^  • 
Each  boaom  bursa  with 

Where  life's  yu 
In  aome  new  phoenlz  of 
Eadi  boaom  bmna  with 
FromaoD  toaio! 

Still  aigfaa  die  woildfiw 

For  aomething  now ; 
Imploring  me,  impbringvoa 
Some  WilWo*-wH|i  to  help 
Ah  hapfeaa  woild,  what  win  k  do; 
Im|doring  ma^  implonit  jo^ 
Fob  aoHvnuvo  snwl 
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SALE. 

4i£i»  ram  i4i.K ! — nong  out  the  Agn : 

Tcij  traveller  hen*  lo  me ; 

mj  tbi*  braire  estate  of  niiue, 

el  me  fn.itn  earth^e  WridogB  free ; — 

l§^^— Teflf  I  mean  to  fling 

■nUe  froiD  my  »oui  away ; 

W  whaMaat'T  it  bmj^  ;^ 

A^otM  «t  Auction  ht^rc  to^daj  I 

orioiw  tiling  to  see, — 

hft9  cbfated  me  bo  sore! 

what  it  K^ms  to  be : 

lie !  Ft  BhaU  be  mine  no  mcire, 

jm  it  o*er  wjiJ  view  it  well ; — 

id  not  have  yoii  porchoisr  dc«r ; 

w— ^ing  !*'!  mufst  wU  ! 

Sa«?_WWU  buv  the  Splendid  Tear  t 

ViAiTH  III  glittering  hca|ia  of  ^y,^ 
bids ! — But  let  me  teJl  you  fiur, 
ki  was  Den-r  sold ; — 
Q  faaj  Ihe  heavy  baipft  of  csie  1 
e,  apreatl  out  in  broad  domiun, 
tdly  lajukcape  &U  may  trace ; 
rttogie — trw? — field — hill  and  piam ; 
II  buy  himsicif  a  burtol  pliiM ! 

jorK»  the  dreamy  potent  vpeU 
beauty  fltng«  arouiid  tbe  bsaft; 
LtA  power^  ala*J  too  well; — 
vnng — Love  aiid  I  mu»t  part ! 
rt  !^» Wbflt  can  I  mora  with  Lov« ! 
rer  the  enchanter  m  tpIsji  ; 
buy  the  plum«le*st»  dying  durej— 
lur  of  blisiit — an  ajj^t  of  pain! 

lE^D^Hip.^ — -rarrst  fjrm  of  earth, — 
i  e>r  bath  found  tin*  juwet  hta  I) 
kip,  rdhe  and  little  worth, — 
bids  for  FricnJ^ihip — or  it  la  I 
xfr — irjiirjg  \ — Hi^ar  the  rail ; 
twice,  and  thrite  ! — *T[*  veiy  low  I 
ncc  my  bop(%  niy  stay,  my  ali — 
;OW  the  broken  stafT  mijjil  gof 

hold  the  brilliant  rrK^teor  high  ; 
dazzling  cvrry  ^^ tided  name  ! 
ona,  now'a  the  titne  lo  buy  J— 
much  for  Farut' !  How  much  for  Fame  I 
w  it  thundens ! — Would  you  etand 
igh  Olympuii,  far  renowiiM, — 
rrhasp*  and  a  world  command  I — 
>c  with  a  world's  curse*  crown'd  I 

Lar  of  HoFR^  with  ray  to  shine 
fry  fiid  foreboding  bfipust, 
a  desponding  one  of  mine,^ — 
!>id^  for  man'rt  Jaft  friend  and  best  ^ 
e  not  mine  a  bankrupt  bfp, 
Lrea^Tire  !<houM  my  «oul  )iustain ; 
rie  and  I  are  now  at  atiiib, 
ver  may  unito  a?ain, 

^o  ! — For  sale  my  tundc«s  luta; 
E  solice,  mine  no  more  to  hold  j 
urdi  thai  tbarmtxl  my  soul  are  mute, 
lot  wake  the  noten  of  old  ^ 


Or  e'eo  weiip  Tnin©  n  wiiuini  eholl, 

Could  dmn  a  world  in  raptura  high; 

Yet  now  a  lad  fafewpil  I— farewell  I — 
Must  on  hs  last  £iint  echoea  die. 

Ambition,  fa?f!dan,  abow,  and  pride^ — 

r  pttrt  &om  all  /or  e-?er  now ; 
Grief,  in  an  oTerwhclming  tido^ 

Has  taught  my  haughty  heart  to  bow. 
Poor  lieart  t  dirtractcd*  alt,  so  long, — 

And  sUIl  its  orhing  throb  to  bear  \-^ 
How  broken,  tiiat  was  once  ao  «trong; 

How  heavy,  once  so  tree  fiom  ca«* 

No  more  for  me  life's  fitful  dream ; — ■ 

Brigbt  iidfiion,  van  tailing  away  ! 
My  bark  Pequjrca  a  deeper  atf«am; 

My  vinkiiig  soul  a  «imer  stay. 
By  Death,  atem  aheriff!  all  benf(V 

I  wcpp,  yet  htmibly  ki^  the  rod , 
Tlic  best  oV  idl  1  istdl"  bavi?  left,— 

My  Faith,  my  Bible,  and  my  God. 


SNOW, 

To.a  blened  mom  h  come  again ; 

TliB  early  gray 
Tape  at  the  alumberer'a  window-panff. 

And  ipcms  to  aay 
«  Break,  lireak  &om  the  enchantar'i  chain, 

Away, — away !" 

Tm  winter,  yet  there  i»  no  lound 

Along  llie  alTt 
Of  winds  upon  their  buttle-^tmind, 

But  gently  there. 
The  flnow^  i»  falling, — all  around 

How  fair — faow  fair  I 

The  joetmd  fields  would  nmAqucrode ; 

Fentoatic  scene  i 
Tree,  ahruh,  and  lawn,  and  lonely  glada 

Have  csist  their  grpen. 
And  joii/d  the  Tflvel,  all  array 'd 

So  white  and  elean. 

E'en  the  old  poat^  that  hold  llto  ban 

And  the  old  gate. 
Forgetful  of  their  wintry  wani 

And  age  sedate, 
High-capp*d,  and  plumi^d,  like  white  huacarti, 

JStand  there  in  atate. 

The  drifU  are  hanging  by  th*?  aUI, 

The  eaiea,  the  door; 
The  liay-stock  has  becomn  a  Mil  t 

AU  covefd  o'er 
The  wagon,  loaded  for  the  mill 

The  eTe  before 

Mitria  brings  the  waterf-pail^^ 

But  where' a  the  well  F 
like  magir  of  a  fairy  ta!e, 

Mo«t  strange  to  lett, 
All  Tanish'd,^ — eurb,  and  cmd%  and  rail  ^-^ 

How  deep  it  Mr 
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The  wood-pile  too  is  playing  hide ; 

The  axe — the  log — 
The  kennel  of  that  friend  ao  tried^- 

(The  old  watch-dog,) 
The  grindstone  standing  by  its  side, 

All  now  incog. 

The  bustling  cock  looks  out  aghast 

From  his  high  shed ; 
No  spot  to  scratch  him  a  repast, 

Up  curves  his  head, 
StarU  the  dull  hamlet  with  a  Uast, 

And  back  to  bed. 

Tlie  barn-yard  gentry,  musing,  chima 

Their  morning  moan ; 
Like  Menmon*8  music  of  old  tim&— 

That  voice  of  stone ! 
So  marbled  they — and  so  sublime 

Their  solemn  tone. 

Good  Ruth  has  called  the  younker  folk 

To  dress  below ; 
Full  welcome  was  tlie  word  she  spoke, 

Down,  down  they  go, 
The  cottage  quietude  is  broke, — 

The  snow ! — the  snow ! 

Now  rises  from  around  the  fire 

A  ploaiiant  strain ; 
Ye  giddy  sons  of  mirth,  retire ! 

And  ye  profane ! — 
A  hynm  to  tlie  Eternal  Sire 

Goes  up  again. 

The  patriarchal  Book  divine, 

Upon  the  knee, 
0^)08  where  the  gems  of  Judah  ahine,— 

(Sweet  minstrclsie !) 
How  soars  each  heart  with  each  &ir  line, 

O  God !  to  Thee ! 

Around  the  altar  low  they  bend, 

Devout  in  prayer ; 
As  snows  upon  the  roof  descend, 

So  angels  there 
Gu<ircl  o\*r  that  household,  to  defend 

With  gentle  care. 

Now  sinqrs  the  kettle  o'er  the  blaze ; 

The  buckwheat  heaps; 
Rare  Mocha,  worth  an  Arab's  liaise. 

Sweet  Susan  steeps ; 
Tlic  old  round  stand  her  nod  obeys. 

And  out  it  leaps. 

Unerring  presages  declare 

The  banquet  near ; 
Soon,  busy  appetites  are  there ; 

•And  disappear 
The  glories  of  the  ample  fare. 

With  thanks  sincere. 

Now  let  the  bu^  day  begin : — 

Out  rolls  the  churn ; 
Forth  hiiHtes  the  fann-lioy,  and  brings  in 

The  brush  to  bum ; — 
Sweep,  shovel,  scour,  sew,  knit,  and  spin. 

Till  night's  return. 


To  delvs  hia  thffMhinf  Jolm  moil  hit; 

His  ttardy  ahoa 
Cm  ftll  the  wbMb  dutp  Mjf : 

How  wadas  he  throoghl 
While  dainty  ailkmaida,  abw  and  ibj, 

His  track  I 


Each  to  the  hour'a  allottad  cua: 
To  shall  tha  corn ; 

The  broken  bamaaa  to  rapab; 
The  sleight*  adorn: 

So  cheerful — tranquil 

Tha  WiHTBB  Mow. 


EXTRACT  FROM  «THE  BLACBBim 
NIGHT." 

Pbimkyal  Night !  infinitoda  of  gloom 
My  prayer  fulfilled,  yet  brings  it  no 
O  for  tha  deeper  shadow  of  tha  toob^ 

Its  dreamlaoi  paoea, 
Where  the  last  throb  of  my  aad  haait  may  a 

Yet  thrills  that  yoica  again  tha  nmky  air, 

Never  a  midnight  but  there  came  a  mon 
Up  from  the  dungeon  now  of  thy  daspair, 

For  thoa  wart  bom 
To  conquer  sorrow,  and  all  laar  to  aeom ! 

To  thee  is  granted  to  behold  how  Tralh 

Links  the  strong  worker  with  tha  happy 
In  Care's  deep  furrowo  plants  iininaital  jai 

And  givea  tha  prin 
Of  endless  glory  to  the  bravely  win! 

Centre  thou  art  and  Soul  of  a  domain 

Vast  as  thy  utmost  wish  could  a'ar  dan 
Straggle !  the  Spirit  never  atrivaa  hi  vain; 

Can  ne'er  espira ; 
Up  for  thy  sceptre,  take  thy  thiana  of  fiia! 

For  man  is  regal  when  hb  alrangth  ii  tried 
When  spirit  wills,  all  matter  mnat  obey; 
Sweeps*  the  resistless  mandate  lika  a  tide 

Away,  away. 
Till  earth  and  heaven  fcsl  tha  potant  amy! 


Now  as  this  ra^Iess  gloom  aside  I  flings 

Thy  reslm  of  action  spraading  on  Ihani 
Calls  to  the  sooty  Blaiiksaiith— ha  a  Uag! 

Thy  ^eign  lenaar; 
Grasping  thy  mace  again,  ansa  and  do! 

And  as  the  msssive  banimar  thandaia  dain 

Shaping  the  stubborn  iroa  to  tha  plan. 
Know  that  each  stroke  «dda  Inatra  to  tha  a 

And  yon  wide  span 
Of  gazing  planets  shoul    bahnld  a  Max  ! 


A  glorious  Man!  and  thy  ranawn  ahall  ba 

Borne  by  the  winds  and  watan through  al 

While  there's  a  keel  to  carva  it  on  the  ssa 

From  dime  to  clina. 
Or  GrOD  ordaina  thai  idlanasi  is  crime  I 


WILLIS  GAYLORD  CLARK. 


I»in»  itta   mid,  itu.J 


I  GArLOis  Cljiek  WM  bom  at  Ottaco^ 
tuimf  town  in  central  New  York,  in  the 
.  Kts  Uther  bad  bc«n  «  foldbr  in  the 
mj  annVt  and  h(»  acrvico*  h*d  won  for 
01  of  iickncrtSfledgraent  ffora  lH«  govern* 
e  bwi  reail  mach,  and  wo*  fonil  uf  philo- 
pfseulntionfl ;  luiil  in  his  soti  be  found  Ln 
id  r*«ij  pupil.  The  leachiaga  of  th« 
d  tho  rluaical  ioculcationfl  of  the  Ke^ 
;onav  Colto:;*,  a  maternal  Telative,  taid 
adition  far  the  acquirerocnt*  which  tiRst- 
i  gnce  and  vigour  to  hU  writings^ 
[i]F  age^ctimulBtcd  by  the  splendid  ac«iiet7 
oti  every  «lde  uround  bini^  Ci.*«*  beg:aii 
poetic  impulse.  He  painted  (he  beautioi 
\  with  ■ingular  fidelity,  and  in  numbers 
ical ;  and  a»  be  ipew  older,  a  sotcmnity 
ft  «dneM  of  thought  pervaded  hi*  verse, 
Dcnl  his  defirc  to  ^tther  from  the  Acenea 
m  it  refl^jcted,  UwonB  of  morality, 
be  wa*  about  twenty  years  of  age  he 
i»  Philadelphia,  where  hw  reputation  u 
d  alre»i!y  preceded  him,  and  tindfir  the 
if  hia  ftiend,  the  RcYerend  Doctor  EtT, 
ed  a  weekly  miscellany  ttimilar  iti  dfJiign 
firror/'  then  and  now  publiftbcd  in  New 
1u*  work  waa  abandonee!  after  a  brief 
id  CL4ftK  aHumed,  with  the  Reverend 
LAiTTLKT,  an  eminetit  Baptist  clergy  man^ 
idenl  of  the  Collc|5e  of  South  Carolma^ 
«  af  the  M  Columbian  9tar/'  a  roUgioua 
ry  periodicjiU  <vf  high  chorarter,  in  which 
\  many  brief  poenu  of  ronsiderable  merit, 
frhich  were  aflerwanj  included  in  a  flmall 
ich  &  more?  fkboral*  work  entitled  "The 
Life/*  originally  pre  parent  jw  an  c:terci9e 
^ate  c:ihibitit>n,  and  disititigjuinhpd  for  the 
r  ita  vemfication  and  the  rare  felicity  of 

long  aaaociattnn  with  the  reverend  editor 
Jalumbian  Star/'  CtAait  waa  mYm^  to 
le  of  the  "Philadelphia  Gaielte;^  one  of 
and  mort  renpeetahlo  journal*  in  Penn- 
He  ultimatoly  Uvame  its  propri^lor,  and 
titne  utitil  bis  death  continuftl  to  conduct 
*3fi  he  wa*  marrieti  to  Ax!i*  Pot  ^t  ell 
run,  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  weallhifivt 
f  Philadelphia,  and  a  woman  of  great  per- 
uly,  rare  accompli ^hnietiitA,  and  an  aflec- 
tpo«fttion,  who  fotl  a  victim  to  that  moat 
iseaac  of  our  climate,  coniumption,  in 
ian  of  her  youtli  and  happihe^,  leavinj^ 
and  a  pnry  to  the  divpenl  melancholy, 
rllowlri]^  vcfuci,  written  *oon  after  this 
ent.  hift  emotiona  are  depicted  with  unaf^ 
ling: 

iinii|ii«l  fiTv— tl)«  low  wlada,  tfvlilnf 
4«avpt,  ruvtiinf  a*  tb«y  hasun  hf  t 


And  ebon  dirknevv  fillmf  mil  ihts  ttij^,— 
Tlio  moon,  pal«  i^l#ircu,  patlM  in  tolrmn  vn^tt-tir, 

Tha  rack,  ■wlft-wanirprinf  ibmiigtl  tti*  toIiI  Jitwve, 
Ai  1,  B  m-oijrDef  by  my  lonirly  lipcr, 

Scad  back  to  Aded  boufi  Lbe  ptaliit  af  lovt, 

BTf^iQini  of  ptaee,  cnta  la  my  ixLthfray  sjirliiflnri 

Wiii?rt  have  jourbfijbtnttfJ  and  yoiir  ■jil*iJi^"*ti^E;<^fl«> 
And  ihoi),  wKoip  Take  to  mt  e^me  tw««t  at  ftln£lnj^ 

Wlial  reffimi  bolda  ttiHif,  In  ibe  viil  unkitnwn  1 
Wliat  ftir  far  brl|titi!<r  thsm  the  m»t  enntalai  tbaa, 

Bt^iovffd,  d^pflrtu^— empreff  of  my  h^'nn  t 
WliOt  hntid  &t  Aill  bealttad*  enelirtliit  (be*-*— 

Ifi  rtJilma  Ufivsird  bjf  p*n,  *jr  pwtjJwl't  mt  1 

Ah!  loved  and  Itm  f  tn  thwt^  atitumnat  htmn, 

Wbon  fa  try  cut<furi  dvtk  Ihe  [uilnled  irt^^ 
Wbefl  tbe  vast  wruTdlnmli*  wrm  ■  tern  wf  t!lfi«ent 

O:  (ben  my  Ktu^^  t^iuiiiJnfff  Wiutidi  rn  ibm ! 
Sprin|tv  a«  la  cTa*ti  rht^  yi^i  In  thin  nililPhrv^ 

Vet  lo  belinld  I  hoe  «il  mf  imK\y  m\df  i 
But  Ibe  fond  v^l<in  tnolu  jit  nnu  in  d^«iiiiee> 

And  my  aad  heari  (tvisi  eclw—f  ti^  3*m  diwd  i 

T*t !  when  iha  Hivmlae  of  h*T  yitan  w%m  ^rlcblent, 

Tlml  anBcl^prucfitr  Into  diiH  wcr>l  dr>nn,_ 
While  3rpl  wiib  Tf»y  dr««*ttii  ber  r«it  w*t  h^Jitc*!, 

Death  fur  the  ftllre  wove  tbtt  ejypfnM-rrttwn,— 
St^^pPt  wbkh  no  wali^fit  knnwf^  oVrumit  ttvr  boftooii 

D'^rcaina  ber  lai^e,  brl«bl,  fjilrKusI  «yeti 
Bparvd  tti  brr  lK»wr  fortinuhiat  oqb  r«lr  liJtia»om— 

Tben  bore  ber  tpkll  to  the  upper  alilei. 

There  let  tne  m^et  her^  wtiirn,  WUt'n  ulriitf )««  nvflf, 

Thfr  pure  In  Ir^re  *nd  thnught  ihi^tir  tilth  rpnvWf,>« 
Wliffte  man^i  finrifiving  hhd  tTdtreitihtf  Ixivrr 

Spreada  otil  h^  ptttftd^  lo  every  vk>w^ 
Let  [he  dim  Autumn^  with  Itj  kavci  dtfitindlnCt 

Howl  oo  the  wlmer't  verge!— yet  »prlnf  will  cnmtt 
Bo  ii]y  frred  #oul,  nu  more  *|atnii  fnifl  con  tending, 

With  All  k  loveth  chall  rvfaiti  lit  home  t 

From  ihU  time  hi*  health  grmdudlj  deelinedp 
and  hia  fricnda  perceived  that  the  aama  diaeaae 
which  had  robbed  him  of  the  "light  of  baa  eiiat- 
ence,"  whuld  «oon  deprive  them  al»o  of  hiJ*  fellow^ 
ship.  Though  his  illneea  waa  of  long  duration,  ha 
wa«  himfielf  unaware  of  ita  character,  and  when  I 
lafll  aaw  him,  a  few  weeka  before  hia  death,  hp  waa 
rejoifinsf  at  the  return  of  Hpririg,  and  confident  that 
be  would  aoon  be  well  enottfl^b  to  walk  alHiiit  the 
town  or  to  go  into  the  country.  He  contiiuicd  to 
write  for  hi*  paper  unlil  the  laat  day  of  hia  lifii^ 
the  twelfth  of  June,  184K 

11  i»  metrical  writinga  are  all  distitiE^cti^bed  for  a 
graceful  and  elegant  diction,  thoughts  morally 
and  poetically  beaatirul,  and  chaate  and  appropri- 
ate imagery.  The  aadneM  which  pervit^leii  them 
is  not  the  gtootn  of  miaanthmpy,  but  a  grnlh  re- 
tigiouA  melancholy;  and  while  they  portray  the 
changea  of  life  and  nature,  they  |*oinl  to  another 
and  a  purer  world,  fur  which  our  »ileotta(ia  are 
chastened,  and  our  deitircs  made  perfect  by  fitfler* 
mg  in  Ihia. 

The  qualities  of  hia  proae  are  e«aentially  dll 
i  fer^t  £rom  thoic  of  hi*  poetry.     Occttflinnnlly  hr 
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poured  forili  gpravc  thoughts  in  eloquent  and  fenrent 
language,  but  far  more  often  delighted  his  readers 
by  passages  of  irresistible  humour  and  wit  His 
perception  of  the  ludicrous  was  acute,  and  his  jests 
and  "cranks and  wanton  wiles"  evinced  the  fiilncss 
of  his  powers  and  the  benevolence  of  his  feelings. 
The  tales  and  essays  which  he  found  leisure  to  write 
for  the  New  York  "Knickerbocker  Magazine/' — a 
monthly  miscellany  of  high  reputation  edited  by 
his  only  and  twin  brother,  Mr.  Lewis  Gat  lord 
Clabk — and  especially  a  series  of  amusing  papers 


under  the  quaint  title  of  •^OUapodiana,"  will  \ 
be  remembered  as  ^fSnr^ing  abundant  evidon 
the  qualities  I  haw  enamaratad. 

In  perMm  Mr.  Clamk  wwof  the  middk  hot 
his  form  was  erect  and  manly,  and  his  com 
nance  pleasing  and  ez^easive.  In  oidiniiy 
tercovunse  he  was  cheerfn]  and  ■"■t—tii,  ^ 
was  studious  to  conform  to  the  eonTeudonal  us 
of  society.  Wann-hearted,  confiding,  and  gc 
rous,  he  was  a  true  friend,  and  faj  thoaBwho  b 
him  intimately  he  was  much  lofed. 


A  LAMENT. 

TnsRE  is  a  voice  I  shall  hear  no  more — 
There  are  tDnes  whose  music  for  me  is  o'er, 
Sweet  as  the  odours  of  spring  were  they,-« 
Precious  and  rich — but  they  died  away ; 
They  came  like  peace  to  my  heart  and  ear** 
Never  again  will  they  murmur  here ; 
'i'hey  have  gone  like  the  blush  of  a  summer  mom, 
Like  a  crimson  cloud  through  the  sunset  borne. 

There  were  eyes,  that  late  were  lit  up  for  me, 
Whose  kindly  glance  was  a  joy  to  see ; 
They  reveal'd  the  thoughts  of  a  trusting  heart, 
Untouched  by  sorrow,  untaught  by  art ; 
Whose  afTcctions  were  fresh  as  a  stream  of  spring, 
When  birds  in  the  vernal  branches  sing ; 
They  were  filKd  with  love  that  halh  pass*d  with  them. 
And  my  lyre  is  breathing  their  requiem. 

I  remember  a  brow,  whose  serene  repose 
SccrnM  to  lend  a  beauty  to  checks  of  rose ; 
And  lips,  I  remember,  whoso  dewy  smile. 
As  I  mused  on  their  eloquent  power  the  while, 
»S(>iit  a  thrill  to  my  bosom,  and  bIcssM  my  brain    ' 
With  niptures  that  never  may  dawn  a;jain ; 
Amidst  musical  accents,  those  smiles  were  shed — 
Alas!  for  the  doom  of  the  early  dead  ! 

Alas !  for  the  clod  that  is  resting  now 

On  thoso  Blumbering  eyes — on  that  fated  brow, 

Wo  for  the  cheek  that  hath  ceased  to  bloom — 

For  the  lips  that  are  dumb,  hi  the  noisome  tomb; 

Their  meloily  broken,  their  fragrance  gone, 

Their  aspect  cold  as  the  Parian  stone ; 

A  Ins,  for  the  hopes  that  with  thco  have  dicd^* 

O,  loved  one ! — would  I  were  by  thy  side ! 

Yet  the  joy  of  grief  it  is  mine  to  bear ; 
I  hear  thy  voice  in  tlie  twilight  air ; 
Thy  smile,  of  sweetness  untold,  I  sec 
When  the  visions  of  evening  are  borne  to  me ; 
Thy  kiss  on  my  dreaming  lip  is  warm — 
My  arm  embraceth  thy  graceful  form ; 
I  wake  in  a  world  that  is  sad  and  drear. 
To  feel  in  my  bosom — Uiou  art  not  here. 

O!  once  the  sammer  with  thee  was  bright; 
The  day,  like  thine  eyes,  wore  a  holy  light. 
'Inhere  was  Miss  in  existence  when  thou  wert  nigh, 
TTiere  was  balm  in  the  evening's  rosy  sigh ; 
I'hrn  earth  was  an  Eden,  and  thou  its  guest— 
A  Sabbath  of  blessings  was  in  my  breast ; 
My  h«art  was  full  of  a  sense  of  love, 
Ukest  of  all  things  to  heaven  above. 


Now,  thou  art  gone  to  that  TMcdea  hill. 
Where  my  budding  impturaa  haw  peiidi'd  dl; 
To  that  tranquil  and  solemn  place  of  ml, 
Where  the  earth  lies  danq>  on  the  maSftm  ham 
Thy  bright  locks  all  in  thevmnh  are  Ud^ 
Thy  bro^  is  conceal'd  by  the  ooflfai  lid^ 
All  that  was  lovely  to  me  i*  them— 
Monmfol  is  Gfo,  and  a  load  to  bear ! 


BfEMORT. 

'Tis  sweet  to  remember !  I  wonll  not  fbnia 
The  charm  which  the  past  o'er  the  preaantean^ 
For  all  the  gay  visions  that  Fancy  m^  worn 
In  her  web  of  illusion,  that  ahinea  to  deodve. 
We  know  not  tho  futore-^the  past  wa  have/U 
Its  cherish*d  enjoymenta  the  bMom  can  melt; 
Its  raptures  anew  o'er  our  pnlaea  may  rail, 
When  thoughts  of  the  monofw  fiUI  coUoDlhei 

'TIS  sweet  to  remember!  whenatonttBanalin 
.To  see  in  tho  rainbow  the  promise  of  Gob: 
Tho  day  may  be  darken'd,  bat  &r  in  the  meA 
In  vermilion  and  gold,  sinki  the  son  to hiiia 
With  smiles  like  the  morning  he  pasaeth  awaj 
Thus  the  beams  of  delight  on  the  apiiit  can  pi 
When  in  cabn  reminiscence  we  gather  tihe  ioi 
Which  love  scattered  ronnd  ua  in  hqipier  hoo 

Tis  sweet  to  remember!  When  firiende anal 
When  their  coldneas  and  rfHr   iimai  Andov 

mind: 
7%m,  to  draw  back  the  veil  which  envelopeBB! 
Where  delectable  proapeda  in  beaoty  espand 
To  smell  the  green  fieUB»  the  finah  witan  to  1 
Whose  once  &iry  i 
To  drink  in  the  i 

To  list  the  fond  voieea  of  childhpod  I  _ 
O,  this  Uie  sad  heart,  like  A  ned  that  b  I 
Binds  np,  when  the  banqnet  of  [ 


Til  sweet  to  remember!  Andnaogfateandoi 
The  balm-broathing  comlbrt»  the  i^oiy,  the  jo 
Which  spring  from  that  fbudtainp  to  g^addon 

way. 
When  the  changeftd  and  taithlew  Jiaart  orb« 
I  would  not  forfrt  I^-thongh  n^  tfaonghto  ih 

bedaifc, 
0*er  Uie  ocean  of  Ule  I  hMk  book  inm  mj  bi 
And  I  aee  the  kat  Eden,  whara  Met  I  Mi  M 
A  type  and  a  promisa  of  hoavnly  iMk 
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SONG  OF  MAY. 

Tke  mpnn^**  acented  hu^  all  ai-oujid  me  ara  iweit^ 

ting: 
Tbeiv  mte  toDgt  in  tht  «ti«iuEi — ih«r«  m  hedth 
in  the  i^; 
■ecwe  of  deitgbl  in  eacb  bosom  ij  dwolUngf 
A«  dokt  the  pure  d*y  beams  o'er  mountaui  sod 
trI«; 
Thtf  d4>«okle  Teign  of  oltl  winter  ii  brokua— 

The  verdure  tn  fre«h  upon  every  tr^ ; 
Of  NAtuiv*#  TeTit>l  lh«  chmm,  and  a  token 
Of  lfiv<*,  O  (hou  Sjnrit  of  Beauty,  to  ttipn! 

The  »un  loobeth  fotifi  from  the  haJE»of  the  mofningf. 

And  flfjjib«w  I  be  cbudfl  that  begirt  his  caro^  i 
H<  wdcwinei  the  gtmlneH  and  glory,  netuming 

To  mi  an  thp  promiwe  and  hope  of  Iho  year  i 
fie  liib  with  detight  all  th«  babn-brcathbg  flowen; 

He  mounU  to  the  »?fiith  and  Laughi  on  the  wave  * 
Be  waket  into  musk  the  green  for^t'boi?rer«f 

And  iiM*  the  gay  ptaina  which  the  broad  Htotv 
lava. 

mie  young  bin]  ii  out  on  hia  detieale  pinioo^^ 

He  lioaidly  vaitt  in  the  infinite  aky ; 
S  fTwting  to  May,  and  her  fairy  dorairjion. 

He  ponnt  on  the  weat'Winde  that  fra^n^ntiy  atgh ; 
Altiuiy  and  above,  tbero  are  quiet  and  pteamin — 

'niAWtOddlanda  ten  nnging,  the  bcavc^n  ia  bright; 
n»  field*  tm  tmiblding  their  etnerald  treaaure, 

And  man*i  genial  apint  ia  aoaring  in  llgfaL 


I )  for  my  WT*ary  and  care^haunteJ  boaom  t 

^be  apeUi»  of  the  ipiing^^time  aroniio  it  no  more; 

^  mng  in  the  wildwood^  ihe  ahecn  in  the  bloasonit 

TTm»  frtf^h'svrcllinit  fountain — Uwir  magic  ii  o*er  t 

\Vht-n  I  liAt  to  the  itream,  when  I  look  on  the  flowen, 

Theytfllof  the  Pajtwith  m  mournful  a  tone, 
That  I  caU  up  the  thronga  of  my  long  van  iah'd  boura, 
A^iJ  cjigh  that  their  tran^purtit  are  over  and  gone* 

From  thefaf-ipryuling  rarthand  the  limitlemhenTtin 

Tht're  haf  e  vani«ih'd  an  eloquent  glory  niid  gleam ; 
To  my  ffld  mind  no  more  h  the  in^uence  siven, 

Wluch  coloureih  life  with  the  buea  of  a  dream ; 
The  bLo9m>purpLix]  ]&ndacapeit«loveline««keepeth; 

t  ilMm  that  a  light  aa  of  old  gilda  the  waTe ; 
But  the  eye  i>f  my  apiftt  in  weiuin^a  aleepetht 

Or  teea  but  my  youth,  and  the  Titiona  it  gave, 

Tet  if  ]«  not  that  fige  on  my  yenrs  hath  doteended — 

T  i*  not  that  ttji  linow-wrrathseneirele  my  brow; 

Bni  the  newne««  and  ifwceUKrsa  of  Wing  are  ended  i 

I  feel  not  their  lov<skindling  witehery  now ; 
The  sbadowa  of  dea^lh  o'er  my  path  have  boen 
awreping — 
There  are  thaae  who  have  loved  m«  dcbair'd 
from  the  da? ; 
The  pipen  turf  U  bright  where  in  peaae  they  are 
tieeping. 
And  on  wingaof  femembranecmyaouiia  away, 

ll  i*  ahut  to  the  glow  of  thia  present  cxialente — 
It  beara,  from  the  Pail,  a  funereal  atrain  ; 

Antl  it  eagerly  tarn*  to  the  high-neemlng  distance. 
Where  the  laat  iiloomia  of  earth  will  be  gamer'd 
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Where  no  mitdcw  the  soU  dainask*roae  cbeek  ahall 
nourish, 

Where  grief  t^eamnff  longer  the  pai*onoas  ating ; 
Where  pitile^  Ueatli  no  dark  ar^are  can  Bouriahp 

Or  atain  with  hia  blight  the  tuicuriant  jiprin?. 

It  ia  thu»  that  the  h*>p^  whu^h  Ur  othera  are  ^Iven 

Fall  cold  on  my  heart  in  thii  rich  month  of  May; 
I  hear  the  clear  anthema  that  ring  through  the 
heaven — 

r  drink  the  bland  aira  that  enliven  the  day ; 
And  if  gentle  Nuture,  lM»r  fenlivul  keeping. 

Delights  not  my  btiuorn,  nh !  tlu  not  i-oiuU^mn  i 
O'er  the  lost  and  the  lovely  my  *plrjt  i>»  weeping. 

For  mj  heart's  foiident  rapturea  are  buried  with 
Ihenu 


DEATH  OF  THE  FIRST-BORN. 

Toif^re  mother,  he  la  gone  * 
Hia  dimpled  eheek  no  more  will  touch  thy  lifcaai; 

No  more  the  mujiic-tone 
Float  from  hi«  lif»,  to  thine  a!l  fondly  |jn3ui*J ; 
His  amtle  and  happy  Inu^h  are  lo«t  to  tbMI 
Bvth  mnsC  his  motht'r  and  hic  |nllowr  bcw 

Hii  waa  the  mortiing  hour* 
And  he  bath  paas'd  in  l^^uty  from  the  day^ 

A  bud,  not  jet  a  tlowi^f, 
Tom,  In  ita  awpetneni,  from  the  parent  apmy; 
The  death  "Wind  swept  him  to  hiw  soft  rtijivH^i, 
A«  frost.  It)  spring-time,  blights  the  eatty  n»e. 

NeTer  on  e*rth  again 
WiU  hia  rich  aeeenta  charm  Ihy  ti«lewlng  e«r» 

Like  aome  ^olian  ^trsin, 
BTeatbing  at  eventide  aerene  and  deiw : 
Hid  voice  la  chokad  in  dOft,  ami  on  bin  ryea 
The  unbroken  aeal  of  peace  ni^  #tlenee  lii^ 

And  from  thy  ye^rruM^  henrt. 
Whose  inmost  core  was  wajru  with  love  for  hinv 

A  glidneas  mutt  depart, 
And  those  kind  eye*  with  many  tear*  be  dim i 
While  lonely  memorioci^  nn  uncewiug  Imiii, 
Will  turn  the  raptures  of  the  post  to  pain. 

Yet,  mourner,  while  the  day 
I   Rolls  like  the  darkneaa  of  a  funeral  by, 
'  And  hope  forbid*  one  rwy 

To  atream  athwart  tho  gitef-diJicolourM  sly ; 
There  breaks  irpon  thv  Borrow'a  evenir)g  gloom 
A  trembling  fostre  from  beyond  the  tomlv 

T  ia  from  the  better  lanil ! 
There,  bathed  in  radiance  that  around  them  iiprtngfy 

Thy  loveil  one's  winga  expaml ; 
At  with  the  eholrtng  cherttbim  be  aitiga, 
And  all  the  glory  of  that  Gon  can  aee, 
Who  said,  on  e*rtb,  to  chiKlnpn,  "  Come  lo  jmC 

Mother,  thy  child  is  ble)*'d : 
And  tfaoiigh  hia  presence  may  be  loat  to  thee^ 

And  vacant  leave  thy  bfea«t» 
And  miw'd,  a  aweet  load  from  Ihy  parent  krwe ; 
Tliough  lonca  familiar  from  thine  ear  have  paH*d 
l*hou  It  meet  thy  6rat>bom  with  hia  I..Of^l  at  la«« 
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EUTHANASIA. 

MiTBTiiKSt  when  on  the  languid  oya 

Li&V  atitimkn  scene*  ^ow  dim ; 
Wbcft  e^aning's  shadows  teil  the  tky. 

And  PUasure'i  syren  hyiiin 
Grows  fsifiter  on  tho  tuneLees  ear, 
Like  echoes  from  aoothET  sphere, 

Or  dfcwn  of  scmphitn, 
It  w&HB  ui>t  ud  to  cast  away 
This  dull  and  cumbroiifi  load  of  duj. 
It  were  nrtt  M(!  to  t^]  the  heart 

Grow  fi^HLonLefls  and  cold ; 
Ti*  fell  those  longings  to  depart 

That  diieof'd  the  good  of  old  i 
To  etawp  the  faith  which  looks  on  high. 
Which  fires  the  Christian's  dying^  eye^ 

And  makes  tlie  curtain*fold 
Th^t  falls  upon  his  wasting  hreast 
The  door  that  \e»ik  to  endL««s  resL 
It  were  not  lonc!y  thus  to  lio 

On  that  triumphant  Wd, 
Till  the  pure  fff>ifit  mounts  on  high, 

By  whitC"Wiii)f*d  seraphs  led  ; 
Where  glories  earth  may  never  know 
0**?T  "muny  nmniions""  Ungering  glow, 

In  p^erlraB  tuf  tre  shed ; 
It  were  not  lonply  thus  to  »o*r. 
Where  aia  and  grief  can  sting  no  mora. 
And,  thoQgh  the  way  to  sueh  a  ^al 

Lies  through  the  cbudcd  tomb, 
If  on  the  free,  unfctterM  soul 

There  rest  no  stains  of  gloom^ 
How  should  itc  aspirations  riw 
T^  through  the  blue,  unpdlar'd  skies, 

Up.  to  its  final  home ! 
Bpyond  tfw  journey  in  gs  of  the  iun» 
Where  streams  of  titing  waters  run. 


AN  INVITATION. 

**Th*f  Lliat  trek  me  early  itiall  ftnd  me/* 

UoM  Ef  while  the  blossoms  of  thy  years  are  brightest, 

Thou  youthful  wandefer  in  n  flowery  ni(uu?p 
Come,  while  the  rcatleas  heart  ia  bounding  Ughteat, 

Ami  joy'i  puPB  sunhcam«  tremble  in  thy  wsya ; 
Come,  while  sweet  thoughtSj  like  tiymmer-buds  un- 
folding, 

Waken  rirh  feelinfjn  in  the  can^Iess  breast^ 
While  yet  thy  han«t  the  ephemeral  wreath  ii  hoM- 

Corae — -and  serurc  intermitiable  rest !  [ing, 

Soon  will  the  freshness  of  thy  days  be  over, 

Anil  tby  fre«^  buoyancy  of  soul  lie  Cown; 
Plej«ure  will  fold  her  win^,  and  friend  and  lover 

Will  t*>  the  embraces  of  tlws  worm  Iiave  ^one  ; 
Tbo^*  who  now  love  tfytsp  will  have  pifts'd  forever, 

Tlieir  looks  of  kindneflii  wMl  be-  bnt  to  thee  i 
Thou  wilt  n**ed  balm  Vj  heal  thy  npirit**  fever, 

A  a  thy  Btck  heart  broods  over  years  to  be ! 

l!ome,  while  the  morning  of  thy  life  is  glowing, 
Krt  the  dim  pluintom^  thou  art  chasing  die  \ 

Ere  the  gay  spell  which  earth  U  round  thee  throw- 
FAdes,  like  the  crimson  from  a  sunset  sky ;    [ing 


Life  hath  but  shadows,  anv^  a  promijie  given, 
Which  lights  the  future  with  a  fadelcsi  my; 

O,  touch  ilie  aceptre  J— win  a  hope  in  Heaven' 
Come,  torn  thy  spirit  from  the  world  away ! 

Then  will  the  crosses  of  thk  brief  existence 

Seem  airy  nothings  to  thine  anient  aiuJ ; — 
And,  fihining  bfkjhtly  in  the  forward  distitncf!, 

Will  of  tby  patient  roee  appear  the  goal  i 
Home  of  the  weary  I — where,  in  peace  re[Kidlng, 

The  apirit  lingers  in  unclouded  bliss, 
Though  o*er  iU  dust  the  corluinM  grave  is  closing, 

Who  would  not,  mrly^  dioose  a  lot  likM  thi«  1 


THE  BURIAL  PLACE  AT  LAUREL  HILL.* 

H£aK  the  lamen^^'d  de^d  in  dust  hhall  lie, 

Life's  lingering  languors  o*er,  its  laimurft  done, 

Where  waving  bougha,  betwixt  the  earth  mid  iky, 
Admit  the  fine  well  radiance  of  the  sun* 

If  ere  the  long  concourse  from  the  murmuring  town, 
With  funeral  pace  and  slow,  shftll  entj^r  in, 

To  Jay  the  loved  in  Insnquil  i^ilencc  down. 
No  more  to  suiier,  and  no  more  to  sin* 

And  in  this  hallow'd  spot,  where  Nature  showers 

Her  summer  flmites  from  fair  and  itainless  skice, 
Aflcction  a  hand  nmy  strew  her  dewy  Bowers, 
Whose  frigrant  incense  from  the  gmve  shall  riae. 

And  here  the  imprcsfti  ve  $lone,  engraved  with  word* 
Which  grief  sentotitious  gtv«  to  marble  pale, 

Shall  teach  the  heart;  whUe  waten,  leaves^  and  bii^is 
Make  cheerful  music  in  the  pacing  gtile, 

Say^  whcitsfore  should  we  weep,  and  wherefore  pout 
On  Bccnted  airs  the  unavailing  aigh — 

While  sun-bright  wave*  are  quivering  to  the  shor«^ 
And  landscapes  blooming^tbat  th«  loved  mu«t 
die! 

There  is  an  emblem  in  this  peaceful  scene; 

Soon  rainbow  colours  on  the  wooda  will  &1I, 
And  autumn  gusts  hereave  the  hilli  of  green. 

As  Binka  the  year  to  meet  ita  eJoudy  pall 

Then*  cold  and  pale,  in  distant  ristaa  round, 
Dbtnibod  and  tuneloss^  all  the  woods  will  stand* 

While  the  chained  j^treamt*  are  sitent  a^  the  ground^ 
As  Di'ulh  had  nuinbM  them  with  his  icy  hand. 

Yet,  when  the  warm*  soft  *indfl  shall  rise  in  *pring, 
Like  aiTUggting  daybeama  oVr  a  blasted  heath, 

The  bird  rvtum'd  tthi^]  poiflQ  her  golden  wing. 
And  lii^ral  Nature  break  ihti  api^ll  of  Deatli* 

So,  when  tlie  tombV  doll  sitence  finJa  an  end. 
The  htesseil  derul  ti>  endh-n*  youth  *htdl  risft, 

And  hear  the  utchangers  thriiTiti%  snmmona  hlenl 
Its  tone  with  anthems  from  the  upper  ultifra. 

Tftfre  shall  tlie  gooil  of  earth  be  found  at  laflt, 
W  here  d  aE^ting  streams  and  vernal  fii^bl  a  c  x  pand , 

WheiB  h^e  her  erown  attains — her  trials  past — 
And,  fil rd  with  rapture,  hails  ^  •*  better  land  V* 

*  Hmt  tha  titj  of  P1itla4e1phla. 
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A  CONTRAST. 

It  was  the  moming  of  a  day  in  ipiiiig ; 
The  sun  look'd  gladnen  from  the  eaatem  dLj; 
Birdf  were  upon  the  trees  and  on  the  wing, 
And  all  the  air  was  rich  with  melody ;        [high ; 
The  heaven — the  calm,  pure  heaven,  was  hright  on 
Earth  laugh'd  beneath  in  all  its  freshening  green, 
The  free  blue  streams  sang  as  they  wandered  by. 
And  many  a  sunny  glade  and  flowery  scene 
Gleam'd  ouc,  like  thoughts  of  youth,  life's  troubled 
years  between. 

The  rose's  breath  upon  the  south  wind  came. 
Oil  as  its  whisperings  the  young  branches  stirr'd. 
And  flowers  for  which  the  poet  hath  no  name ; 
While,  mid  the  blossoms  of  the  grove,  were  heud 
The  restless  murmurs  of  the  humming-bird ; 
Waters  were  dancing  in  the  mellow  light ; 
And  joyous  notes  and  many  a  cheerful  word 
Stole  on  the  charmed  ear  with  such  delight 
As  waits  on  soft,  sweet  tones  of  music  heard  at  night 

The  night-dews  lay  in  the  half-open'd  flower, 
liike  hopes  that  nestle  in  the  youthful  breast ; 
And  ruffled  by  the  light  airs  of  the  hoar. 
Awoke  the  pure  lake  from  its  glassy  rest: 
Slow  blending  with  the  blue  and  distant  west, 
Lay  the  dim  woodlands,  and  the  quiet  gHeam 
Of  amber-clouds,  like  islands  of  the  blest- 
Glorious  and  bright,  and  chang^g  like  a  dream. 
And  lessening  fast  away  beneath  the  intenaer  beam. 

Son^  were  amid  the  valleys  far  and  wide. 
And  on  the  green  slopes  and  the  mountains  high : 
Wliilo,  from  the  springing  flowers  on  every  side, 
Upon  his  painted  wings,  the  butterfly 
Koani*d.  a  gay  blossom  of  the  sunny  sky; 
The  visible  smile  of  joy  was  on  the  scene ; 
'T  was  a  bright  vision,  but  too  soon  to  die ! 
Spring  may  not  linger  in  her  robes  of  green — 
Autumn,  in  storm  and  shade  shall  quench  the  sum- 
mer sheen. 

T  came  again.    'T  was  Autumn's  stormy  hour: 
The  voice  of  winds  was  in  the  faded  wood ; 
The  sere  leaves,  rustling  in  deserted  bower. 
Were  hurPd  in  eddies  to  the  moaning  flood : 
Diirk  clouds  were  in  the  west — and  red  as  blood, 
Tlie  sun  shone  through  the  hazy  atmosphere ; 
WMiilc  torrent  voices  broke  the  solitude. 
Where,  straying  lonely,  as  with  steps  of  fear, 
I  mark'd  the  deepening  gloom  which  shrouds  the 
dying  year. 

The  ruffled  lake  heaved  wildly;  near  the  shore 
It  liore  the  red  leaves  of  the  shaken  tree, 
Shed  in  the  violent  north  wiruVs  restless  roar. 
Emblems  of  man  upon  life's  stormy  sea ! 
Pale  autumn  leaves!  once  to  the  breezes  free 
I'hey  waved  in  spring  and  summer's  golden  prime ; 
Now,  even  as  clouds  or  dew  how  &st  they  flee ; 
Weak,  changing  like  the  flowers  in  autumn's  clime. 
As  man  sinks  down  in  death,  chill'd  by  the  tooch 
of  time ! 

I  mark'd  the  picture — 'twas  the  changeful  scene 
v\  hicli  life  holds  up  to  the  observant  eye : 


Its  apring,  and  aamiiMry  aad  ito  bosran  of  gmi, 
The  atraaming  Minligbt  of  iu  morning  tkj. 
And  tlio  duk  dondi  of  doolh,  wliieh  liii«R  bj; 
For  oft,  whMi  Hfc  ia  fraab  and  bopo  ia  Avog, 
Shall  early  aonow  hnathe  tlio  onhiddan  agh, 
While  age  to  death  movea  poMcfaUy  along^ 
Aa  on  the  riogn^a  lip  expiraa  the  ftnub'd  aong 


THE  FADED  ONE. 

Ooirx  to  the  ainmber  which  mnj  know  dowiUr 

Till  the  lood  requiem  of  the  world  ahaU  f«dl 
Gone!  where  no  aound  thy  atill  repoae  ia brakini 

In  a  lone  manaibn  through  kmg  years todwd 
Where  the  sweet  galea  that  bemld  bod  and  Uosm 

Pour  not  their  moaic  nor  thair  fr^iiaat  breadi 
A  seal  is  set  upon  thy  budding  boooiB, 

A  bond  of  lonclinesa    a  spdl  of  death ! 

Yet  'twas  bnt  yeateiday  that  all  belbn  ^iea 

Shone  in  the  fivahneoa  of  life*a  monmig  how 
Joy's  radiant  amile  was  playing  biMy  o*cr  thet, 

And  thy  light  feet  impreaa*d  but  mnal  flown 
The  restless  apirit  charmM  thy  awaet  triklenc^ 

Making  all  beantaona  in  youth'a  pkaMnt  mn 
While  gladoonie  hope  illnniea  tba  onward  diilaae 

And  lit  with  sunbeams  thy  aspactanl  daya 

How  have  the  garlanda  of  thy  rhfHtwod  withfi'i 

And  hope's  false  anthem  died  upon  the  air! 
Death's  cloudy  tempests  o'er  thy  way  haie  grtha^> 

And  his  stem  bolls  have  biuit  in  fiiry  IherCi 
On  thy  pale  forehead  aleepe  the  shade  of  even, 

Youth's  braided  wreath  Ilea  atainM  in  iprinU 
Yet  looking  upward  in  iU  grief  to  Hearn,    [doi 

Love  ahould  not  mourn  tbee^  aave  fai  bopa  ai 
trust 


A  REMEMBRANCE. 

I  sax  thee  stiO !  thou  ait  not  dead. 

Though  dust  is  mingling  with  thy  fiwia; 
The  broken  sunbeam  hath  not  abed 

The  final  rainbow  on  the  aftorm: 
In  visiona  of  the  midnight  deepy 

Thine  aecenta  throng  my  bonm  thii^ 
Tin  joy'a  fond  impulae  faklB  ma  waepr* 

For,  wrqit  in  thought  I  asa  ttiea  afiU! 

I  aee  thee  atilV— that  cheek  of  ] 

Thoae  lipa,  with  dewy  1 
That  fordiead  in  aarene  npoae^— 

Thoae  aonl-lit  eyee— I  ase  tbem  yet ! 
Sweet  aenq^!    Suie  thou  ait  not  daadg 

Thou  graeest  still  thia  earthly  apbm^ 
An  influence  still  ia  round  me  aheda 

Like  thuMrT-and  yet  dum  ait  not  b«al 

Farewell,  bek»^!    To  mortal  aight. 

Thy  Tennail  cheek  no  moia  bmj  bloom; 
No  more  thy  amilei  inspue  doBghl; 

For  thou  art  gamar^d  bi  tba  took 
Rich  harreat  fcr  Oat  rathloM  poww 

Which  hadi  no  bomd  to  mtt  hii  vB:^ 
Yet,  aa  in  hope^a  rnidonded  boar» 

Throned  in  my  heart,  1 1 
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Jaku  Au»mic«  WW  bom  mtti  the  HmJ*onL,  in 
llie  cDQutj  oT  SafToDtf  on  the  tenth  of  Jutj,  1810 
He  reodwed  tut  «Jucatkn  paitt^  in  Ortnge  county, 

aimI  pertij  in  the  city  of  New  York,  where,  early 
in  Lie,  he  iwduj^e  Actively  eDgmgeJ  m  mefcantile 
la  IBJQ  he  wibi  married  la  Math.^*! 


daughter  of  Mr,  Joair  B.  tirajr,  of  N«FWpoil  Hhoilv 

Inland,  and  in  the  same  ve&r  Telinquivht^l  the  o(* 
cupatLDiiormmcrcbAnt  Ife  fi>r»riie  time  i7<ivi>hJN 
atteniiim  ta  hierature,  edited  two  o;  thrm  pf<nedi* 
cilf.aud  contributed  to  otb<?»r  butha*  not  rfwuitly 
publiihtMl  any  thing.     He  n«id««  in  New  Yoft. 


I 


MOEN  AT  SEA, 

CLI41ILT,  with  mentftl  *ye, 
Whi>re  the  first  ilvited  ray  of  aunlight  apruifi^ 
I  eee  the  moni  witb  golden-fringvd  wing* 

Up>potnted  to  Ihfl  flky* 

In  youth^i  dirtnevt  gtow, 
Sbe  itandi  upon  a  wandering  ctond  of  dew» 
Whoae  ik  ins  are  iun-iUumed  witb  e^&y  hue 

Worn  by  Go&*s  corefunt  bow ! 

The  ehitd  of  tight  and  air! 
O'er  lanJ  or  wave,  wbi^re'er  ber  piniona  move^ 
The  thaipea  of  earth  are  clothed  in  boe*  of  love 

And  tmtli,  divinely  iair* 

Athwart  tbia  wide  abysi. 
On  honwwani  way  impatiently  t  drift; 
O,  mighi  »ho  bear  me  now  where  iweet  lowera  lift 

1*hcir  ejclidn  to  her  kim  \ 

Her  arntle  batb  overspread 
The  hfavpn^fTcflittinjSt  ««t  that  evennoro 
la  ti>mn^  aoletnn  knelU  from  nbore  to  ahgr« 

For  ita  uncoifin'd  dead. 

Mut  (ike  an  angcl-rricndf 
With  tiuiacli?«  footiitejf*.  which  no  impre«*  leave, 
8be  coni«a  in  gentle  ncaa  to  tho«a  who  gnevfi. 
Bidding  the  tang  night  end- 
How  jfjyfuUy  wil!  half. 
With  re^nliveti'J  beartjt,  her  preaence  fair, 
The  bapUrw  ^hipwreck'ti*  iNitipnt  in  deapair, 
Walebing  a  fiir-off  saiU 

V am  all  aflt^iii^n'ii  arta 
To  cheer  the  sick  man  through  the  night  have  been: 
She  to  hit  cawment  ffoea,  and,  looking  in, 

Death*!  ahatlow  ihen«  departs 

Haw  many,  far  from  home, 
Wparipil,  like  me,  benenth  unfriendly  akiea, 
And  m^>urnin<T  o*er  alfoction'f  liroken  tiee, 

Have  pfay'd  for  her  to  come. 

Irfme  voyager  on  tiroe'a  bm  ! 
When  my  dull  nitrht  of  beinif  Khali  be  paat, 
O.  may  I  waken  to  a  mom,  at  la«t. 

Welcome  aa  tbia  to  me  i 


A  DEATH-BED. 

Hkh  ffulTering  ended  with  the  day, 

Yet  lived  ih^  at  ita  cloae, 
And  breathed  the  long,  long  night  away, 

In  st&tuo-tike  repoae. 

But  when  the  aiin,  in  aU  hia  Btate, 

lUumed  the  eaatem  ikies, 
6be  p«dii'd  through  O  lory 'a  mormng-galti 

And  walked  in  Paradiae  I 


( 


MY  MOTHER'S  GRAVR 

ly  beauty  lingera  on  the  hi  Ha 

The  iliath-amile  of  the  dying  day} 
And  twilii^bt  in  my  heart  inatila 

Tbo  iortneai  of  iu  roay  i»y, 
I  wAteb  the  n^er't  peaceful  flow. 

Here,  vtandiu^  by  my  mother*!  fravf^ 
And  feel  my  ilreania  of  glory  go, 

Like  weeib  upon  ita  aluggi^h  wave. 

God  ^vea  ua  miuistera  of  love^ 

Which  we  regard  not,  being  tiear; 
Death  ttike*  them  from  ua — then  we  feel 

That  angela  have  been  with  ua  here  \ 
Aa  mother,  aiiter,  friend,  or  wife, 

They  guide  o%  cheer  us»  aootbc  our  pain ; 
And  when  the  gft^ve  haa  closed  between 

Our  hearts  and  theirs,  wc  love — ^in  vain  ! 

Wonld,  mother  t  thou  couldat  hear  me  tell 

How  oft,  amid  my  brief  c^rwr. 
For  aina  and  follies  loved  loo  well. 

Hath  fallen  the  free,  repentant  tear. 
And*  in  the  wa3^wftrdneas  of  youth. 

How  belter  thought*  have  given  to  mo 
Contempt  for  error,  love  for  truth, 

Mid  iwe*H  remetnbrances  of  thee. 

The  harveat  of  my  youth  tn  dor»e. 

And  manhontl,  come  with  all  tt*  rarest 
Findm  garnefM  up  within  my  heart, 

For  everj'  flower  a  rhouaauii  tare*. 
Dear  mM^wr*  eoutdnt  thon  know  my  thoiigbU, 

WhilHt  lientljnif  o'er  this  holy  mhrine. 
The  depth  of  feeling  in  tny  bn*a*t, 

Tlvm  wouldat  not  lilofih  to  eall  me  tbiiio  t 
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A  SPRING-DAY  WALK. 


Adieu,  the  city*8  ceaseless  hum. 

The  haunts  of  sensual  life,  adieu ! 
Green  fields,  and  silent  glens !  we  come, 

To  spend  this  hright  spring-day  with  you. 
Wlicther  the  hills  and  vales  shall  gleam 

Witli  beauty,  is  for  us  to  choose ; 
For  loaf  and  blossom,  rock  and  stream, 

Arc  coloured  with  the  spirit's  hues. 
Here,  to  the  seeking  soul,  is  brought 

A  nobler  view  of  human  fate, 
And  higher  feeling,  higher  thought, 

And  glimpses  of  a  higher  state. 
Through  change  of  time,  on  sea  and  ^ore^ 

Serenely  nature  smiles  away ; 
Yon  infinite  blue  sky  bends  o*er 

Our  world,  as  at  the  primal  day. 

The  self-renewing  earth  is  moved 

With  youthful  life  each  circling  year; 
And  flowers  that  Ckhes'  daughter  loved 

At  Enna,  now  are  blooming  here. 
Glad  nature  will  this  truth  reveal, 

That  God  is  ours  and  we  are  His ; 
O,  friends,  my  friends !  what  joy  to  fioel 

That  He  our  loving  father  is! 


TO  ONE  FAR  AWAY. 

SwTFTER  far  than  swallow's  flight, 

Homeward  o*cr  the  twilight  lea; 
Swifter  than  the  morning  light, 

Flashhig  o'er  thtf  pathless  sea. 
Dearest !  in  the  lonely  night 

Memory  flies  away  to  thee ! 
Stronger  far  than  is  desire ; 

Firm  as  truth  itself  can  bo ; 
Deeper  than  earth's  central  fire ; 

Boundless  as  the  circling  sea; 
Yc't  us  mute  as  broken  lyre, 

Ik  my  love,  dear  wife,  for  thee ! 
Sweeter  far  than  miser's  gain. 

Or  than  note  of  fame  can  be 
Unto  one  who  long  in  vain 

Treatls  the  paths  of  chivalr3^— 
Are  my  dreams,  in  which  again 

My  fond  arms  encircle  thee ! 


BEATRICE. 

Uxtoith'd  by  mortal  passion. 

Thou  seem'st  of  heavenly  birth, 
Pure  as  the  rlHuenre  of  a  star 

Just  rrach'd  our  distint  earth ! 
Gave  Fancy's  ]>encil  never 

To  an  ideal  fair 
Such  spiritual  expression 

As  thy  sweet  features  wear. 
An  inward  light  to  guide  thee 

Unto  thy  soul  is  given. 
Pure  and  serene  as  it*»  divine 

Original  in  heaven. 
Type  of  the  ransom'd  Pstciie  i 

How  gladly,  hand  in  hand, 
To  some  new  world  I M  fly  with  thee 

From  off  this  mortal  strand. 


LINE& 

UviiiBirxA'n  this  muUe  eoU, 

Lies  a  fidr  giil  tam'd  to  monid ; 

One  whoee  life  was  like  a  rtar, 

Without  toil  or  leat  to  mar 

Its  divincst  hanuonj, 

Its  GoD-given  aeienitj. 

One,  whoee  form  of  yonthfol  gnet, 

One,  wlv»e  eloquence  of.  free 

Match'd  the  rarest  gem  of  thoagfat 

By  the  antique  sculpUns  wrought: 

Yet  her  outward  charms  were  less 

Than  her  winning  gentlenesi^ 

Her  maiden  purity  of  heart, 

Which,  without  the  aid  of  ait, 

Did  in  coldest  hearts  inqpira 

Love,  that  was  not  all  desiie. 

Spirit  forms  with  stany  ejes, 

That  seem  to  come  from  Pandise^ 

Beings  of  ethereal  birth. 

Near  us  glide  somrtimea  on  earth, 

Like  glimmering  moonbeams  dimlj  sea 

Glancing  down  through  alleys  green ; 

Of  such  was  she  who  lies  beneath 

This  silent  effigy  of  grie£ 

Wo  is  me !  when  I  recall 

One  sweet  word  by  her  let  Alt— 

One  sweet  word  but  half-ezprasir^— 

Downcast  eyes  told  all  the  rest, 

To  think  beneath  this  marble  cold. 

Lies  that  fair  giri  tom*d  to  iDOuid. 

THE  DREAMING  GIRL. 

8hi  floats  upon  a  sea  of  oust. 

In  fimcy*s  boat  of  amethyst ! 

A  dreaming  girl,  with  ho*  fur  cheek 

Supported  by  a  snow-whilo  arm. 
In  the  calm  joy  of  innocence, 

Subdued  by  some  uneatthly  diank 
The  clusters  of^  her  dusky  hair 
Are  floating  on  her  bosom  fiiir, 
Like  early  dariiness  stealing  o'er 

The  amber  tints  that  dayli^t  gacv^ 
Or,  like  the  shadow  of  a  dood 

Upon  a  fain^g  summer-wuveii 
Is  it  a  spirit  of  joy  or  pain 
Sails  on  the  river  of  her  brain  1 
For,  lo !  the  crimson  on  her  ctttA 

Faints  and  glows  like  a  dying  flaaw; 
Her  heart  is  beating  loud  and  quick^ 

Is  not  JOTC  that  spirit's  name? 
Up-waking  from  her  bUssfiil  aleep^ 
She  starts  with  fear  too  wild  fo  weep; 
Through  the  trailing  honeyancUe, 

All  night  breathing  odorooa  aiglu^ 
Which  hu  lattice  dimly  curtuii% 

The  mom  peepB  in  with  hie  M^  cfML 
Perfume  loved  when  it  b  vaniah'd. 
Pleasure  hardly  felt  ere  banlsh'd. 
Is  the  happy  maiden's  Tisi 

That  doth -on  her  memo  _ 
And  her  heart  laapa  up  with  i 

That  bliai  was  noAaam  bm  a  dnnftl 
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Mn*  MfLsi^LATf  ia  *  native  of  the  city  of  Port- 
Und.  ][c  ^»  «Iacit«<]  il  Buwdom  Co)Jeg««  in 
Miitie^  wh^ro  he  was  griduj^tcd  in  IHW^  He 
■ahiciquenllj  studjfJ  iJie  Jaw*  tfiil  for  a  few  years 
imLiiud  hit  profeanoa  in  Boston.  He  hit  re^ 
enati/  residi^  ia  tb«  cauntry^  »ni]  devoted  hli 


iittentian  pHw^polly  to  nj^icultund  purimiU.  fi; 
the  apring  of  1830  he  pubLibUeil  ♦^TJio  Full  of  Iho 
liiiliui  C  in  lft32,  ■*  The  Year,  a/)d  other  Pofims;'* 
and  m  1944  h  third  vultJiiitf^  eoDipming  hU  Utcr 
QiUcoUaij^u^  pieces  iu  verse.  Hin  t^est  com  pout* 
tioQs  are  lyrical 


NEW  ENGLAND*S  DEAD. 

Niw  £?r«L4^i»'i  trSAii !  New  E&gluid'i  deddt 

On  tvcry  hill  they  lie  j 
On  evf;r7  field  of  strife,  made  red 

By  bloody  victory. 
Karh  valley,  whi-w  the  bjittk  potur'd 

III)  rcil  aiul  anfuJ  tide, 
BeheM  the  hr*ve  New  Eagktid  Aword 

With  ilaughtef  deeply  dycMl. 
TKeir  twrim  are  on-lho  nortjhi^rn  hillj 

And  on  the  southern  plain. 
By  bronk  and  river,  lake  and  till, 

And  by  the  roaring  main. 
The  Und  Is  holy  where  they  foyght, 

And  holy  whew  Ihey  fell ; 
For  by  their  blood  thjit  land  was  hotight, 

Thi  land  thoy  lowd  «o  welL 
Then  glory  lo  that  valiant  band^ 
The  honoQr*il  saviouns  of  the  land ! 
O,  few  and  weak  their  numbera  wer^— 

A  handful  of  brave  men ; 
Bui  b>  thfif  Gon  they  gpive  their  prayer. 

Ami  ni8.h*d  to  butUe  then. 
The  fioD  of  battles  heard  their  cry. 
And  fient  to  Iheru  the  vietory. 
They  If  ft  the  ploughfihnre  in  the  moukl. 
Their  flock*  and  herdji  withoal  a  fold, 
The  eifkle  in  the  unshorn  grain ^ 
The  com,  hjilf-a;s%rnef\U  on  the  plain, 
And  mu^terM,  in  thf^ir  simple  dra^e^ 
For  wron^  to  sock  a  stfrn  redress, 
To  ri^ht  those  wwrji^t  come  weal,  come  wo, 
To  perish,  or  oVrcome  their  foe. 
And  where  are  ye,  O  fear! etna  men  T 

Anl  where  are  ye  to-day  1 
I  Ciili '. — the  hills  reply  aj^aln 

That  ye  have  pa#KM  a.way ; 
Thit  on  old  Bunker'a  lonely  height, 

In  Trenton,  and  in  Mtjn mouth  i^ttnd, 
Th*.'  i^rasa  grows  frreeii,  the  harvest  bright 

Alnive  fuch  stildie/n  muEltid. 
The  liui^le'^  wild  am^l  warlike  blast 

ShiiU  muster  them  ni>  mt^re ; 
An  army  now  mit^ht  thunder  past, 

And  tiiey  heed  not  itj  roar. 
The  aLirry  flaff,  'nfaitt  which  they  fought. 

In  many  a  bloody  day. 
From  their  old  grmvci  shad  rouae  Ihem  not, 

For  they  have  paav'd  away. 


THE  DEATFT  OF  NAPOLEON,' 

WiLti  waja  the  fiig:ht;  yet  a  wilde?  night 

Hung  round  the  soMier**  pillow; 
In  hiA  Uwom  ther«  wag<ed  a  fiercer  Hj^ht 

Than  the  fight  on  the  wrathful  billow. 

A  few  fond  mourntn  weie  kneeling  by. 
The  few  that  hia  ttem  heart  chcri#h'd  ; 

They  kncwt  by  his  glaxed  and  unearthly  eye, 
ThJit  life  had  nearly  peri»h*d. 

They  knew  by  his  awful  and  kingly  look, 

By  the  order  hastily  «poken, 
That  he  drcamM  of  day  a  when  (be  nation*  slioak, 

And  the  nationa'  hosts  w«jre  broken* 

He  dreaniM  that  th*  Frenchman's  fword  still  slew, 
And  triumphed  the  Frsnehman's  *•  eagle ;*^ 

And  the  struggLiniif  Auatrinn  Aed  anew, 
Like  the  hare  before  the  beagle. 

The  bearded  Russian  he  acourj^i^J  again, 

The  Prussian'*  camp  wai  routed. 
And  again^  on  the  hi  1  La  of  haughty  Spain, 

His  tnighty  armies  shouted. 

Over  "Egypt**  sanda,  over  Alpine  snowa^ 

At  the  pyramids,  at  the  mountain. 
Where  th«  wave  of  the  lordly  Danube  flows. 

And  by  the  Italian  fountain, 

On  the  snowy  cliff*,  whetf  mountain-rtreanti 

Dash  by  the  Swjuer*s  dwelling. 
He  led  ag&in,  in  his  dytm^  dreams. 

Hia  hosts,  the  broad  earth  quelling. 

Again  Marengo  s  field  wan  won, 

And  Jena'i  bloody  battle  ; 
Again  the  world  waa  overrun. 

Made  pda  at  his  cannons*  rattle. 

He  died  at  th@  cloni*  of  that  dTirkaomo  day^ 

A  day  that  sbnll  live  in  story :  •  *       ' 

In  the  rocky  land  thi-y  placed  his  clay, 
"  And  left  him  alone  with  hts  glory .** 

. . .. : 1 

*  ^'Ttiv  ^th  ef  MsyesftMt  atnM  w-tnd  aa^  fuln.  H%* 
pflLKoa's  pattlni  aptrtl  ww  l^tirNmi^f  Piirr*|»il  In  a 
ttrEffl  more  terrible  thrin  tliA  rIenK'iMA  arnuii4,  Th« 
Wiir4*  *Ht*  4"A¥wit^'  {twiij  cif  tha  arnty,)  ttM  Imi  nUkti 
nesfird  fronq  hit  llpt,  ^nilmsMd  (hnt  1ii«  thmiifhti  w«re 
friti^hlnr  t*ie  cMrirrtl  **f  •  IwmJy  flem.  Ah«»u(  Hcven 
aiinuUs  hisrfirvili  ia  (hn  ttvuning,  N^folSii^  eipHred^*' 
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THE  NOTES  OF  THE  BIRDS. 

Well  do  I  love  those  various  harmonies 
That  ring  so  gsyly  in  spring's  budding  woodsy 
And  in  the  thickets,  and  green,  quiet  haunts, 
And  lonely  copses  of  the  summer-time, 
And  in  red  autumn's  ancient  solitudes. 

If  thou  art  pain'd  with  the  world's  noisy  stir, 
Or  crued  with  its  mod  tumults,  and  weigh*d  down 
With  any  of  the  ills  of  human  life; 
If  thou  art  sick  and  weak,  or  -moumest  at  the  loss 
Of  brethren  gone  to  that  far  distant  land 
To  which  wc  all  do  pass,  gentle  and  poor, 
The  gayest  and  the  gravest,  all  alike ; — 
Then  turn  into  the  peaceful  woods,  and  hear 
The  thrilling  music  of  the  forest-birds. 

How  rich  the  varied  choir !    The  unquiet  finch 
Calls  from  the  distant  hollows,  and  the  wren 
Uttereth  her  sweet  and  mellow  plaint  at  times. 
And  the  thrush  mourneth  where  the  kalmia  hangs 
Its  crimson-spotted  cups,  or  chirps  half-hid 
Amid  the  lowly  dogwood's  snowy  flowers, 
An<l  the  blue  jay  flits  by,  from  tree  to  tree. 
And,  spreading  its  rich  pinions,  fills  the  ear 
With  its  shrill-sounding  and  unsteady  cry. 

With  the  sweet  airs  of  spring,  the  robin  comes ; 
And  in  her  simple  song  there  seems  to  gush 
A  strain  of  sorrow  when  she  visiteth 
Her  last  year's  wither'd  nest.    But  when  the  gloom 
Of  the  deep  twilight  falls,  she  takes  her  perch 
Upon  the  red-stemm*d  hazel's  slender  twig, 
That  overhangs  the  brook,  and  suits  her  song 
To  the  slow  rivulet's  inconstant  chime. 

In  the  lost  days  of  autumn,  when  the  corn 
Lies  sweet  and  yellow  in  the  harvest^field. 
And  the  gay  company  of  reapers  bind 
The  bearded  wheat  in  sheaves, — then  peals  abroad 
The  blackbird's  merry  chant     I  love  to  hear, 
Bold  plunderer,  thy  mellow  burst  of  song 
Flout  from  thy  watch-place  on  the  mossy  tree 
Close  at  the  corn-field  edge. 

Lone  whip-poor-will. 
There  is  much  sweetness  in  thy  fitful  hymn, 
Heard  in  the  drowsy  watches  of  the  night 
OOtimes,  when  all  the  village  lights  are  out. 
And  the  wide  air  is  still,  I  hear  thee  chant 
Thy  hollow  dirge,  like  some  recluse  who  takes 
His  hnlging  in  the  wilderness  of  woods, 
And  lifls  his  anthem  when  the  world  is  still: 
And  the  dim,  solemn  night,  that  brings  to  man 
And  to  the  herds,  deep  slumbers,  and  sweet  dews 
To  the  red  roses  and  the  herbs,  doth  find 
No  eye,  save  thine,  a  watcher  in  her  halls. 
I  hear  thee  oil  at  midnight,  when  the  thrush 
And  the  green,  roving  linnet  are  at  rest, 
And  the  blitluj,  twittering  swallows  have  long  ceased 
Their  noisy  note,  and  folded  up  their  wings. 

Far  up  some  brook's  still  course,  whose  current 
mines 
The  forest's   blacken'd   roots,  and  whose  green 

marge 
Is  snldom  visited  by  human  foot, 
'I'he  lonely  heron  sits,  and  harshly  breaks 
The  Habbath-silence  of  the  wilderness  : 
And  vou  may  find  her  by  some  reedy  pool. 


Or  brooding  gloomily  on  tfw  tJmft^tBin'd  rock, 
Beside  sonie  DUitjr  and  &iHnMduiiff  kdbe. 

Most  awfiil  M  thj  deep  and  law  ij  bosai. 
Gray  watdierof  tlie  waten!    Hmni  art  king 
Of  the  bine  lake;  and  aU  tlia  winged  kind 
Do  fter  the  echo  of  thine  angry  ciy. 
How  bright  thy  savage  eye !    Tboa 
And  seeat  the  shining  Mmb  aa  they  glide; 
And,  poising  thy  grey  aving^  thy  gloaqr  beak 
Swift  as  an  arrow  Mnkee  ile  roving  peey. 
OfUimes  I  see  thee,  through  thci  ewiinf  nis^ 
Dart,  like  a  spectra  of  the  nigiht,  and  bear 
Thy  strange,  bewildering  call,  like  the  wild  acmm 
Of  one  whoee  life  is  perishing  in  the  are. 

And  now,  wouldat  thoo,  O  man,  delight thsai 
With  earth's  delicioas  eounda,  or  cham  the  eye 
With  beautiful  creations  I    Then  pma  feitk. 
And  find  them  midst  those  many^ohmi'd  Mi 
That  fiU  the  glowing  woodsy    The  lichest  hmi 
Lie  in  their  splendid  plumage,  and  their  tenss 
Are  sweeter  than  the  music  of  the  Ime, 
Or  the  harp's  melody,  or  the  notea  thai  gwh 
So  thrilUngly  from  Beanty'a  niby  lipw 


LINES, 

SUOOESTED  BT  A  nCTUmS  MY  WAMiaiWtW 
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The  tender  Twilight  with  a 
Leans  on  the  bnast  oiT  Eve.    7*lie 
Hath  folded  her  fleet  pinioQa,  and 
To  slumber  by  the  dafkm'd 
Have  left  their  pastnraa,  when  die  ewanl 


And  lofty  by  the  river'B  kedgy  brink. 
And  slow  are  winding  home.    Haik«  from  abr 
Their  tinkling  hells  sound  flmugh  dm  dmky  gWi 
And  forest^penings,  with  a  pleaaanl  aouod; 
While  answering  Edio,  firon^  the  dialaafc  IdD, 
Sends  back  the  music  of  the  hondeman'e  horn. 
How  tenderiy  the  trembling  light  yat  pbye 
O'er  the  far-waving  foliage  r    Day*a  laal  UiMh 
Still  lingers  on  the  billowy  white  of.  leaver 
With  a  strange  beauty— fike  tfaa  ydlow  floA 
That  haunts  the  ocean,  when  the  day  goaa  by. 
Methinks,  whene'er  earth'i  weaiy  ing  tionhlm  pme 
Like  winter  ihadowa  o'er  the  peaeefiil  wand, 
'Twere  sweet  to  tarn  firom  life,  and  pam.i 
With  solemn  footsteps,  into  Natiin*o  vmI 
And  happy  palaces,  and  lead  a  life 
Of  peace  in  some  green  pandim  Kka  lUa. 

The  hraien  trumpet  and  tha  loud  ^ 
Ne'er  startled 


Hath  never  gathered  its  red  harvMt 
The  pesceful  summerday  hath 
Around  this  quiet  spot,  and 
Of  War's  rode  pomp  >-the 
Hath  never  left  his  sickle  hi  tha 
To  slay  his  fellow  with  nnholy 
The  maddening  voice  of  battle^  dm 
The  thrilling  murmoring  of  tha  ~ 
And  the  shrill  shriek  of  B 
Have  never  broke  its  0BbMlMoill 
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^JONES  VERY. 


Jam  Tkit  i«  ■  natite  of  iho  dtj  of  @«IeTn, 
&  U  fomXk  he  uxompuiini  hid  father,  who  «^ 
«  Wi  tlptitlh  on  Kvcrat  vojAge^  to  Eurapcs ;  and 
Ita  wtote  hU  '*  EwMj  ©a  Httialflt"  with  the  mora 
imerart  from  h^Titiff  iwiro  seen  EUUieur.  After 
lui  fiih^^B  doaih,  he  prcipAml  himself  to  eater 
eoike^,  an  J  in  1832  bec^m^  a  student  at  Cam- 
bfidge.  He  wu  sraflaated  m  1836,  and  in  th« 
wnmc  year  wu  appdln(«d  Gn^k  lutor  b  the  uni^ 
lUaitf,  While  he  heM  thl«  oHicr,  a  leligioui  en- 
Ifcaaiim  tXKik  poaaciaion  of  hU  mind,  s^hich  grof 
isdif  pfodueed  ao  greal  &  change  in  him,  that  hie 


TO  THE  PAINTED  COLUMBINE. 

Barnirr  imaiff  of  the  early  jparu 

Whpn  glowM  my  cheek  a«  f(?ii  wa  thou, 
And  hfie*!  dark  thrang  of  c*fei  and  fears 
Wen  awiAp^in^^d  ehidowa  oV  mj  Bunnj  brtwj 

Tho«  hluAHest  from  the  pdnter'a  page, 

Rotvtl  in  the  mimic  tiiiu  of  art ; 
Bui  Nature"*  hand  in  youth's  ^p'eeii  age 
VTiUi  tiMtr  huc4  fir«t  traeetl  thee  on  uiy  heart 

The  moming'i  btu*h«  ihe  made  it  thine, 

The  mom^t  sweet  breathy  ihe  i^ve  it  Ihee  I 
And  in  thy  look,  my  Colttmbine  ! 
Each  ^nd-femember^'d  spot  she  bade  me  aee* 

I  are  the  hill^s  far*gazin{i^  head;* 

Where  pkj  thou  noddeit  in  the  gale  5 
I  hear  light-bounding  footsteg^w  tread 
The  ^rutfy  path  that  winds  along  the  vale, 

I  hear  the  Toice  of  woodland  song 

Break  from  each  buiih  and  well-known  tree^ 
And,  on  )iq:1it  piniona  Iwrne  alonq-, 
CiMiiesbstik  the  laugh  from  chitdhaod'4  heart  of  glee* 

0*er  the  dark  rock  the  daahing  broolc. 

With  look  of  anger^  leaps  again, 
Aml^  hMtening  to  ea^^h  flowery  nook, 
Its  distant  voice  is  beard  far  down  Ihe  gleji. 

Fair  child  of  art !  thy  charms  decay, 

Touched  by  the  withered  band  of  Time; 
And  huih'd  the  moftic  of  ihut  day. 
When  my  voice  mingled  with  the  streamlet^s  chime ; 

But  on  my  heart  thy  eheek  of  bloom 
J  Shall  live  when  N'atureV  «mi1e  has  fled  ; 

I      And,  hch  with  memory  V  sweet  perfume, 
8h>ll  oVr  her  grave  thy  tribute  incense  shed, 

Thcfe  shall  thou  liire  and  wake  (he  gle« 
I  Thii  ech^>pl  on  thy  native  hill; 

And  when,  loved  flower  I   I  thmk  of  thaa^ 
I    Mr  infant  feel  will  aeecn  to  seek  Ihce  stilL 

i 


friends  withdrew  him  from  Camhni1|ie*  anil  he 
returned  to  Snlem,  where  he  wrote  jnn**t  of  tbe 
poem«  in  the  small  eolletlion  uf  his  writingft  |jub- 
lished  in  1839.  Hi4  ewaye  entitkMl  **  Epio  Foc«> 
ry,"  "  Shakftjieftrfi/'  and  "Hamifl,**  arn  6ii«  wp^ 
eimens  of  learned  and  lympathrtie  erili^^iMm  5 
his  KuiDPts,  and  other  pieces  of  verse,  are  ch 
simple,  aikd  poetical,  though  they  have  litlla  nngv 
of  subjects  and  illustratioft.  They  are  rehghouia, 
and  some  of  ibetn  at*  mytitlcal,  but  they  wili  be 
recognised  by  the  true  poet  as  the  overfloningt 
of  a  bratberV  soul. 


MUES  TO  A  WfTOERED  LEAF  SEEN 
ON  A  POETS  TABLE. 

Poit'a  hand  has  placed  thee  there, 
Autumn'a  brown  and  withered  scfroU  l 
Though  lo  outward  eye  not  fair. 
Thou  hast  bejLuty  for  the  sod  ; 

Though  no  human  pen  haa  tracrd 
On  that  leaf  it«  learned  lore, 
Love  divine  the  page  has  graced ,'i^ 
What  can  words  diacorer  more  1 

Not  alone  dim  autnmn^s  Mast 
Echoos  from  yon  tablet  semr,^ 
Distant  musie  of  the  past 
9teak  upoh  the  poei'i  ear, 

Vdcea  sweet  of  sijmmer>hcnirii. 
Spring's  soft  whispers  munnur  by  * 
Feathered  songs  from  leafy  boweta 
Draw  hia  listening  soul  on  high. 


I 


TIIE  HEART. 

Tiraaa  w  a  cap  eif  sweet  or  bitter  drink. 
Whose  waters  ever  oVt  the  brira  must  well. 
Whence  flow  pure  thoughts  of  love  aa  angel* 

think, 
Or  of  its  demon  deptha  the  tongue  wUl  tellj 
That  cup  cAn  ne'er  be  deanaed  from  oufiraid 


TA'^ile  from  within  the  tide  forerer  flows  j 

And  soon  it  we^riea  out  the  fmiUeas  pains 

The  trpor-herous  hand  un  such  a  tamk  bestows. 

But  ever  bright  its  cryntal  ikides  appear, 

While  funs  the  current  from  its  outlet  pure ; 

And  pilgrims  hail  its  sparkling  wateri  nrar, 

And  stoop  to  drink  the  healing  fountain  sura 

And  bless  the  cup  that  ehctn  their  fututing  soul 

While  through  this  parching  waste  Ibey  seek  tbair 

liaavwily  goaL 

€«7 


r 
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TO  THE  CANARY-BIRD. 

I  cAiriTOT  hear  thy  voice  with  othcra'  ean. 
Who  make  of  thy  lost  liberty  a  gain; 
And  in  thy  tale  of  blighted  hopes  and  tean 
Fi*cl  not  that  every  note  is  bom  with  pain. 
Alas !  that  with  thy  music's  gentle  swell   [throng, 
Past  days  of  joy  should  through  thy  memory 
And  each  to  thee  their  words  of  sorrow  tell, 
While  ravishM  sense  forgets  thee  in  thy  song. 
The  heart  that  on  the  past  and  future  feeds. 
And  pours  in  human  words  its  thoughts  divine, 
Though  at  each  birth  the  spirit  inly  bleeds. 
Its  Kong  may  charm  the  listening  ear  like  thine. 
And  men  with  gilded  cage  and  praise  will  try 
7''o  make  the  bard,  like  tlice,  forget  his  native  iky. 


THY  beaui;y  fades. 

TiiT  beauty  fades,  and  with  it  too  my  love. 
For  ' t  was  the  selfsame  stalk  that  bore  its  flower; 
Soil  fell  the  rain,  and  breaking  from  above 
The  sun  look*d  out  upon  our  nuptial  hour ; 
And  I  had  thought  forever  by  thy  side 
With  bursting  buds  of  hope  in  youth  to  dwell; 
But  one  by  one  Time  strcw'd  thy  petals  wide. 
And  every  hope's  wan  look  a  grief  can  tell : 
For  I  had  thoughtless  lived  beneath  his  sway, 
Who  like  a  tyrant  dealeth  with  us  all, 
Crowning  each  rose,  though  rooted  on  decay. 
With  charms  that  shall  the  spirit's  love  enthrall. 
And  for  a  season  turn  the  soul's  pure  eyes  fdeiies. 
From  virtue's  changeless  bloom,  that  time  and  death 
♦ 
THE  WIND-FLOWER. 

Tiiou  lookest  up  with  meek,  confiding  eye 
Upon  the  clouded  smile  of  April's  face, 
UnharmM  thous^h  Winter  standi  uncertain  by. 
Eyeing  with  jealous  glance  eaclf  opening  grace. 
Thou  trustest  wim»ly !  in  thy  faith  array'tl. 
More  glorious  thou  than  Israel's  wisest  king ; 
Such  failh  woa  His  whom  men  to  death  betray'd. 
As  tliinc  who  hcarest  the  timid  voice  of  Spring, 
While  other  flowers  still  hide  them  from  her  call 
Along  tlie  rivcr*s  brink  and  meadow  bare. 
Thee  will  I  seek  l>esido  the  stony  wall, 
And  in  thy  trust  with  childlike  heart  would  share, 
O'orjoy'd  that  in  thy  early  leaves  I  find 
A  lc:ison  taught  by  Him  who  loved  all  human  kind. 


ENOCH. 

I  Looic'n  to  find  a  man  who  walk'd  with  God, 
Like  the  translated  patriarch  of  old  ; — 
Thousrh  gluddcn'd  millions  on  his  footstool  trod, 
Yft  none  with  him  did  such  sweet  converse  hold; 
I  hoard  the  wind  in  low  complaint  go  by. 
That  none  its  meloilies  like  him  could  hear; 
Day  unto  tiny  ftpoke  wisilom  from  on  high, 
Yvi  nono  like  Dwin  tum'd  a  willing  ear; 
Ctoii  walkM  alone  unhonour'd  through  the  earth; 
Foi  him  no  heart-built  temple  open  stood, 
Tht'  soul,  foroctful  of  her  nobler  birth. 
Had  hewn  him  lofty  shrines  of  stone  and  wood. 
And  loft  unfinished  and  in  ruins  still 
Thtf  only  temple  he  delights  to  fill. 


MORNING. 


Tax  light  will  never  c>pen  dghtlcai  eyes. 
It  coDDM  to  thoie  who  willingly  would  mc; 
And  every  object^— hill,  end  etnem.  end  d[k% 
Rejoice  within  the  endreUng  line  to  be; 
"Tis  day  ^— the  fidd  b  fiUM  with  bosy  hinds, 
The  shop  resoonde  with  noisy  woriuim*s  din. 
The  traveller  with  his  ■teff  tUmdy  iten^ 
His  yet  anmeeeared  journey  to  begin ; 
The  light  breaka  genUy  too  within  the  1 
Yet  there  no  eye  aweiU  the  erimeon  mora. 
The  forge  and  noisy  anvil  are  at  icsl. 
Nor  men  nor  oxen  tread  the  ficlde  of  con, 
Nor  pilgrim  UfU  hie  etalC — it  ia  no  day 
To  thoee  who  find  on  earth  their  place  to  stij. 

NIGHT. 

I  THAarK  thee,  Father,  that  the  night  is  nor 
When  I  this  conedoas  being  may  resign ; 
WhosQ  only  tadL  thy  words  of  love  to  bar, 
And  in  thy  acts  to  find  each  act  of  mine; 
A  task  too  great  to  give  a  child  like  me. 
The  myriad-hsn^d  labours  of  the  day, 
Too  many  for  my  closing  eyes  to  see. 
Thy  words  too  (requent  ior  my  tongue  to  ny; 
Yet  when  thou  seest  me  burden*d  bj  thy  love, 
Each  other  gift  more  lovely  then  appcan, 
For  dark-robed  night  comes  hovering  fiom  abon 
And  all  thine  other  gifts  to  ma  endean; 
And  while  within  her  darkened  eooch  I  sfesp^ 
Thine  eyes  untired  above  will  constant  ngik  kfq 
s 
THE  SPIRIT-LAND. 

Fjlthev  !  thy  wonders  do  not  aingly  rtand. 
Nor  far  removed  where  leet  have  seUoa  ilrij'd 
Around  us  ever  lies  the  enchanted  land. 
In  marvels  rich  to  thine  own  eons  display'd ; 
In  finding  thee  are  all  things  roond  as  fcond; 
In  losing  thee  are  all  things  lost  beside ; 
Ears  have  we,  but  in  vain  strange  vofeai  sooat 
And  to  our  eyes  the  vision  is  dmied ; 
We  wander  in  the  countiy  iar  remote, 
Mid  tombs  and  luin'd  piles  in  death  to  dweO; 
Or  on  the  records  of  past  greatness  dole^ 
And  for  a  buried  soul  the  Uving  sell ; 
While  on  our  path  bewildered  fidb  the  nigfat 
That  ne'er  returns  us  to  the  fielda  of  ligfaL 

THE  TREES  OF  LIFE. 

For  those  who  worship  Trni  there  is  no  deiA, 
For  all  they  do  is  but  with  Tib*  to  dwell ; 
Now.  while  I  take  from  Taxx  this  passing  bnedi 
It  is  but  of  Tht  glorious  name  to  tell ; 
Nor  words  nor  measured  soands  have  I  to  find, 
But  in  them  both  my  soul  doth  ever  flow; 
They  come  as  viewless  as  the  nnseen  wind. 
And  tell  thy  noiseless  steps  where'er  I  go; 
The  trees  that  grow  along  thy  living  stream. 
And  from  its  springs  refreshment  ever  drink. 
Forever  glittering  in  thy  morning  I 
They  bend  them  o'er  the  river's  i 
And  OS  more  high  and  wide  theb  branches  groi 
They  look  more  frir  within  the  depths  bdow. 
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THE  ARK. 

i  U  D&  ch»T)g«  of  tiiDe  imd  place  with  Tjiek  ; 
ftW  I  fo,  with  me  *tb  »titl  the  audo  ; 
&  thy  pmspnee  I  rejoiix  ka  be, 
Iwmjs  hallQW  tbj  most  boJy  name ; 
roriJ  dolh  €V«r  churagv ;  there  b  do  fwitce 
f  the  ihadows  of  Its  stoim-vex^d  bi««ili 
every  breath  the  frothy  waves  incnuer 
io«t  up  mire  and  dirt,  thcj  cannot  rest ; 
k  Trie  that  within  thy  strong-hujll  ark 
ul  acro«»  the  uncertain  sea  can  sdl, 
Itoa^h  the  m^ht  of  death  he  long  and  dark, 
rpes  in  Chuiit  flhall  reach  within  the  veil; 
j^  the  promised  haven  «t«ady  steer, 
regi  tD  Ihcoe  who  tore  is  ever  near. 


NATURE. 

aihbluif  briMk  doth  leap  when  T  come  bj, 
tm  ray  feet  find  mcasuje  with  its  call  ^ 
ifd^  know  when  the  friend  they  love  U  nigh, 
am  known  to  them,  both  jEsreat  and  Ainall  \ 
ower  that  on  the  lovely  hill-»ide  growa 
la  ni«  there  when  spring  iu  bloom  has  ^ven ; 
lany  a  tree  and  bush  my  wanderinp  kiM>W0i, 
Vn  th«  ebucU  art<l  silent  stara  of  beaveD ; 
1  who  with  hia  Maker  walks  aright^ 
be  their  lon3  as  A  ham  was  bdbre ; 
W  ahaJJ  catch  eaeh  dound  with  new  d^Ligh^ 
dbjlKi  wear  the  dreas  tliat  then  it  wore ; 
mt  M  when  erect  in  m>txl  be  ^tood^ 
Dm  hia  Father's  Upt  that  all  ia  good^ 


THE  TREE. 

i  thee  when  thy  «welhn(jr  bud  a  appear, 
(Re  by  one  their  tonJer  leaves  qnfotd, 
they  kwrw  tbiil  warmer  »un»  were  near, 
mger  imu^ht  to  hnlc  from  winto/s  cold ; 
hen  with  darker  f^mwth  thy  leaves  are  seen 
i)  from  view  the  early  rf>bin's  ne^t, 
X£i  lie  beneath  thy  wnvin^  screen, 
[imhi»  by  sunimer*s  heat  and  toil  oppress'd; 
hen  the  autumn  winds  have  «tript  tlicebare, 
outid  lb™  lie*  the  smooth,  uritrodlden  anow^ 
,  naught  X*  thine  that  made  thee  once  ao  fair, 
to  watch  thy  shadowy  form  below, 
hrougli  thy  Icailes*  arms  to  look  above 
rt  that  tmi^htef  lieam  when  moat  wt  need 
their  love. 


THE  SON- 

ER,  T  wait  thy  word.    The  aun  Jolh  atand 
th  the-  min^linE?  Itrie  of  night  and  day, 
■ninsT  M?r\'ant»  waiting  thy  command 
I  ri'j[>JLirig  cm  itt  *ilcnt  way; 
>n!^e  of  time  abides  the  appointed  hoar^ 
1  our  cof  its  ©olemn  wvirnin^a  Ml ; 


The  heavy  cloud  withhcrldi  the  pelting  shower. 
Then  every  drop  ppeeda  onward  at  tliy  caJI ; 
The  bird  repwes  on  the  yielding  iKiiigh, 
With  breaai  onHWoUen  by  the  t]dc  of  eoiig; 
Bo  does  my  spirit  wait  thy  prcaencc  now 
To  pour  thy  praiw  in  quickening  life  along. 
Chiding  with  voice  divine  man's  Ipngtb^n'tJ  ^Irfft, 
While  round  the  un utter  d  word  antl   love  their 
vigils  keep* 


THE  ROBIN* 

Trof  need^at  not  flutter  from  thy  half-built  neat* 
T^lieneW  thou  bear' (it  mun'i  hurrying  feet  go  bji 
Fearing  bid  eye  for  harm  may  on  Uice  rest, 
Or  be  thy  young  nnfinis^h^d  eotta^e  Ppy; 
Ail  wiU  not  heed  thi^e  on  that  swinging  boogh, 
Nor  c«re  that  round  thy  shelter  apring  the  leaves^ 
Nor  watch  thee  on  thu  poors  wet  mari^iu  noiv, 
For  clay  to  piaster  Estrawn  thy  eunning  wcavps; 
All  will  not  hear  (hy  sweet  out^pouring  jo/* 
That  with  mom^s  •tiilncjit  blend*  Uie  vuk-e  of  aonf , 
For  over-anxious  cafes  their  bouI»  employ, 
That  elae  U|>on  thy  muatc  homi^  iilutig 
And  the  light  wings  of  heart-ii»*^ciidinj;  prayer 
HimI  learned  that  Heaven  la  pleoved  th)'  «mijilf»  joyi 
to  share. 


THE  RAIL-ROAD. 

Tloir  great  proclaimer  to  the  ©utwrtTil  eye 
Of  what  the  spirit  Loo  would  iteek  to  t^'lL 
Onward  Lbou  goeat^  appointed  tram  on  hi^b 
The  other  wanjinga  of  the  Lord  to  swdi ; 
Thou  art  the  voice  of  one  that  through  the  world 
Proclaicna  In  atartUng  lonca,  **  Prepare  thu  way  ;'* 
The  lofty  mountain  from  ita  seat  ia  burrd» 
l*he  dinty  rocks  thine  onwanl  march  oliey ; 
The  valleys,  lifted  from  Ihfir  lowly  h-d, 
O'ertop  the  hilli  that  on  them  frown\i  !>efore, 
Thon  passeat  where  the  living  seldom  trradr 
Through  foreabjdark  jwhere  tides  beneatli  tliee  roar, 
And  hiddV  man's  dwelling  from  thy  Irark  rcumyt^ 
And  would  with  warning  voice  hi  a  crooked  pathi 
reprove, 

— • — . 

THE  LATTER  RAIN- 

Tna  latter  rain,— -It  fall*  in  anicioun  basle 
Upon  the  aun-dried  fields  and  branch  pa  bare. 
Loosening  with  aemrbini;  c1rop«i  the  rigid  wiist#| 
A  a  if  it  would  e«cb  rootV  kinX  streiurth  repair ; 
But  not  a  blade  grows  green  aa  in  the  tcpring. 
No  av^'elling  twig  puts  forth  it«  thickening  lea  vet  \ 
The  robins  only  mid  the  harvest*  sirs  it, 
Pecking  the  grain  that  scatter  from  tlic  iihe»?ei  \ 
The  rain  falls  stilh-^the  fnut  all  rijwn'd  dropa, 
It  piercer  ehestnul-borr  and  walnul^belh 
The  fnriow*d  fields  diaclose  the  yellow  crop*. 
Each  bursting  pod  of  talents  used  can  tctl, 
And  all  that  once  received  the  early  rain 
Dedar«  to  m«n  it  was  not  sent  in  vain. 
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JAMES  FREEMAN  GLABKE. 


tBon,1810.] 


The  Rev.  James  Freeman  Clabki,  whose 
anceston,  on  the  mother's  aide,  have  lived  in  New- 
ton, near  Boston,  since  the  first  settlement  of  the 
country,  was  bom  in  lEianoyer,  New  Hampshire, 
on  the  fourth  of  April,  1810.  He  was  prepared 
for  college  by  his  grandfather,  the  Rev.  James 
Freemait,  D.D.,  and  in  the  Boston  Latin  school, 
and  graduated  at  Cambridge,  in  1829.  Becom- 
ing a  Unitarian  minister,  he  went  to  Loaisville, 
Kentucky,  in  1833,  and  there  edited  for  several 
years  ''The  Western  Messenger,"  a  monthly  mag- 
azine of  religion  and  literature.  In  1839  he  mar- 
ried Anha,  daughter  of  H.  J.  Heidekoprr,  of 
Meattville,  Pennsylvania.  In  1840  he  retamed 
to  Boston,  and  established  a  church,  on  the  prin- 
ciples of  free  seats,  congregational  worship,  and 
social  intercourse,  called  the  Church  of  the  Disci- 
ples, of  which  he  is  stilTthe  pastor.  In  1849,  and 
again  in  1852,  he  visited  Europe.  He  published 
a  very  entertaining  and  instructive  acooufetof  his 
first  visit,  under  the  title  of  **  Eleven  Weeks  in 
Europe."  He  has  also  published  two  small  books 
on  **  Forgiveness,"  and  **  Prayer  ;"some  anti-slave- 
ry tracts,  and  articles  in  periodicals,  besides  taking 
part  in  a  *<  Memoir  of  General  William  Hull," 
and  with  Mr.  Emerson  and  Mr.  CHAjrimro,  in 
the  **  Memoirs  of  Margaret  Fuller  Ossoli." 

In  poetry,  his  long^  production  is  "A  Poem 


TRIF0RMI8  DIANA. 


8o  pure  her  forehead's  dazzling  white, 

8o  swift  and  clear  her  radiant  eyes. 
Within  the  treasure  of  whose  light 

Lay  undeveloped  destinies, — 
Of  thoughts  repressed  such  hidden  store 

Was  hinted  by  each  flitting  smile, 
I  could  but  wonder  and  adore. 

Far  off;  in  awe,  I  gazed  the  while. 

I  gazed  at  her,  as  at  the  moon, 
Hanging  in  lustrous  twilight  skies, 

Whose  virgin  crescent,  sinking  soon. 
Peeps  through  the  leaves  before  it  flies: 

Untouched  Diuia,  flitting  dim. 

While  sings  the  wood  its  evening  hymn. 

n. 
Again  we  met.    O,  joyful  meeting ! 

Her  radiance  now  was  all  for  me, 
Like  kindly  airs  her  kindly  greeting, 

So  full,  so  musical,  so  free ; 
Within  Kentucky  forest  aisles. 

Within  romantic  paths,  we  walked, 
I  bathed  me  in  her  sister  smiles, 

I  breathed  her  beauty  as  we  talked. 
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deliveied  before  iSba  Phi  B«ta  Kifpt  8m%,i 
HarvaidCoUefe,''inl84e.  U'm%iiUttitA 
of  the  social  pheDomena  of  die  dij,iB  hMkmf 
lets.  A  diancteristie  pwignph  is  tht  Ubwan 
of  oar  intellectoal 


«Andifo 
HsTs  m  insMniw,  ar^  pasCi7,te8lHdf 
Tbero  lisvs  besD  i^m  wtaia  ths  so«l  of  lit 
Wm  ponred  sbrosd  vpoa  a  mtton^  h«rt; 
When  gmliu  flUad  ths  walM^  wooii^  SUA  AH 
With  tnu  of  lUbsod  Mr  divtaitiai^ 
Then,  throni^  thslwvMwhkh  steds  ths  hanlil 
Ths  nabd's  llmhs  In  fMsriy  hntra  ghsM; 
And  IngnMiltanstdspthsthsGiscliatv 
The  diyid'sgsntis  voles  was  «ssd  to  hsK 
Bnt  modsn  bsfds  ezfsel  no  riiMi  Uhs  Oss^ 
NoriVBtdi  ftr  m«Aii«s  IB  ths  steHM  sad  tNSfc 
OwromljfdnfadantmtmtmmbumtttHd, 
Owr  naiadi,  gaUUmm  whtJLtkfair  ferwd. 
We  in  onr  itndiee  bnlld  ths  lof^  vsrst^ 
Nor  find  our  books  In  brooks— Iml  Ihs  ivfwsil 
Oopy  «aeh  other's  eoplts  In  o«r  soo^ 
Each  stasUaf  what  to  nobody  hak^gs— 
At  In  the  story  to  onr  childhood  ta^jk^ 
Thieves  cane  to  rob  a  man    sndhshadi 


He  has  eootriboted  to  ^i 
friends  some  fin 
poets,  and  has  printod  fai 
poems,  some  of  which  hsvo 
rectneas,  and  foroeu 


8o  fuU-orbed  Cynthia  walka  th«  ikki 
Filling  the  earth  with  BMlodioi; 
Even  so  she  coodoMeBda  to  Idm 

Drowsy  Endymioa,  eoana  aDd  M 
Or  fills  our  waking  soub  with  Uii% 

Making  long  nifhlB  loo  baamifcL 


in. 
Ofoir,batflckla,laayH 

Why  must  thy  ftiU  f 
Olove!  OfrieiMlahip!  wl^wi 

Must  your  sweet  U^neodo  i 
I  wake  me  u  tho  dead  of  Dtght. 

And  start— for  through  tiM  1 
Rod  Hecato  stano-a  bodn«  s^hll— 

Looks  h^— hot  novsr  fiOa  o^noM. 

Thou  mnaie  of  my  boyhood'o  howl 
Thou  shining  light  on  wanhoofo  «■ 

No  more  dost  thoo  Ikir  jnthionw  dMnn 
To  move  my  boqI  by  niilift  Of  dij. 

O  strange !  that  while  in  hall  am' 
Thy  hand  I  touch,  thj  graeo  I 


Such  miles  of  polar  lea  dionid  part 

The  sl^fatest  touch  of  Bind  and  hml! 
But  all  thy  love  has  wanad«  and  n^ 
I  gladly  let  thy  boanty  gOb 
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CANA. 

vnirvf  wb<Me  pf^it^nce  En  Ui«  h<>tta«, 
te.  gractoaA  word  betiiprn 
nee.  It  Canb*a  redding  feoat, 
ge  water  into  wine; 

mt  ut?  fttid  vthen  dull  wori 
«  wp^ry^  imc  on  liiiCt 
ftur  touK  R^d  lei  UA  »ee 
I  «ater  tuitied  to  wioc 

;th  shall  ileepen  into  joy, 
r*  hope«  in"ow  Hiilf  divine^ 
best's  vitjti  uii.  to  make 
^  water  glow  a«  viina^ 

ial  talt,  the  evening  fire* 
homdy  householJ  thrine* 
rif  hi  with  arjgpl  vjxiiA,  when 
Loud  poura  out  the  wme 

eti  ■plf-*?eking  tUfiiR  lo  love» 
mowing  jninp  ni^r  Ihrne^ 
rafl«  agAm  it  wrooi^ht, 
water  tuitin]  to  wirif<. 


IE  GENUINE   PORTRAIT, 

n  why  Ihia  portrait  Iware  not 
rtini  trice  of  thotie  Up  and  In  theft! 
lAl  boflOm'ft  Idush  it  jihare^  not, 
>n  not  her  ej**'  <jyrck  flftdics  ? 
tt  in  not  rev(*aUiii? 
girliifh  foniHimij>iu"rts  of  IwauJv — 
utfiti,  hiilr-dt'\  vhi[>fd  ft'eiiriff, 
'c — Dp|Kitiinj^  ^iiiri«<4  duty! 

the  eanviift,  inhndiMvv  hMir 
\«-  biirkwj*rLl  from  ;iii  eft  most  face^ 
it  urea  aup  PiprrBMimi  t^Mf, 
vnhtiU)!  liiM*s  inn?  slury  I  rare* 
tiat  Li  iheir  c^jree^ioii  ]     Lo^e. 
wildtiTp  iiauflioii— Itfiu^lu  Uui  damp,— 
r  fl.ifm*,  whirli  jhimU  abme, 
jgh  kindled  iit  an  e*nhly  lamp, 

tlev.nJon— cnll  it  joy  ; 
the  true  lovi*  of  vvoinun  «  hertrt^ 
n»  pure  from  alloy , 
>j\t  wmjdeti-  ill  r^ert  part, 
ii^it  the  artiiht,  ihon,  whi»  lenvc» 
rirtrumtttniirrif  i)f  ibe  h'tur  — 
I  the  hu*k  the  fmit  ]HTtTJvfisf, 
kin  llie  tiubk  the  future  Elowtr- 

k  the  (yne  pen  atiin^  grace 
ch  cKirmii  in  alt,  nad  lixfd  a  there, 
'epe*t  «ecjri?l  uf  tier  fiice  — 
try  to  her  hicked  eh;i raster — 
irit  of  her  Uk,  wbis  h  Ijeatt 
ifct?  pulse  cvf  (hiiught  and  feeling  — 
ntral  fire  which  h^^hi^  and  heaU, 
Uuiuig  eftrthf  and  hc-iven  re  veal  mg. 


WHITE-CAPT  WAVES* 

WHiTi-CArr  Wftvea  far  round  the  Oeean, 
Leftpinp^  t"  thank«  or  lenpifti^  in  play, 

All  vTiur  hrtght  lace«,  in  happ»y  etomniiilum, 
MAke  |f!iul  onatin^  thiti  summer  day* 

Th^  roiy  Uf;ht  Ui rough  the  morniiii;^a  j^nrlaU 
Tinges  your  Trent  with  an  AnRU&t  hue; 

GBthjjf  on  Ui,  thouf  ht-prT«oned  mortab« 
Thui  to  live  in  the  mtinnsnl  ton» 

For*  graeefut  c feature*,  you  live  Ky  dyjn^, 
Save  your  Jiff*  uheu  you  fling  it  a^ay* 

Flow  ihruui^h  all  furmiti  all  (or in  ditiyini^. 
And  in  wildcat  freedom  jiirict  tnU  ohey* 

Bhow  Uii  your  art,  O  gc'nial  daiightejm 
Of  folcrnn  Ocean,  thus  to  eooiblne 

Freedom  and  foree  of  mtlmg^  wal4*rN 
With  ahtrp  ob^rvance  of  Jaw  dtnne* 


THE  POET, 

IIe  touched  the  earth,  n  miul  of  ftimtt 

Hii4  brnrinnc  proud,  his  A|nrit  high; 
Fiird  wilh  the  heaven*  urheni'e  he  catm^^ 

He  iimi)*'d  ufioit  in  Alt  «  deniiny  ; 
Tet  anillcd  ««  one  who  kfnown  no  *^ar. 

And  felt  a  neerel  strength  within  ; 
W^bo  wonder'd  at  ihi'  pitying  tear 

*§bi*d  over  human  Iim*  and  ^in. 
Lit  by  an  inwan),  hrij^hter  Wght^ 

Than  aught  Lhat  round  hIhmiI  hini  ahonf^i 
Mis  walkM  ereet  through  i^biide*  of  night; 

tlleur  wan  bia  pathway  — but  how  loii«t 

Men  gnte  in  wnndrr  iftid  in  awe 

Uptm  a  form  ao  hke  to  llu'ira, 
Worship  ihe  prewnee,  yc t  withdraw 

And  carry  elsewhere  wtirnier  prnyera. 

Vh  when  the  gloriouji  pit  grim -gtieM* 

Korgettins*:  tmct  bin  fttnmee  i-^tate* 
L'nlooiaeil  the  lyre  from  otr  bin  brea<«t, 

And  lit  rung  ita  chorda  to  horn  an  fatei 
And,  gayly  i^nntching  wim*?  rud^  air, 

Carol  I'd  by  idle,  panning  tongnet 
Gave  hack  the  note*  that  linger  d  there, 

i\nd  in  HeavenV  toiiea  purth'*  low  lay  aongi 
Then  warmly  grasped  the  band  that  ivmght 

Tn  tbarik  him  with  a  brother^H  fHUjjl, 
And  when  the  generous  wine  wmji  bmughu 
.  ^hareil  in  the  feniit,  and  ^juatF  d  the  Itmxw)  ; 
Men  bid  their  heartit  low  at  hia  r«-rt. 

Anil  *unt)*d  their  being  in  hi*  light, 
Pre#»'d  on  hte  way  bia  ^tejw  to  greet,, 

And  in  hia  love  forgot  bia  might. 

And  wb?n,  a  wanderer  long  on  eartbt 

On  him  ita  ahadow  also  fell* 
And  dimniM  the  luiitre  of  a  birth 

W  boftc  day-spring  woM  from  M  raven 'a  own  wel>- 
They  eheriahM  e'en  the  teara  he  ahed| 

l^hejr  woea  were  hallow 'd  by  bia  wo, 
Humanity,  half  cold  and  dead. 

Had  been  revived  in  geniua*  glow. 


J 
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JACOB'S  WELL .• 

Herb,  after  Jacob  parted  from  his  brother, 
His  daughters  linger'd  round  this  well,  new-made; 

Here,  seventeen  centuries  after,  came  another, 
And  talk*d  with  Jescs,  wondering  and  afraid. 

Here,  other  centuries  past,  the  emperor's  mother 
Shelter*d  its  waters  with  a  temple's  shade. 

Here,  mid  the  fallen  fragments,  as  of  old, 

The  girl  her  pitcher  dips  within  its  waters  cold. 

And  Jacob's  race  grew  strong  for  many  an  hour, 
Tiien  torn  beneath  the  Roman  eagle  lay; 

The  Komairs  vast  and  earth-controlling  power 
Ilns  cruinhled  like  these  shafls  and  stones  away ; 

But  still  the  waters,  fed  by  dew  and  shower, 
Come  up,  as  ever,  to  the  light  of  day. 

And  still  the  maid  Iwnds  downward  with  her  urn, 

Well  pleased  to  see  its  glass  her  lovely  face  return. 

And  those  few  words  of  truth,  first  utter'd  here, 
Have  purik  into  the  human  soul  and  heart; 

A  Ri>iritual  faith  dawns  bright  and  clear. 
Dark  creeds  and  ancient  mysteries  depart; 

The  hour  for  Guo's  true  worshippers  draws  near; 
Then  mourn  not  o'er  the  wrecks  of  earthly  art: 

Kin!^dom.s  may  fall,  and  human  works  decay. 

Nature  moves  on  unchanged — Truths  never  pass 
away. 


THE  VIOLET.t 

WnETT  April's  warmth  unlocks  the  clod, 

Soften'd  by  gentle  showers, 
Tlie  violet  pierces  through  the  sod. 

And  hloKMoms,  first  of  flowers ; 
So  may  I  pive  my  heart  to  God 

In  childhood's  early  hours. 

Some  plants,  in  gardens  only  found. 
Are  raised  with  pains  and  care: 

God  scnitters  violets  all  around, 
Tht}}f  blossom  everywhere ; 

Thus  may  my  love  to  all  abound, 
And  all  my  fragrance  share. 

Sonii^  scentless  flowers  stand  straight  and  high. 

With  pride  and  haughtiness: 
But  violets  |>erfume  land  and  sky, 

Although  they  promise  less. 
Let  me,  with  all  humility. 

Do  more  than  I  profess. 

Hwert  flower,  be  thou  a  type  to  me 

f  )f  blameless  joy  and  mirth. 
Of  wi«]cly-sratter'd  sympathy, 

F^nhracing  all  God's  earth — 
Of  early-blooming  piety. 

Aud  unpretending  worth. 


*  fii:ej»pdtcd  by  a  sketch  of  j3cob*i  Well,  and  Mount 
(Jpriziin. 

f  Writipn  for  a  little  girl  to  speak  on  May^day,  In  the 
character  of  the  Vinlet. 


TO  A  BUNCH  OF  FLOWERS. 

Lrmx  IbidiiigB  of  Ihe  jcar ! 
Have  you  come  my  room  to  diccr? 
Yon  are  diy  and  paicli'd.  I  think; 
Stand  within  this  glaaa  and  drink; 
Stand  beside  me  on  the  table, 
'Mong  my  hooka— if  I  am  aUe, 
I  will  find  a  ^racant  apace 
For  your  baahfiilneaa  and  gnee; 
I.ieanied  tasks  and  aeriouc  duty 
Shall  be  ligfaten*d  by  yonr  beanty. 
Pure  afiection'a  awectcat  token. 
Choicest  hint  of  love  unspoken. 
Friendship  in  your  help  rejoieei^ 
Uttering  her  mysterioua  voieea. 
You  are  gifts  the  poor  mi^  oflcr — 
Wealth  can  find  no  better  proller: 
For  you  tell  of  tastee  refined. 
Thoughtful  heart  and  apirit  kind. 
Gift  of  gold  or  jewel-dreasea 
Ostentatious  thought  confiMna; 
Simplest  mind  this  boon  may  give, 
Modesty  herself  receive. 
For  lovely  woman  you  were  meant 
The  just  and  natural  ornament. 
Sleeping  on  her  boaom  fiir, 
Hiding  in  her  raven  hair. 
Or,  peeping  out  mid  golden  earK 
You  outshine  barbaric  pearls ; 
Yet  you  lead  no  thought  astray, 
Feed  not  pride  nor  vain  display, 
Nor  disturb  her  itstera*  reit. 
Waking  envy  in  their  bnait 
Let  the  rich,  with  heart  elate, 
Pile  their  board  with  costly  {riata; 
Richer  ornaments  are  oora, 
We  will  dress  our  homee  with  fiomn, 
Yet  no  terror  need  we  feel 
Lest  the  thief  break  through  to  itaL 
Ye  are  playthings  lor  the  child. 
Gifts  of  love  for  maiden  mild. 
Comfort  for  the  aged  eje^ 
For  the  poor,  cheap  luxuiy. 
Though  your  life  is  but  a  day. 
Precious  things,  dear  flowoia,  yon  ay, 
Telling  that  the  Being  good 
Who  supplies  oar  daily  ibodt 
Deems  it  needful  to  supply 
Daily  food  Ibr  heart  and  eyei 
So,  though  your  life  ia  hut  a  day, 
We  grieve  not  at  your  awift  decaf; 
He,  who  smiles  in  your  brigilt  faoH^ 
Sends  us  more  to  take  your  phem; 
*Tis  for  this  ye  lade  ao  aoon. 
That  He  may  renew  die  boon ; 
That  kindness  often  may  lepeat 
These  mute  messagea  ao  aweet; 
That  Love  to  plainer  speech  may  gal, 
Conning  oft  his  alphabet; 
That  beauty  may  be  ndn*d  from  limnBi 
New  with  eveiy  mom  and  even. 
With  (ireaheat  fragranea  an 
KnerefiMU  are  3^  flowen^  ao  \ 


GEORGE   W.   CUTTER, 


[Bum.  IB- 1 


rsm  pnbliiheil  at  Cincirmati,  in  1849, 
Ititltfd  "^  Bucna  Vj»ta,  and  other  Po- 
pt^ftt!«  (if  whkb  be  say*  to  the  *•  g?n- 
'  I  dedre  that  you  will  not  for  a  tno- 
le  me  ineoniiblo  to  iheir  many  and 
MTUotifl^  Of  deem  me  «o  vain  as  to  ex- 
a  wHL  be  itartled  hj  any  iudden  dia- 
lA,  OT  charmed  by  any  impoHingf  nrmy 
They  were  writterif  for  the  moat  p  art, 
moil  and  excitement  incident  to  the 
tha  duties  of  an  aiduoaa  ptofession, 
l^ere  clouded  by  no  ordinaiy  tmi1^, 


with  no  other  olijcct  or  end  in  view  but  to  lighten 
Iho  bufd«n  of  exiiiton«i9^  to  disRipate  the  gloom  of 
ihe  mom«nt>'' 

In  the  pr^^ioua  ytar,  Mt-  Cir-mii  had  joined 
the  army  for  the  invaijon  of  Mexico,  aa  a  caplaiit 
of  volurtteera,  and  he  jiarlieipated  in  the  ti^ttiry  of* 
Bu^na  Vhiu,  and  wrote  ufmn  the  Beld  hii  poem 
descriptive  of  tb a t  hii t tie.  T he  fi n cut  of  hh  comp^ 
si  lion  B  is  **'rhe  Song  of  Blcftm"  which  u  worthy 
of  the  pTniw  it  ban  receivnl.of  lieitig:  one  of  the  bei 
lyric*  of  the  century.  «  The  Sonj^  of  Lighlning,'* 
written  more  recently  ^  it  porbapa  ne%i  loitio  merit 


fE  SONG  OF  STEAM. 

mtt  down  with  yoar  iron  bandv ; 
of  your  curb  and  rein : 
n  the  power  of  your  puny  hondiSp 
^mpeaC  acoma  a  chain  ! 
|lL*d,  a«  I  lay  concealed  from  dght, 
If  ft  countlesft  hour, 
Iduh  hooat  of  buodan  might, 
►  pride  of  human  power  I 

Lw  an  anny  upon  the  land, 
upon  the  srad, 
ilon[jf,  a  unail-ltke  IwmV 
ing  the  wayward  breeze ; 
►ark'd  the  peasant  fairly  reel 
^e  toil  whieb  he  faititly  Iwre^ 
ly  lum'd  the  tanJy  wheel, 
*d  at  the  weary  our ; 

pas u red  the  pahtinc:  couracr'*  spe^, 
ht  of  the  courier-ilove, 
>re  the  law  a  king  decreed, 
incfl  of  ini patient  lov*. — 
hut  Uiink  how  the  wi>Tld  would  feel, 
?  were  outitrippM  afar. 
If  mid  be  liontid  tcj  the  rogbing  keel, 
n'd  to  the  fly  in  p^  car ! 
r  they  found  me  at  lost; 
^itt'd  me  forth  at  len^tb. 
ed  l«  my  throne  ^ith  a  tbundcr-hla^tt 
mliM  in  my  iron  Ktrengtji ! 
yc  8HW  D  wondrous  change 
earth  and  oce[iii  wide, 
w  my  fiery  Armies  rongo. 
it  fur  wind  and  tide, 
lurrah  \  the  wnlcr"it  o'er, 
untninv  fftcep  decline; 
ic© — have  yii^dpil  to  my  power; 
rbl — Uie  world  la  mine ! 


The  rivens  Ihc  eun  hath  oarlieft  Jd*^ 
Or  tho«e  wlwre  hia  oca  ma  decline  \ 

The  giant  streanvs  of  the  queen Jy  M'e*t^ 
And  the  Orient  floods  divine. 

The  ocean  pnlea  where'er  I  Hwe?[i, 

To  hear  my  fttrengtb  rejoice. 
And  the  mon«tera  of  tho  briny  deep 

Cower,  trembling  at  my  voice* 
I  crtrry  the  wealth  and  the  lord  of  enr^kf 

The  thouffhtu  of  hia  irodlike  mind ; 
The  wind  laga  after  my  flying  forth, 

The  lightning  ia  loll  behind^ 

In  the  darkaome  jeptha  of  the  fathomTe^  mine 

My  tireieM  arm  doth  play. 
Where  the  rocka  neTcr  mw  the  aun'a  deelino^ 

Or  the  dawn  of  the  glorioij^  day. 
I  bring^  eartl/a  glittering  JeweT«  up 

From  the  bidden  cave  Iwlow* 
And  I  make  the  fountnin'i  granite  cup 

Wilh.  a  cry  eta  I  gush  overflow* 

I  blow  the  beilowa,  I  ^xrge  the  steel, 

In  all  the  shopa  of  trade  ^ 
I  hammer  the  ore  and  turn  the  wheel 

Where  my  arma  of  (strength  are  mada, 
I  manage  the  fumaoe,  tho  miU,  the  mini— 

I  carry,  I  sjiio,  I  weave ; 
And  ail  my  doing*  1  put  into  print 

On  every  Saturday  eve* 

I've  no  mUBclea  to  wean%  no  breast  to  decay. 

No  booea  to  ho  «  laid  ou  the  ahelf,*' 
And  noon  \  intend  you  may  ^'  go  and  play,' 

White  I  manage  thi*  world  myaelf. 
But  harnein  me  down  with  your  iron  banda, 

Be  sure  of  yoar  curb  and  rein  : 
For  1  «ci:»rn  tho  Rtrcngth  of  your  puny  hauda, 

Aj  the  tcmp««t  acoma  a  chain  I 
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THE  SONG  OP  LIGHTNING. 

Aw  AT,  away  through  the  nghtleaa  air — 

Stretch  forth  your  iron  thiead ; 
For  I  would  not  dim  my  aandals  fair 

With  the  dust  yo  tamely  tread; 
Ay,  rear  it  up  on  its  million  piera— 

Let  it  reach  the  world  around. 
And  the  journey  ye  make  in  a  hundred  yeara 

I  '11  cleur  at  a  single  bound ! 

Though  I  cannot  toil  like  the  groaning  alave 

Ye  liavo  fcttorM  with  iron  skill. 
To  ferry  you  over  the  boundleas  wave, 

Or  grind  in  the  noisy  mill ; 
Let  him  sing  his  giant  strength  and  ipeed : 

Why,  a  single  shaft  of  mine 
W^ould  give  that  monster  a  flight,  indeed. 

To  the  depths  of  the  ocean  brine. 

No,  no !  I  *m  the  spirit  of  light  and  love : 

To  my  unseen  hand  't  is  given 
To  pencil  the  ambient  clouds  above, 

And  i)olish  the  stars  of  heaven. 
I  scatter  Uic  golden  rays  of  fire 

On  the  horizon  far  below, 
And  deck  the  skies  where  storms  expire 

With  my  red  and  dazzling  glow. 

The  deepest  recesses  of  earth  are  mine — 

I  traverse  its  silent  core ; 
Around  nic  the  starry  diamonds  shine, 

And  the  sparkling  fields  of  ore ; 
And  oft  I  leap  from  my  throne  on  high 

'I'o  the  depths  of  the  ocean's  caves, 
'V^'herc  the  fadeless  forests  of  coral  lie, 

Far  under  the  world  of  waves. 

My  being  is  like  a  lovely  thought 

That  dwells  in  a  sinless  brrnst ; 
A  tone  of  music  that  ne'er  was  caught-— 

A  word  that  was  ne'er  exprcBsed. 
I  bum  in  the  bright  and  bumish*d  halls. 

Where  the  fountains  of  sunlight  play — 
Where  the  curtain  of  gold  and  opal  lalla 

O'er  the  scenes  of  the  dying  day. 

With  a  glance  I  cleave  the  aky  in  twain, 

I  light  it  with  a  glare. 
When  fall  the  boding  drops  of  rain 

Through  the  darkly-curtain'd  air ; 
The  rock-built  towers,  the  turrets  gray, 

The  piles  of  a  thousand  years. 
Have  not  the  strength  of  potters'  clay 

Before  my  glittering  apemrs. 

From  the  Alps'  or  the  highest  Andea'  crag, 

From  the  peaks  of  eternal  snow. 
The  dazzling  folds  of  my  fieiy  flag 

Gleam  o'er  the  world  below ; 
The  earthquake  heralds  my  coming  power, 

The  avalanche  bounda  away, 
And  howling  storms  at  midnight  hour 

Proclaim  my  kingly  away. 


Ye  tremble  when  my  legions  < 

When  my  quivering  sword  leapt  out 

O'oi  the  hilla  that  edio  my  thunder^^nun, 
And  rend  with  my  joyona  shout : 


Ye  quail  on  Ihe  knd  or  \ 

Ye  stand  in  yoor  finr  i  _ 
To  aee  me  bom  the  atalwut  tnci^ 

Or  shiver  the  rtMely  OMt. 

The  hieroglyphi  on  tbo  Ptonian  wall. 

The  ktten  of  high  eommuid. 
Where  the  prophet  rewl  tho  tyianfa  M, 

Were  traced  with  my  bnmfaig  hand ; 
And  oft  in  fire  havo  I  wroto  sinee  than. 

W^hat  angrf  Heaven  decrood^ 
Bui  the  aeal^  eyes  of  anfiil  mm 

Were  all  too  blind  to  md. 

At  last  the  hoar  of  li^t »  h&n. 

And  kinga  no  mora  ahall  blind. 
Nor  the  bigota  crash  with  crawm  km 

The  forward  march  of  mind; 
The  vroids  of  Troth,  and  Fraadom'a  nyi^ 

Are  fiom  my  piniona  hnri'd. 
And  aoon  the  aon  of  bottor  di^ 

Shall  rise  upon  the  woild. 
But  away,  away,  thnmi^  the 

Stretch  forth  your  iron  thread ; 
For  I  would  not  aoil  ray  aandala  foir 

With  the  dust  ye  tamely  tread. 
Ay,  rear  it  upon  ita  million  piera 

I^t  it  drele  the  world  arMuid, 
And  the  journey  ye  make  in  a 

I *ll  clc«r  at  a  aingle  boond! 

OX  THE  DEATH  OF  OENER.%L  WORT 

Now  let  the  oo!emn  minute  gun 

Arouse  the  mnrning  ray. 
And  on'y  with  the  oettin^  onn 

In  ei'hoei  die  away..... 
The  mufllleil  dram,  the  wailing  fife. 

Ah !  let  them  mnrmur  low, 
O'er  him  who  waa  their  brealh  of  lifsb 

The  solemn  notes  of  wo ! «.« 


At  Chippewa  and  Landj*a 

On  Polaklaha'a  field. 
Around  him  fell  the  crimaon 

The  iNitUe-thnnder  peaPd; 
But  proudly  did  the  aoUiar  gtm 

Upon  liis  daring  form. 
When  charging  o'er  the 

Amid  the  aulphur 
Upon  the  heigfata  of  Montiray 

Again  hia  flag  miraird. 
And  when  the  grape-ahot  not 

Its  lateat  atany  foU, 
Hia  plumed  cap  above  hk 

He  waved  npon  Ae  ab, 
And  dieer^d  tiw  gi 

To  gkMioae  Tietoij  then. 
Bat  ah!  the  draadfU  aad  b 

In  darkneei  walka  abraad 
The  peetHenoe,  whoee  aiknt 

Is  like  the  doom  of  Gon ! 
And  the  hero  by  Ite  M 

In  death  briaep    , 
With  tbo  lami  wMih  of 

Btingfeeavponldilvoirl 
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ivxiih  of  Jim*T  19l<>»  Hi*  firii  Americm 
w  wu  Dassiff  Co?«RAi>,  an  eoUgtiteneJ 
a  pa3toWi  vho  withdrefp  bis  llock  from  the 
It  intolcranre  of  the  fith<*T<Ji.nil  and  o^tiled 
rem  b)  till!'  nei|^hboTboo\!  of  PbiJade|phJiidar-> 
I  mtdeuce  af  ^Villiam  P«*isf  in  the  colony, 
dil^f  reoudned  in  the  Tjciniij,  and  ha»  fur- 
■  Biictf  ion  of  erood  dliKeni,  Tbn  grand- 
of  ooraulhoT,  Mr.  Miceiakl  Conhad,  an 
It  teacher  of  matheiaatics,  diacharg^fd  hia 
ni  tbe  breaking  out  of  tlie  rei^oliittoni  and 
ii  millet  joined  the  army  of  WAefiivcTox* 
bttr,  JoOi«  Co?i SAD,  waa  from  1 T9B  for  mao j 
he  mo#t  extmuiTo  publUhcr  and  booke^Uer 
cooDtrj,  bid  main  eAablifihment  beiog  in 
ejpbia*  vriih  bmnchea  in  ihe  principal  cities 
Bouth  and  West*  He  represented  the  city 
Ip^ifflaluret  fiHed  other  offices  of  trQ8t  and 
here,  and  for  »TPral  ycats  before  hia  death 
•yof  of  the  Norihera  Ljbcrtiefi,  next  to  the 
oper  the  most  important  of  tho4e  munict- 
I  vhich  now  constitute  the  consalidated 
Be  potmeJ  a  ^ig^orotiB  and  finely  cnJLi^ 
Undentanding,  gentle  aflectjona,  and  in  all 
la  a  perfe^-t  in  tegri  U  of  ch  aracter*  M  r*  Cu  U- 
poemi  are  in  bi^  bc4t  ionnet  dedicated  to  hia 
Hi*  maternal  grandfather,  John  \Vit£i:» 
fiV,  ysBM  n  Learned  lawyer*  long  at  the  head 
bar  of  lianeaAter*  which  county  be  rpprc- 
in  Con^refcJi,  and  an  intimale  friend  of  tJie 
Prvsident  AiJAats,  who  appointed  him  the 
Dttortiey-general  for  the  itate. 
CuXK.iiP  studied  law  with  his  uncifl,  Mr- 
Al»  Kitteba,  a  diatin^ifihed  jurist  who 
cnted  Pbilftdtflphia  teiferul  yeaw  in  the  tia- 
legislature}  and  wsii  admitted  to  practice  in 
While  a  siudent  he  wrote  hia  £1  ret  tragedy ^ 
ad  of  Naplee,"  which  was  eueeessfully  pro- 
in  the  prineiptl  theatres  of  the  country,  and 
eu  refjarded  by  his  friends  a*  the  beat  <if  his 
,  Hv  withdrew  it  from  the  stage,  and  niih 
terbtie  careieMneca  aa  to  hia  htf  rary  prv- 
nsv  baa  nulTured  it  to  be  loat-  About  the 
f  his  earjy  admiiKion  to  the  bar,  being^  mar- 
ie connected  himielf  with  the  preu,  and 
lavini^  shared  in  the  editorial  duties  of  lere- 
irnaEi,  eommeneed  in  1833  the  pubh cation 
>  ^  Daily  Intelligencer,"  iome  yean  after- 
united  with  the  ancient  **  Philadelphia  Ga- 
in the  tnanagement  of  which  he  wai  auo- 
with  Cosni  RaijIKT,  the  able  oN^inomiiitt 
luently  well  known  an  our  chivalne  mini»- 
iring  a  stormy  efiisia,  at  Hio  Janeiro^  l*bo 
la  Jaliora  of  the  edit^ir'a  room  etifreUed  his 
,  ind  in  JKii  be  reatitned  the  practice  of 
iHssaioij,  and  in  the  following  }  ear  was  called 
30 


1  to  the  bench.     He  wm  the  younf  est  tnaOf  with, 
.  perhapa*  the  exception  of  Judge  Wilkos^  ever 
I  iltgriiBed  with  the  ermino  in   Penntaylvania.     In 
Marchi  183a,  he  was  elected  to  a  court  of  bicher 
and  more  et tended  jufiadiction,  and  in  1 340,  by 
an  ex  ecu  rife  oi  conflicting  politics,  and  aE^Jiini^l  the 
prolesU  of  the  aJminiptnition  party,  on  tbe  tman* 
j  imoua  recotn^^odstion  of  the  bar  wa«  appointed 
I  to  a  sliU  more  elevated  judicial  position.     It  be- 
I  came  bis  duty  to  try  many  of  the  mo^t  important 
I  cases  ever  adjudicated  in  the  comtnonwealih,  aris- 
I  ing  JToro  those  mercantile  eonvulaion*  wbieh  a  few 
'  yeara  ago  craved  the  mmt  | powerful  cor|>oratbfi« 
!  and  threw  their  officers  and  dependantit  before  the 
bar  of  juitice.     A  change  occurred  in  the  judiriaJ 
aystem  of  which  he  had  been  *  minbiet,  and  de- 
clining a  place  in  tho  newly  conntituted  court,  he 
reaumed  the  place  of  a  coun»ellor  and  advocate. 
His  intjerest  in  public  affalra  soon  k'd  him  to  uo- 
dertake  the  leading  articles  of  the  •* North  Ameri- 
<»n,"u]d  the  editorial  charge  of  »*  Orabam^i  Maga- 
flne,"     Mofe  recentty  be  ban  been  preutdent  of 
one  of  the  more  important  western  rnilrrtnd  com- 
paniea,  and  on  the  union  of  the  various  municipO'- 
titles  of  Philadelphia  into  one  great  city,  wms  electa 
ed  by  an  extraordinary  majority  ita  first  chief  nia* 
giatrate*    To  the  dtitiea  of  this  office,  in  vo Wing  lh« 
I  ef>Ublbhtiient  of  a  new  and  compHi^ttd  sy#iem  of 
aJnnniiitralion,  he  has  since  demoted  btin&eltt 

The  literary  labon  of  Judge  GoirmAn  hove  for 
the  niiiiit  part  been  but  relajiatlom  (xom  more  ardu* 
oufl  and  leas  congenial  punaits;  yet  in  a  ean«r 
aingularly  various,  and  alnsys  laborious,  he  haa 
probably  written  as  much  far  the  preas  as  any 
man  so  yonng*  Alopt  of  bis  productions,  in  pros« 
or  vGTiici,  have  been  occasion al^  and  bsve  not  di- 
verted him  ffom  what  he  may  have  conceiveil  lo 
be  the  paramount  obligations  of  practical  life.  His 
**  Ay  liner  e*'  was  written  in  intervals  of  leisure  dor- 
ing  a  jieriiid  In  which  he  was  not  aliment  for  a  day 
fro m  th e  ben ck  1 1  w as  in t eu d ed  for  M r*  FoRH E nr, 
and  haa  proved  the  most  Hucce»ftlu|  American 
drama  yet  written^  After  deriving  a  Urge  amount 
of  mQttey  from  ite  popularity  oti  the  American 
stage,  Mr.  Foeiu.<it  presented  it  with  ectual  gnod 
fortune  in  the  theatrw  of  Great  Britain  anil  Ire- 
land. Mr.  Datmsport  abio  played  in  it  nearly 
St  try  night  ^air  an  entire  »ea*on  in  London,  At 
the  request  of  Mr.  PoE^xat  the  author  wrote  ano- 
ther tragedy  fur  him^  it  ia  entitled  ^The  Her<nic,'' 
and  is  founded  on  the  mauacre  of  St.  Barthoto- 
mew ;  hut  though  accepted  by  ihe  artor,  and  paid 
for  with  hia  usual  liber aUtyt  it  has  not  been  pro- 
duced on  the  stages 

In  1352  Judge  CoxaAn  pyblisbrd  m  one  vol- 
ume **  Aylmere  or  the  Bondman  vf  Kent,  and  othat 
PoettLSr''  and  be  has  prepared  lor  the  pTssa  a  wodt 
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MY  BROTHER.* 


gon«!  T  «m  nlmie — alone! 

ie«rt  doutiU;  to  rn«  thou  Uv«ct  jet: 

faring  twilight  oVr  tny  sou!  is  tbiownf 

tn  the  orb  that  lent  thtl  light  ia  let 
rIp**  with  my  hopes— docs  Hopcforgwt! 
f  Ihw,  ««  Ihou  wprt  ttt  riiy  «ide; 
m  whwper — *'he  too  will  rftgret;'' 
id  fMincJer — '*how  will  he  Jeciilo?" 
It  '  IM  lo  win  thy  pr»i^»  and  thy  pride. 

pratBo  could  win — thy  praiH«  iinecr^. 
eiUt  thou  uie^with  more  than  wofD«n*i 

to  me  wert  eVn  as  honor  dear  I 
n  ono  fond  woof  our  ftpiritA  wore: 
3d^  vm«  encltupm^  in  the  grove. 

Ah!  withered  now  the  fitrer  vtne ! 
k  the  living  who  the  dead  can  move ! 

I  heir  »ere  and  green  teave«»  there  they 
Etie, 
liLl  du«t  to  du4t  flhaJI  mingle  mine  with 


liioe  of  our  boyhood!     I  belhtolc 
wir«  wont  to  beet  the  briery  wood; 
IT,  lM>a*tfuU  up  the  crag^  brink, 
he  rent  mountain  ffown»  upon  the  flood 
id*  that  vale  of  beauty  ind  ol'  blood, 
niing !     The  wbisperinf^  patt  will  teU| 
the  Ailver-^browed  cascade  we  stood, 
hed  the  iiunlit  w»ter«  bm  they  fell 
I  drops  in  the  grave)  down  in  the  abftdowy 
11 

we  plunired  in  Lackawana^i  wave ; 
d-fuwl  ilnrtledp  when  to  echo  jay, 
itthed  dell,  glad  laugh  and  about  we  gave. 
^e  fthaded  hilUiide  how  we  lay, 
tched  the  brif^ht  rack  on  ita  lieamy  way, 
E  high  dreamp  at  glory  *nd  of  pride; 
rrnej  we,  in  freedom '«  deadliest  fray  I 
ri'd  we  gladly  Ibrth  life's  ruddy  ttdc^ 
1  our  tkyey  flag,  and  ihouted^  amiled,  and 
ed! 

eania — foreter  part!     I  dr^-am  no  more  I 
'  tM  now  niy  being:  her  aweet  tone 
'  a  Kpirit-npen,  the  lost  res  lore—      [one! 
0.  HI  J  I  rue,  my  brave,  brig  ht-though  led 
re  a  friend— ami  auch  i  friend !    But  none 
Lb  in  bleak  world,  more  than  one;  and  be,, 
ine  own,  mine  only — he  in  gone  ! 
IIS  hope  had  promiBeil — ^t  the  free: 
f  dream, — aiai^ !  it  wa*  nodrram  to  iheel 

I  not  near  thee!  Ob  I  I  would  have  given, 
tw  in  my  arma  iby  aching  head, 

I  \u\v  of  earth  or  hope  of  heaven  ! 
■nger§  laid  tbee  in  thy  praine^bexl; 
auah  the  drun  waa  rolled,  and  teara  were 
led, 

iri-r-;  [U*  iMT»oii  who  put  th4^«ii]L'^«iini  ttorti  iii4(*4 

II  fa»  kftiHd  ii#it,jin(l  Amin  ht-mM  'tain  bnttacr/ 

till  bf>  pyt  ao  mm  qii««UiDnB  |u  him  abaqt  it." 
iiS  ri,Tu. 


T  wii  noi  by  Ihote  who  to^ed  thee  firat  and  best. 

Now  wBvea  the  billowy  gTa««  above  the  dead; 
The  prairie-herd  tread  on  ihy  throblcH  breaat; 
Woe'i  me!  I  may  not  weep  above  thy  place  of  i^sL 

Now  muit  I  torn  to  atone?     Fair  virtue,  truth, 
Fdtht  lov«,  were  Ui^tng  thinga  when  thou  wert 
here; 
Wo  abated  a  world,  bright  with  the  daw  of  you th^ 
And  spanned  by  rainbivw  thoughts.     Our  ioula 

atni^re 
Knew,  in  their  love,  nor  aelfiah  laint,  nor  fear: 
We  woiild  have  smiled,  and  for  each  other  died ! 
An  thii  to  ua  how  reaJ  and  bow  dear  I 
But  now  my  boeom*a  welting  funnu  are  dried, 
Or  pour,  like  ice-bound  atre^ma,  a  chiUed  and 
voiceteaa  tide, 

Muat  it  be  ever  thua!     The  leativo  hour 
U  fesUve  now  no  more  i  for  dimpling  joy 

Smileii  with  thy  amilei  and  muitc'a  melting  power 
8peaka  to  my  aoul  of  thee!  The  atruggUng  sigh 
Cbokea  the  faint  laugh ;  and  from  my  awimroing 
eye, 

The  t*ar-drop  trickling,  tuma  my  cop  to  gall; 
EVn  aa  the  hour  thut  bade  tbee,  brother,  dic^ 

Mingle*  with  «M  my  d^ys  and  poisona  al^ 

Mantling  my  life  with  gloom,  a«  with  a  dead  man** 
palL 

Ohi  may  not  men,  like  atringa  that  ebord  in  tonOt 

Mingle  their  apiriu,  and  heivafker  he 
One  in  their  nature,  in  iheir  being  onet 

And  may  E  not  be  blendeij  Ihua  with  tbee  ? 

Parted  in  body,  bmtberp  Ixjre  not  wo 
The  aelf-aame  aoul!     Ah  me!  with  revtieaa  pain, 

My  halv^  apirit  yeanieth  10  be  free. 
And  clo^p  ita  other  aelf:  for  t  would  fain, 
Brother,  be  with  the  dead,  to  be  with  tbee  again ! 


THE  PRIDE  OF  WORTH, 

TnRns  ia  a  Joy  in  worth, 
A  htgh,  myateriou«,  aouUpenading  eharm; 
Which,  never  daunted,  e^er  bright  and  warm, 

Mocka  at  the  idle,  shadowy  ilta  of  earth; 
Amid  the  gloom  ta  bright,  and  tranquil  in  theatorm' 

!t  aika,  it  neeila  no  aid; 
It  makea  the  proud  and  lo%  aoul  its  throne: 
There,  m  it4  arl f-crvatrd  heaven,  alone. 

No  lear  to  abake,  no  memory  (o  upbraid, 
It  alia  a  leaser  God ;— lifo,  life  ia  all  iti  09 a  1 

The  atoio  wii  not  wrong: 

There  ia  no  evil  to  the  vtrtuoua  brave; 
Or  in  the  battle'*  rift*  or  on  the  wa*iit 

WorBbtf.ipedoT*eoTned,alooeor  'mid  thethtong. 
He  iahimaelf^— a  man!  not  Ufe'i  nor  fortune 'a  at  ave. 

Power  and  weaUh  and  fame 
Are  but  ni  wee^lt  upon  life'a  troubled  tiile; 
Give  me  but  ttiene,  a  afHrit  tempv«t-tried« 

A  brow  unabrinking  and  a  tout  of  ftain% 
The  joy  of  ronacioua  worth,  ita  eo^irage  tod  ttv 
pride  I 
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J  of  Mr.  FoK  k  onft  of  the  oldest  ind 
ftbfe  In  BaJtiaiore.  Djited  PoE|  hi» 
idfathpr,  was  «  quartprfnaAter-general 
Afii]  Un«  (luring  fha  RrvolutiLmf  and 
ffiend  of  Li r  a  r e-tte,  who,  djuring  hb 
th*  UnlW  St«lefl,  c»Ucd  perionAUy 
pend's  widow,  and  tendered  tier  hb 
oenU  for  the  sfrmreH  rendered  Ui  hiai 
ftdi.  Hifl  j^rsftt^grandfatht^r,  Jon  ?f  Fo  r, 
<ngland,  J4M«,  ■  ddUght«r  of  Adtnirml 
iit]t«  Doled  in  BKtish  naTiJ  bUtoiy, 
:  kindred  with  nome  of  the  most  iJLu#- 
th  UntHitJk  His  father  and  mother 
f«w  WFck«  of  each  other,  of  eonsump- 
him  an  orphan*  at  t^o  yean  of  age, 
LL4?r,  a  wcitttht  genllemari  of  Rich' 
aia,  took  a  fiincy  to  him,  and  perausr 
PoK,  hk  grand  fatbef,  to  jiuITlt  him  to 
He  was  brought  up  in  Mr^  Alliit'* 
aa  that  gentle u^au  had  no  oth^^r  ebil- 
I  regarded  ais  hi«  «on  and  heir.  In 
Bompaniod  Mr.  and  Mr*,  Ai,Ltii  to 
n,  i-iaJted  evury  portiuti  of  it*  and  af- 
rtl  four  or  fiTo  yeara  in  a  school  kept 
irbgtan,  near  London  ^  hy  the  Rever> 
3iiAai«ar«  He  returned  to  America 
I  in  1835  went  to  the  JelTentan  l^ni- 
rharblteftTilfe,  in  Virgin int  where  he 
«*ipiili?J  life,  the  manners  of  the  coU 
;  thnt  lime  extrcDH'fy  diuotute*  H« 
it  honours,  howover.  and  went  home 
bL  Mr*  All  A  ^  refused  to  pay  some 
of  honour,  and  he  hastily  quhlc^J  the 
[juj^otie  ex  perdition  loyau  the  Greeks, 
ng  for  Uberty.  He  did  not  reach  hi< 
nation,  however,  but  made  hia  way  to 
g,  in  Rusjtia,  where  he  became  iuvohed 
1,  from  which  he  wa«  e^tficaU'-d  by  the 
TRT  MjiijJtE*ro5f»tho  American  min- 
CApitqf.  He  returned  home  in  lRS9p 
ately  afterward  entered  liie  military 
■^'ett  Pot  n  t.  I  ti  about  e  ig  h  leen  month  ■ 
^^,  Mr<  \ll4.y,  who  Igai)  lo«t  hta  Oril 
Cr  PoE  wa»  in  Ruwifl,  married  again, 
f-five  yesra  of  age,  and  the  lady  was 
quarrrlled  with  her^  and  tlie  veteran 
ing  Ihe  pnrt  of  bis  wife,  BJtJre»ied  him 
ter,  i^hich  wii4  antiwer^U  in  the  same 
lied  9Qim  sRer,  teuving  an  infant  son 
iM  property .^  and  ttetjueathed  Foe  noth- 

,  in  the  opinion  of  the  young  cadet, 
*cc  for  a  poor  man ;  ao  he  letl  Weat 
ly,  and  dilermitied  to  ximintain  him- 
lomhlp.  He  had  printed,  while  in 
academy,  a  amalt  votuine  of  poena*. 


moat  of  which  were  written  in  early  yptith«  Thw 
iLIu«tral«d  the  character  of  his  aliiUtiea,  ind  justi- 
fied his  atiticipations  of  succfl«&  For  a  ooosid^r- 
able  time,  however,  his  writings  attracted  but  iittl* 
attention.  At  length,  in  18!H,  the  proprietor  of 
«  weekly  literary  gazette  in  Baltimow?  otfftnjd  two 
premiums^  one  for  the  best  story  in  prose,  and  iha 
other  for  the  licst  poem.  In  due  time  our  author 
Knt  in  two  articles^  both  of  which  w*re  uncr^Mful 
with  the  examining  committee,  and  popular  lip^ti 
thetr  appearance  before  tho  public  Tin?  late  Mr, 
Tho>ia!|  W*  Wflin  had  then  recently  ffldiHisbed 
*■  The  Southern  Literary  M^sHnger,*'  at  Hichmond^ 
and  upon  the  wartn  recommendnfion  of  Mr,  Joair 
P,  KfTfMEDT,  who  was  A  member  of  the  commits 
tee  that  has  beep  referred  to,  Mr,  Pot  waa  engng«d 
by  him  to  be  il«  editor.  H«  continue  in  thia  tit* 
qation  about  a  year  and  a  half,  in  which  he  wrote 
many  brilliant  articles,  and  raised  the  **  Meamtn- 
ger*'  to  the  fimt  rank  of  hterary  periodicabi. 

He  neit  removed  to  Philadelphia,  in  ikssant  Mr^ 
W,  E.  BruToif  in  the  editorahip  of  the  "  f  Jt!iit!<N 
man'f  MagBJtitiOt"  a  niTscelkny  that  in  1840  waa 
ri^erged  in  **  Gr«ham*s  Ma^adne,"  of  which  Mr- 
Poa  became  ona  of  the  principal  writers,  particQ" 
[ar!y  in  erictcism,  in  which  his  papera  atthieted 
much  attention,  by  their  careful  and  nkilful  analy- 
sis, and  genenkUy  <^austic  seveKty*  At  this  pc?niN), 
however,  he  appears  to  have  been  more  auikbitioua 
of  securing  distinction  in  rontai^tic  Action,  and  a. 
collection  of  hi*  compiisitions  in  ihiM  department, 
publie^hed  in  ld4K  under  the  titio  of  "Talea  of 
the  Grotesque  and  the  Arabesque,"  eatabltahed  hia 
reputation  for  ingenuity,  imagination,  and  eitraor- 
dinary  power  in  tragical  narration » 

Near  the  end  of  1844  Mr.  Poi  remored  to  New 
York,  where  he  conducted  for  several  months  a  lit- 
erary miaceUony  called  *■  The  Broadway  Journal/' 
In  1&I5  he  publiahed  avolumeof  "Talea,"  and  a 
colhvtion  of  hia  ''  Poems;*'  in  1846  wrote  a  seriiM 
of  literary  and  perwnoJ  ftketehea  entitleil  "l^he  Lit^ 
eratiof  New  York  City,'' which  commanded  much 
attention;  in  1B4S  gave  to  the  pub|ic>  fimt  ai  a 
lecture,  and  allerwards  in  print,  *'  Biirrka,  a  Prose 
Poem;"  and  in  the  Rummerof  I *i!4 9  delivered  seve- 
ral lecture*,  in  Richmond  snd  other  t  itii«,  and  on 
the  aeventh  of  October,  while  on  hia  way  to  Saw 
York,  died,  mddenly,  at  Baltimore' 

After  hia  death  a  coflei^tion  of  hi*  worka,  in  three 
volumes,  was  published  in  New  York,  edited  liy 
me^  in  fulfilment  of  withes  he  had  siprcMwd  on 
tha  subject'  It  embraced  nearly  all  his  writinga, 
eieept  "*  ,\rtb  ur  Gordon  P>  m,'  *  a  iisuiinal  romance, 
originally  printed  in  (he  -^isktuthern  Literaiy  Maa- 
Hhger,**  and  a  lew  pieces  of  humorous  prose.  In 
which  h«  was  leas  succcaslul  ihsn  in  other  kinds  of 
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literature.  In  a  memoir  which  ii  contained  in  these 
volumes  I  have  endeavored  to  present,  with  as  much 
kindly  reserve  in  regard  to  his  life  as  was  consistent 
with  justice,  a  view  of  his  extraordinary  intellectual 
and  moral  character.  Unquestionably  he  was  a 
man  of  genius,  and  those  who  arefiuniliar  with  his 
melancholy  history  will  not  doubt  that  his  genius 
was  in  a  singular  degree  wasted  or  misapplied. 

In  poetry,  as  in  prose,  he  was  most  successful  in 
the  metaphysical  treatment  of  the  passions.    His 


poems  are  eonstnictod  with  1 
and  finished  with  eoDsominBtsnt.  ThsjiUoita 
a  morbid  sensitivMieai  of  fcding,  a  sh«kwy  i 
gloomy  imagination,  and  a  lasto  almoift  bohka 
the  apprebensioa  of  that  aoit  of  boaoly  mm  igi 
able  to  his  temper.  Hisiankasapoetiivitk 
first  class  of  his  times.  "ThoRavan/'MUlalaB 
x'rhe  B^"  and  several  of  his  other  pioen^vil 
remembered  as  among  the  finest  i 
the  capacitifls  of  the  English  1 


THE  CITY  IN  THE  SEA- 

Lo  !  Death  has  rear'd  himself  a  throne 
In  a  strange  city  lying  alone 
Far  down  within  the  dun  west, 
Where  the  good  and  the  bad  and  the  worst  and 

the  best 
Have  gone  to  their  eternal  rest 
I       There  shrines,  and  palaces,  and  towers, 
(Time-eaten  towers  that  tremUe  not !) 
Resemble  nothing  that  is  ours. 
Around,  by  liAing  winds  foigot, 
Resignedly  beneath  the  sky 
The  melancholy  waters  lie. 

No  rays  from  the  holy  heaven  come  down 
On  the  long  night-time  of  that  town ; 
But  light  from  out  the  lurid  sea 
Streams  up  the  turrets  silently — 
Gleams  up  the  pinnacles  far  and  free- 
Up  domes — up  spires— up  kingly  halls— 
Up  fanes — up  Babylon-like  walls— 
Up  shadowy,  long-forgotten  bowers 
Of  sculptured  ivy  and  stone  flowers — 
Up  many  and  many  a  marvellous  shrine 
Whose  wreathed  friezes  intertwine 
'J'he  viol,  the  violet,  and  the  vine.  - 
Resignedly  beneath  tlie  sky 
The  melancholy  waters  lie. 
So  blend  the  turrets  and  shadows  there 
That  all  seem  pendulous  in  air, 
While  from  a  proud  tower  in  the  town 
Death  looks  gigantically  down. 

There  open  fanes  and  gaping  graves 
Yawn  level  with  the  luminous  waves; 
But  not  the  riches  there  that  lie 
In  each  idol's  diamond  eye — 
Not  the  gayly-jeweli'd  dead 
Tempt  tlie  waters  from  their  bed ; 
For  no  ripples  curl,  alas ! 
Along  that  wilderness  of  glass — 
So  swellings  tell  that  winds  may  be 
Upon  some  far-off  happier  sea — 
No  heavings  hint  that  winds  have  been 
On  seas  less  hideously  serene. 

But  lo,  a  stir  is  in  the  air ! 
The  wave — there  is  a  movement  there ! 
As  if  the  towers  had  thrust  aside, 
In  slightly  sinking,  the  dull  tide — 
As  if  Uicir  tops  had  feebly  given 
A  void  within  the  filmy  heaven. 
The  waves  have  now  a  redder  glow — 
The  hours  are  breathing  feint  and  low — 


And  when,  amid  no  oartUy 
Down,  down  that  town  riiall 
Hell,  rising  from  a  thonaand  thraoaib 
Shall  do  it 


ANNABEL  LEE. 

It  was  many  and  many  a  yaar  acp^ 

In  a  kingdom  hj  tha  Bea, 
That  a  maiden  than  livod  whom  yon  wty  k 

By  the  name  of  Ax vabui  Lii  ; 
And  this  maiden  she  livod  wilh  no  olhsr  flhn 

Than  to  k>ve  and  ba  kwad  by  m§, 

/was  a  child  and  tile  was  a  chiU^ 
In  this  kingdom  fay  tho  aaa ; 

Bat  we  bved  with  a  bva  that  was  mon  (haak 
I  and  my  AirvABxi.  Lbb-^ 

>  With  a  love  that  the  wingM  aeraplia  of  km 
Coveted  her  and  me. 

And  this  was  tha  reason  that,  Ipng  mo^ 

In  this  kingdom  fay  tho  aaa, 
A  wind  blew  out  of  a  cloud,  chUliqg 

My  beaatifiil  Avvabil  L»  ; 
So  that  her  highborn  ^■'«— — «  eamo 

And  bore  her  away  fiom  aa^ 
To  shut  her  op  in  a  aspulohn^ 

In  this  kingdom  fay  the  aaa. 


The  angels,  not  half  ao  happj  in  I 

Went  envying  her  and  me 
Yes!— that  waa  tha  nason  (aa  dl  nn  km 

In  this  kingdom  fay  tha  aaa), 
That  the  wind  came  oat  of  tha  dood  fay  ai 

Chilling  and  killing  niy  AnAu&  La 

But  our  love  it  was  stranger  by  hr  than  th 

Of  those  who  were  oUer  than  we 

Of  many  &r  wiser  than  we 
And  neither  the  angels  ui  heaven  ebose^ 

Nor  the  demons  down  under  the  sea. 
Can  ever  dissever  my  sool  from  the  eool 

Of  the  beaatifiil  AavABB&  Las: 

For  the  moon  never  beam%  wMuml  brin|fa 
dreams 

Of  the  beautiful  Aitvabbl  Lbx; 
And  the  stars  never  rise,  but  I  ftal  the  bH^ 

Of  the  beantiftil  Abvabh  Lbi: 
And  so,  all  the  night-tide,  I  lie  down  fay  tbi 
Of  my  darling — my  darting    my  IShtaAuj 

In  her  sepukhie  then  by  the  i 

In  her  tomb  by  the  i 
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ULALUME:  A  BALLAD. 

dL]«i  tbpj  wrrv  aaJieti  and  mdkmt*, 

t  lea  Vies  thej  were  chsfpo'd  and  j 

I  Itmrt*  they  were  withering  wid  e*ro ; 

I  night  iti  ttw  loneKine  OcU^brr 

mj  moiil  luiiueruorial  yeJKt; 

I  hnrd  by  ibe  duii  lake  of  Auber, 

£b*  misty  mid  regiua  of  Weir— 

t  down  by  lh«  dank  tium  of  Auher, 

Lhe  glioul-haunted  woodland  of  W«tr. 

once,  ihmu^gh  an  allcj  TiUnlCp 
c^rprciw,  I  roumt^d  ivilh  mj  aonl-^ 
c)prea»,  wtib  P«ydie,  my  lotiL 
I  were  day*  when  ti»y  beart  waa  volcank 
tliD  KXMiac  rivera  Ihal  roU — - 
the  Ura*  tbaC  reaibwiy  roll 
•ulpiinrtma  currents  down  Vaanek 
lie  ultioiate  ditav*  of  th«  pole^ — 
Ifoaa  as  they  roll  down  Mount  Yaanek 
he  real  mi  of  llie  boreal  pole- 

dk  bad  tieen  aenoua  and  sober, 
:  our  thought*  they  wf  re  pdlmed  and 
'  memafiea  were  tieaeheroud  and 
e  knew  nut  the  montli  waa  October, 
]  we  marked  niH  the  nkght  of  the  year^ — 
U  niji^ht  of  all  nightj  in  the  year !) 
oCed  iiol  th«  dim  lake  of  Auber, 
loug^  once  we  hod  joumeyifd  down  here)<^ 
niier'd  not  the  dank  tarn  of  Auber^ 
tbe  ebouJ-batinted  woodland  of  Wek* 

nw,  «a  the  nigUt  wai  ■cneacent, 
I  flar^ial*  poinled  to  mom — 
the  alar-diaia  hinted  of  mom — - 
end  t»f  our  path  a  iiqne^cent 
\  nebulous  luitie  was  bom, 
■  which  a  nnracuJom  crescent 
IK  with  a  duplicate  horti — 
h'a  hedtami>nded  cre^^ent 
inct  with  its  duplicate  horn. 

Mid — **  She  ia  warmer  than  Dian  ; 

roll  a  throui^li  an  tabor  of  *igh»— 

re  re  1 8  in  a  region  {>f  sigh4  : 
ta  mren  that  the  tear*  are  not  dry  on 
m  chct'kitf  where  tlie  worm  never  die^ 
aa  come  past  I  he  atars  of  the  Lion 
point  u*  the  patJi  to  the  akiea^ 
ihe  Lt  thfiiiv  i>cacc  of  (he  skiea — 
up,  iii  dtM$pite  of  the  Liun, 
khine  on  ui  wilh  hcf  brikjlit  ejea— 
up  ttirough  the  lair  of  tlie  Lion, 
h  love  in  bcr  luininouit  cyea." 

■ychf,  uplifting  her  ^nger* 

I — "  8fldly  thia  Blar  I  mivtmat — 

pallor  I  stran^U  uii^truat : 
uitcn  ! — <^,  let  um  not  Un^cr ! 

fly  * — let  ii#  i]y  I^fur  we  murt." 
or  «be  iifHjke,  letting  sijik  ber 
iif^«  till  tbt^y  I  rail  oil  in  llie  dual — 
Tiy  fobli^jHi  tettiiiiJE  sink  her 
ii*r*  Ull  tlicy  traded  in  the  du^ — 

the  J  aorrowfuHj  tra:lrd  in  tbe  dtiit 


I  ivplced — **  Tbia  is  notJiing  but  dmamiD^ ; 

Lei  nf  on  bj  tbia  tremoloua  light-^ 

L«t  ua  batbe  in  thU  cryit^lbne  light! 
Ita  iybilic  splendor  i«  boatning 

With  bo[*e  and  in  beauty  (o-nigbt : 

8eef  it  flkkeia  up  the  sky  through  Ihe  nighl  T 
Ah,  we  eafely  may  trtut  to  ita  gleaming, 

And  be  sure  it  will  Jead  m  aright — 
We  Ba£;ly  may  truat  to  a  gleaming 

Thai  cannot  but  guide  ua  aright^ 

Slum  it  flickers  up  lo  heaven  ihrongh  the  night" 

Thus  r  padflcd  Psjch^  and  kimed  her, 
And  tempted  bcr  out  of  ber  gloom — 
And  conquered  h«r  aeruples  and  gloom ; 

And  we  paaaed  to  the  end  of  the  viata. 

But  were  atoppod  by  the  door  of  a  tomb — 
By  the  door  of  a  legended  iomb ; 

And  I  said,  **  What  is  written*  aweet  skter, 
On  the  door  of  thia  legended  tomb?" 

She  repbed,  **  lUohime — Ulalume — 

'Tis  the  vatdt  of  thy  lost  UtaJomo:" 

TTien  my  heart  it  grew  nahen  and  aobcr 
As  the  leaves  that  were  crieq^d  and  aere — 
As  the  l^ves  that  were  withering  and  aere, 

And  I  cried  1  •'It  waa  surety  October 
On  /Aij  very  nigbt  of  last  year, 
That  I  journey ed^I  jourr»eyed  down 
That  [  brought  a  dread  burden  down  bei 
On  this  night  of  all  nighia  in  the  year 
Oh,  what  domon  has  tempted  me  here  ? 

Well  I  know,  now,  ihiw  dim  lake  of  Auher, 
This  misty  mid  region  of  Weir — 

Well  I  know,  nowj  thia  dank  tarn  ot  AuW, 
In  the  ghoul -bauntod  woodland  of  Weir.** 

8ajd  It*  then — the  two,  then — **  Ah,  can  it 
Have  been  that  the  wood  land  ieh  ghoula — 
The  pitiful,  the  laerciful  ghoula — 

To  bar  up  our  way  and  to  Imn  il 

From  th«  aecret  that  liei  in  theae  woldf^ 
From  the  thing  that  lies  hidden  in  IhcH  wolda 

Hat«  drawn  up  the  apectre  of  a  planet 
From  th«  Uinbo  of  In  nary  aouli — 

Tbia  ainfiilly  acintiliant  planet 

From  iha  hdJ  of  tb«  planetary  aoola  ?" 


TO  ZANTE, 

Firm  iale,  that  £rom  the  faireat  of  all  dowefi 

Thy  gentlest  of  all  gentle  namea  dost  take  I 
How  many  memoriea  of  what  radiant   boura 

At  light  of  thofl  and  thine  at  once  awake  ! 
How  many  acenea  of  what  departed  bti«a ! 

How  many  thought  of  what  entnmbCd  bojp«a? 
How  many  viaiona  of  a  maiden  that  ia 

No  more— no  more  upon  Uty  verdant  slopoi  I 
Nff  more  /  alas,  that  magical  aad  sound 
Tranaforming  all  l     Thy  charms  ahali  plaaae  no 

morf — 
Thy  memory  no  more  /     AocuraeJ  ground 
H^'nccforth  I  hold  thy  flower-enamelled  ihate, 
O  hyaclnthiiie  isile  I  Q  purple  Zante ! 

*«  Uo[a  d'oro  I     Fiof  di  Levant*  V* 
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TO 

I  lAW  ihee  onco— once  only — jetn  sgo: 
I  must  not  say  bow  many — hut  not  many. 
It  was  a  July  midnight;  and  fVom  out 
A  full-orbed  moon  that  like  thine  own  soul,  aoaring. 
Sought  a  precipitant  pathway  up  through  heaven. 
There  fell  u  mivcry-silken  veil  of  light, 
With  qui<'tuile,  and  Kultrinew,  and  slumber, 
U|K>n  the  upturned  faces  of  a  thuusand 
Roses  thiit  urrw  in  an  enrliantrd  garden, 
Where  no  wind  dared  to  stir,  unless  on  tiptoe — 
Fell  on  the  upturned  fuces  of  these  roses 
'J^liiit  gave  out.  in  return  for  the  love-light, 
riieir  otlorous  kouIs  in  an  ecstatic  death- 
Fell  on  the  U|iturniMl  faces  of  thefo  rosea 
'J'liRt  smiled  and  died  in  this  parterre,  enchanted 
By  ihoc  and  by  the  i)oetry  of  tliy  presence. 

Clad  all  in  white,  upon  a  violet  luink 
Isawtbee  half  reilining;  while  the  moon 
Fell  on  the  upturned  faces  of  the  roses. 
And  on  thine  own,  upturned — alas!  in  sorrow. 

Was  it  not  Fate  that,  on  this  July  nmuiight — 
Was  it  not  F'ate  (wbo«e  name  is  also  Sorrow) 
That  Imde  ine  pause  before  that  garden-gate 
To  breathe  the  incense  of  those  slumbering  rosoti  ? 
No  footstep  stirred :  the  hated  world  all  slept, 
Save  only  thee  and  me.     I  {wusod — I  looked — 
And  in  an  instant  all  things  disap{)eared. 
(Ah,  bear  in  mind  this  garden  was  enchanted !) 
The  pearly  lustre  of  the  moon  went  out : 
The  mossy  banks  and  the  meandering  paths, 
I'he  happy  flowers  and  the  repining  trees, 
Were  seen  no  more :  the  very  roses*  odon 
Died  in  the  arms  of  the  adoring  airs. 
All,  all  expired  save  thee-— save  less  than  thoa : 
Save  only  the  divine  light  in  thine  eyes — 
Save  but  the  soul  in  thine  uplifted  eyes. 
I  saw  but  them — they  were  the  world  to  me. 
I  saw  but  them — saw  only  them  for  hours — 
Saw  only  them  until  the  moon  went  down. 
What  wild  heart-histories  seemed  to  lie  enwritten 
Upon  those  crystalline,  celestial  spheres ! 
How  dark  a  wo,  yet  how  sublime  a  hope ! 
How  silently  serene  a  sea  of  pride ! 
How  daring  an  ambition !  yet  how  deep-^ 
How  fathomless  a  capacity  for  love ! 

But  now,  at  length,  dear  Dian  sank  from  sight 
Into  a  western  couch  of  thunder-cloud. 
And  thou,  a  ghost,  amid  the  entombing  trees 
Didst  glide  away.     Only  thine  eyes  remained. 
They  would  not  go — they  never  yet  have  gone. 
Lighting  my  lonely  pathway  home  that  night, 
l^hey  have  not  left  me  (as  my  hopes  have)  since. 
I'hey  follow  me,  they  lead  me  through  the  years; 
They  are  my  ministers — ^yct  I  their  slave. 
Their  ofTico  is  to  illumine  and  enkindle — 
My  duty,  to  be  saved  by  their  bright  light. 
And  purified  in  their  electric  fire — 
And  sanctified  in  their  elysian  fire. 
They  fill  my  soul  wit.i  lieauty  (which  is  hope), 
And  are  far  up  in  heaven,  the  stars  I  kneel  to 
In  the  sad,  silent  watches  of  my  night ; 


While  even  in 
I  aee  than  itill — ' 
Venimi^ 


l^mflf  day 


DREAM-LAND. 

Bt  a  nmte  ohacnra  and  lonelyi 
Haanted  by  ill  angels  only. 
Where  an  Eidolon,  named  Nig^ 
On  a  black  throne  reigns  opriglit; 
I  have  reached  tbeee  lands  Irat  newly 
From  an  nltimate  dim  ThnI? — 
From  a  wild,  wend  clime  that  Ueth, 
Oot  of  spaee— out  of 


Bottomleaa  vales  and  boandlcaa  floodi^ 
And  chasms,  and  cavea,  and  Titan  veodi^ 
With  fonm  that  no  man  can  diseow 
For  the  dews  that  drip  all  over; 
Mountains  toppling  evennora 
Into  seas  withoat  a  shore ; 
Seas  that  restlessly  aspire. 
Surging,  unto  ikies  of  fire ; 
Lakes  that  endlesily  ootiiiread 
Their  lone  waters— lone  and  dead 
Their  still  waters-^still  and  chilly 
With  the  anows  of  the  klling  %. 

By  the  lakes  that  that  aattpnad 
Their  lone  waters,  lone  and  dead 
Their  asd  watcn,  sad  and  diilly 
With  the  snowa  of  the  lolUnf  %^ 
By  the  mountsina,  near  the  river 
Murmuring  lowly,  mnnnnrinf  evcr-^ 
By  the  gray  woods — by  the  swaaip 
Where  the  toad  and  the  newtsncif 
By  the  dismal  tarns  and  pools 
Where  dwell  the  gbook — 
By  each  spot  the  most  unholy. 
In  each  nook  moat  nieIandiol|y— 
There  the  traveller  j 


Sheeted  memories  of  the  past; 
Shrouded  fi>rms  that  start  and  m^ft 
As  they  paaa  the  wanderer  by ; 
White-robed  forms  of  friends  leaggini^ 
In  agony,  to  earth — and  heaven! 

For  the  heart  whoee  wqea  are  l«|in 
'TIS  a  peaceful,  aoolhmg  rmion; 
For  the  spirit  that  walka  fai  ahadeir 
Tis— oh,  'tis  an  Eldondo! 
But  the  traveller,  traveUii^  dnvagh  1^ 
May  not,  dare  not  openly  view  it; 
Never  its  mystsciee  are  ei 

To  the  weak  human  eye  \ 

So  wills  ita  King,  who  hath  I 

The  upliAing  of  the  ftii^ed  Hi ; 
And  thus  the  sad  aoul  dial  iHn  pHHi 
Beholds  it  but  through  daikan'd  glMK 

By  a  route  obecure  and  huMly, 
Haunted  by  ill  angels  on^i 
Where  an  Eidolon,  named  ll%h^ 
On  a  black  throne  vsigDi  I9i%h^ 
I  have  wander'd  home  but  aiwlf 
From  this  ultimale  dire  1WUL 
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LENOHIl 

Ax*  tif4>k«n  U  die  golJen  hcmlt 

TTie  iplrit  flown  icH^tor ! 
Let  Ihe  bcll  toll ! 
A  ftainUy  aouJ 

FktflU  oil  ih«  SCjgiftn  river ; 
Ariil,  Orr  j»i  Vims, 
H&#1  thou  no  leaf  ? 

Weep  novr  or  ^ev^ei  toare  I 
Set.  oo  yon  drear 
And  rigid  bifr 

Lowf  lies  thy  love,  Lemoiii  f 
Com«,  le(  the  burkUrile  be  TPtd — 

Th£  fitDerafHioiag  be  »ung  I— 
An  anthrm  for  tht  qoet^nltent  d«ad 

'l*bat  ever  died  so  yoting — 
A  dirge  for  htr  Ihe  daubjy  dtad, 

Iti  that  Fiie  died  iki  youtig ! 

*•  M'rtlchcs  I  ye  lovftl  h(*^T  for  her  wcmltht 

A  lid  huled  her  for  her  pride ; 
And  wlicn  *he  feJ  in  fe^bli*  hefllth, 

Yd  hlc«iB*d  her— Uuit  «he  Ji<?d  ! 
How  sAri//  the  ritou^  th«*n«  be  rttad  t 

The  f^^nuiein  bow  Iw  sung 
By  you — bv  yoiir«,  llie  evil  eye — 

By  your*,  iht  idanderou*  tongue 
Th«l  did  to  death  the  Innocence 

That  djcd,  and  died  no  young  T* 

PeocatimuM  ; 

But  rave  not  thue ! 

And  t£t  a  labbath  Mng 

Go  Vp  lo  <^iai  m  toI«rnnIjr  ihf  dead  ti^ 
ffl*l  no  wrong  J 
TTie  Bweet  Ljt?ronK 
Haih  **  gone  before," 

\Vi«h  Mope,  that  Sew  bevdflf 
I^uviag  thee  wild 
Ft>r  t!ip  dear  chUd 

That  KhoulJ  ha«0  been  thy  bride — 
Fur  hft,  the  f*iT 
And  dtbonair^ 

That  now  §o  lowly  lies. 
The  life  upon  her  yoMow  hair 

But  not  nilhifi  her  eye^^ 
The  hfe  rtill  there, 
Cpon  her  hair — 

The  death  upon  her  ©yea. 

'*  ATaunl  I  lo-night 
My  heart  it  Jisfbt 

No  dir^c  wiin  uprai»» 
But  wall  the  angel  on  ber  flight 

With  a  piean  of  o!d  day*  I 
Let  no  bell  toll  ! — 
Lent  her  awect  mii\^ 

Aoikli  itn  ha  [low 'd  mirth, 
Bhould  catfh  the  note, 
A«  it  dotti  float — 

I'p  from  the  damnin]  earth. 
To  friend*  aliofp,  fnjm  Aenda  below, 

The  tiidti^nant  shu^t  i^  riven — 
Froii]  bell  unio  n  \\i^\\  rsUita 

Fnr  up  n'itlim  Ihe  heaven — 


From  grief  and  %wm. 
To  I  golden  thToues 

BeviJo  thi)  King  of  HeHTQn/ 


ISHAFEU* 

fir  heaven  a  spint  doth  dwdl 

"  Whose  heart-fltrint^  irv  a  lute  ;** 

None  sing  »  wildly  well 

Ai  the  ant^d  KnArKir 

And  the  gtjdy  fitara  (so  legemls  tetl) 

Ci':avinq;  their  byinnfir  attend  the  h^cII 
Of  bis  voJee,  all  mute. 

Tottering  aliove 

In  ber  higbesit  noon, 

Tlie  enamour  d  moon 
Bluflhes  with  love, 

While,  lo  liiten*  the  red  lorni 

(With  the  rapid  Pleiad^  even. 

Which  were  seven) 

Paueea  in  heavL^n„ 

And  they  sny  (ihe  starry  choir 
And  the  other  Uiitentng  Uiit>gti) 

That  I»Ajbr£LiV  5re 

Is  owing  to  ihat  lyre 
By  which  he  «(tU  And  i 

The  trembling  living  wire 
Of  tboie  unusual  atTtng*. 

But  the  »kie«  thut  angel  trod. 

Where  deep  Ihoughla  are  a  duty^ 

W^hero  Love*«  a  grown- np  god — 
Where  the  Houri  gknccfl  are 

Imbued  with  all  the  beauty 
Which  we  worahip  in  a  rtar. 

Therefore^  thou  art  not  wrong, 

lakirmLj,  who  decpbeal 
An  uviianpawiion^d  song ; 
To  thee  the  lnureli  belong. 

Beat  bard,  beeaufle  the  wi«Mt ! 
Merrily  live,  and  long  \ 

The  ecatanea  above 

With  Ihy  burning  meaaurea  auit— 

Thy  grief,  thy  joy,  thy  bete,  thy  love. 
With  the  iervouT  %:^  thy  lute^ 
W^ell  may  the  Htara  be  mnte  ! 

Yea,  heaven  b  thine ;  but  thie 
la  a  world  of  eweeta  ind  aoun  \ 
Our  flowers  are  mepely^flowen* 

And  the  ahadow  of  thy  perfect  hliae 
la  the  feunahine  of  oura. 

If  I  could  dwell 
Where  laxArtt 

Hath  dwelt,  end  he  where  I, 
He  might  not  tdng  «o  wildly  well 

A  niorlal  meJody, 
White  a  U>lder  note  than  this  might  fwell 

From  my  lyre  within  Ihe  »ky- 
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THE  BELLS. 


HiAA  the  sledges  with  the  bells — 
Silver  bell»— 
What  a  world  of  merriment  their  melody  foretells ! 
How  they  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle, 

In  the  icy  air  of  night ! 
While  the  stars  that  oversprinkle 
All  the  heavens,  seem  to  twinkle 

With  a  crystalline  delight ; 
Keeping  time,  time,  time. 
In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme. 
To  the  titinabulation  that  sd  musically  wells 
From  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 
Bells,  bells,  bells— 
From  the  jingling  and  the  tinkling  of  the  bells. 

II* 
Hear  the  mellow  wedding  bells, 
Golden  bells ! 
What  a  world  of  happiness  their  harmony  foretells ! 
Through  the  balmy  air  of  night 
How  they  ring  out  their  delight ! 
From  the  molten-golden  notes, 

And  all  in  tune. 
What  a  liquid  ditty  floats 
To  the  turtle-dove  that  listens,  while  she  gloats 
On  the  moon ! 
Oh,  from  out  the  sounding  cells. 
What  a  gush  of  euphony  voluminously  wells ! 
How  it  swells ! 
How  it  dwells 
On  the  Future !  how  it  tells 
Of  the  rapture  that  impels 
To  the  swinging  and  the  ringing 

Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells. 
Of  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 
Bells,  bells,  bells— 
To  the  rhyming  and  the  chiming  of  the  bells ! 
III. 
Hear  the  loud  alarum  bells — 
Brazen  bells ! 
What  a  tale  of  terror,  now,  their  turbulency  tells ! 
In  the  startled  ear  of  night 
How  ihey  scream  out  their  affright ! 
Too  much  horrified  to  speak. 
They  can  only  shriek,  sbriek^ 
Out  of  tune. 
In  a  clamorous  appealing  to  the  mercy  of  the  fire, 
In  a  mad  expostulation  with  the  deaf  and  frantic  fire 
Leaping  higher,  higher,  higher, 
With  a  desperate  desire. 
And  a  resolute  endeavour 
Now — ^now  to  sit  or  never, 
By  the  side  of  the  pale-faced  moon. 
Oh,  the  bells,  bclU,  bells ! 
What  a  tale  their  terror  tells 
Of  Despair! 
How  they  clang,  and  clash,  and  roar ! 
What  a  horror  they  outpour 
On  the  bosom  of  the  palpitating  air ! 
Yet  the  ear  it  fully  knows, 
By  the  twanging, 
And  the  clanging. 
How  the  danger  ebbs  and  flows; 


Yet  the  etr  dbtnclly  Ida, 
In  tiw  jaagliiig^ 
And  dMvnn^Siig^ 
How  tiw  danger  anks  and  wrnXk, 
By  the  sinking  or  the  ewellinf  mtheeafBrofil 
Of  tiiebeUe—  rbslb- 

Of  Uie  bells,  hdk,  hmfk,  belk^ 
BeUs,  bells,  belle— 
In  the  demoar  end  the  dengonr  of  the  bdh 

IT, 

Hear  tiie  tolling  of  the  beUe— 
Iron  bells! 
What  a  world  of  eolemn  tfaoogfat  tiisir 
In  the  nlence  of  the  m^it»       [co 
How  we  ahiTer  whh  aflUglit 
At  the  melancholy  menaee  of  their  t 
For  eveiy  aonnd  that  floate 
From  the  nut  within  thmr  thnali 

Isagroan. 
And  the  pec^ile — ah,  the  peo|ile 
They  that  dwell  np  in  the  ele^ 

All  alone, 
And  who  tolling,  lolling^  tidling^ 

In  that  nraflkd  monotoae^ 
Feel  a  glory  in  ao  rallinc 
On  the  human  heait  a 
They  are  neither 
They  are  neither  bmte  nor 

They  are  Ghovb: 
And  theur  king  it  is  who  toOi; 
And  he  rolls,  roUiy  rolla, 
Rolls, 
A  pnan  from  thebefle! 
And  his  meny  bosom  awdli 

WithtiiepMnofthebdIsI 
And  he  dances  and  he  jdls; 
Keeping  time,  time^  time, 
In  a  sort  of  Ronie  rhyme. 
To  the  pean  of  the  bell^- 
Of  the  belle: 
Keepuig  time,  time,  time, 
In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme^ 
To  die  throbbing  of  the 
Of  die  bells,  bells,  belie- 
To  the  sobbing  of  the  hdky 
Keeping  time,  time,  time,        \ 
As  he  knells,  kneOe,  kneQi,  \ 
In  a  hapfiy  Rnnic  rhjas^ 

To  the  rolling  of  the 
Of  thebelKbembeOB- 
To  the  tolling  of  tiie  bflIK 
Of  the  bells,  bell%  bells,  belle- 
Bells,  bells,  belie- 
To  the  moaning  and  the  graaalni  of  the 


TO  F.  a  o. 

Thou  wonldst  be  loved  t—tfian  lal  Oty  bmit 

From  its  present  pathw^  pert  Ml  I 
Being  every  thmg  whidi  now  then  ai^ 

Be  nothing  wUefa  then  art  not. 
So  with  the  world  thy  gentk  waj^ 

Thy  grace,  thy  more  Ihi 
Shall  be  an  ondlees  theme  of  ] 

And  love— a  simple  dot/. 
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4T& 


FOR  ANME* 

A  holier  odour 

About  itf  of  pansi^* — 

Tmask  H««vdn  I  the  criiw— 

A  roaeroaty  odour. 

Th«  dinger,  li  p»et. 

Commingled  wiib  pan«te» — 

And  Ow  lingemi^  illiieiv 

With  rue  and  the  beniitlful 

1*  over  at  Uil — 

Fuiitan  pansiea. 

And  the  feter  calied  «  Lining*' 

And  ao  it  liei  happily, 

li  ctMiquer'd  &t  UsL 

BaUiing  in  many 

8ad];,  I  know 

A  dream  of  the  truth 

I  am  rfjorn  of  my  strength^ 

And  the  beioly  of  Amiie^ 

And  no  tnudcle  I  mare 

Drown'd  in  a  bath 

AiI!iflatfuUlenglh; 

Of  the  tresaea  of  Aiud«* 

But  m>  tnaUer !— I  feel 

She  tenderly  kraa'd  me, 

I  a^u  bettei  st  length* 

8he  fondly  <^r«j9'4, 

And  I  rest  m  corap«*illy, 

Now*  in  my  W, 
That  ftny  Iwhalder 

Miffbl  f*ticj  me  dead— 

And  then  I  M\  gently 
To  shep  <ni  her  breaat — 

BcH^ply  to  sleep 

From  the  heaven  of  her  breast. 

MJi^ht  itart  St  bebddiog  ma, 

When  the  light  was  ©itinguiahU 

ThmkJng  roe  d«id. 

She  covered  im  wtjm. 

And  aha  prayed  to  the  angda 

The  moaning  and  groftnmg. 

To  keep  roe  from  ha  mi — - 

The  cighing  and  bobbin  g^ 

To  the  queen  of  the  angel  a 

Are  quii'tfd  nowj 

To  abjeld  ran  from  bArro- 

\V  ith  that  horrible  llirobbtag 
At  heart; — ah  that  horrible, 
flomhJe  Ouobbing  ! 

And  Ilie  ao  composedly, 

Nowt  in  my  bvd, 
(Knowing  her  iote,) 

Th*  »ictneafr*-tbi>  nauw»— 

That  yon  ftney  me  dead — 

Tha  pitileaa  paiiv-^ 

And  I  reat  ao  eontentedlyi 

Nowt  in  my  b^, 

Th«l  maddeu'd  ray  brain — 

(With  her  love  at  my  breajtt,) 

Wilh  the  kver  ctJled  "  Living" 

That  jou  fancy  me  dead— 

Tb«l  burnM  in  my  hfain* 

That  JOU  ahudder  to  look  at  tas^ 

And  qb  *  of  tW  toHuna, 

Thinking  me  de«d :— 

'  Thai  torture  the  wonrt 

But  my  heart  it  k  bright^ 

Han  jihal*^d— the  terrible 

Than  all  of  the  many 

Torture  of  tltirrt 

Burs  of  the  akj. 

For  it  aparklea  with  Aniilt» — 

Of  Pa&sion  accurrt : 

rt  glows  frith  the  light 

I  h»^e  drank  of  a  watfir 

Of  the  tove  of  my  Annie — 

That  *juencbeH  all  tbiret : — 

With  the  thought  of  the  light 

Of  a  water  that  flowa, 

or  the  eje*  of  my  Annies 

With  a  Jullttby  aound, 

Ttom  a  ipring  byt  a  very  lew 

TO  ONE  IN  PARABISE. 

Feet  under  ground^- 

Fiom  a  cayffm  not  very  fir 

Tboit  wait  all  that  to  me,  love, 

Down  under  ground. 

For  which  my  aoul  did  ptne — 

And  ah  \  let  it  never 

A  green  iaie  in  the  aea,  love. 

Be  fwdUblv  aaid 

A  fu(intain  and  a  ahrme, 

Tlmt  ray  room  it  la  gloomy 
And  narrow  roy  bed ; 

All  wreathed  with  fairy  frutti  and  flowerai 

And  all  the  flowera  were  mine. 

For  man  never  aJept 

Ah,  dream  too  bright  to  I  ant ! 

In  a  difli?rent  Ik? J — 

Ah,  atarry  Hope  !  that  didat  ariae 

And,  tft  »ktp,  you  roust  alurober 

But  to  be  overcaul  I 

In  juit  such  a  bed. 

A  voke  from  out  tbo  Future  cnaa^ 

My  lantalin^d  apifit 

**  On  J  on  !"— but  o*er  ihe  Past 

Here  blandly  repoaei. 

(Dim  gulf  0  my  *pi^t  hovmng  Ilea 

ForL'i'ltiji^,  oT  mver 

Mute,  motiunle^a,  aghoat ! 

ilcKnttinji,  its  ro***^- 

For,  alaa  !  alaa  I  with  me 

ltd  uld  agiUkUonii 

The  light  of  tif^ia  o'er  f 

Of  Euyrllea  and  roae*  i 

No  more^no  more — no  more — 

Fwr  now,  while  m  quietly 

(Bueh  language  hoTds  the  autemti  nca 

Lying,  it  &i3dra 

To  the  aanda  tipun  the  ahora) 

r 
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Shall  bloom  the  thander-blMted  tree, 
Or  tho  Btricken  eagle  soar ! 

And  all  mj  days  are  trancca, 
And  all  my  nightly  drcami 

Are  where  thy  dark  eye  glancea, 
And  where  thy  footatep  gleama— 

In  what  ethereal  dances, 
By  what  eternal  strearaa. 


THE  RAVEN. 

Osi'T.  Upon  a  midnii^ht  dreary, 
Wliile  I  i)onder*d,  weak*  and  weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  und  curious 

Volume  of  firprottrn  lore, 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping, 
Suddenly  there  came  a  tai>ping. 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping. 

Rapping  at  my  cliamber  door. 
"  'TiH  some  visiter,*'  I  mutter'd, 

•«  Tapping  at  my  chamber  door^- 

Only  this,  and  nothing  more." 

Ah,  dijttinctly  I  rememlwr, 
It  was  in  the  bleak  December, 
And  each  st^paratc  dying  ember 

Wrought  its  ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  f  wished  the  morrow ; 
Vainly  I  had  tried  to  borrow 
From  my  l)ook8  surcease  of  sorrow — 

Sorrow  for  the  lost  Lenore — 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden 

Whom  the  angels  name  Lenore— 

Nameless  here  for  evermore. 

And  the  silken,  sad,  uncertain 
Rustling  of  each  purple  curtain 
Thriird  me — filfd  me  with  fantastie 

Terrors  never  felt  before; 
So  that  now,  to  still  tlie  beating 
Of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeating 
**  "fis  some  visiter  entreating 

Entrance  at  my  chamlier  door — 
Some  late  visiter  entreating 

Entrance  at  my  chamber  door  ;^ 

This  it  is,  and  nothing  more.** 

Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger ; 

Hesitating  then  no  longer, 

«  Sir,'*  said  I,  «  or  Madam,  truly 

Vour  forgiveness  I  implore ; 
But  the  fact  is  I  was  napping, 
Antl  HO  gently  you  came  rapping, 
And  m  faintly  you  came  tapping, 

Tapping  at  my  chamber  door, 
TThat  I  scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you,"— 

Here  I  open'd  wide  the  door : 

Darkness  there,  and  nothing  more ! 

Deep  into  that  darkness  peering, 
Long  I  stood  there  wondering,  fearing, 
Doubting,  dreaming  dream:)  no  mortal 

Ever  dared  to  dream  before ; 
But  tlie  silence  was  unbroken. 


And  the  dnfawn  gaf«  ■ 
And  the  ooljwovl  thfln 

^ntM  UM  wiiiiiper  Q  woray 
This  /whi^Ki'd,  nd  an  od 

Mannaz^d  beck  flie  wori, 

Menly  this,  «nd 

Then  into  the  dumber  1  _ 
All  my  soiil  within  me  bmniii^ 
Soon  I  heard  again  a  ta|iping 

Somewhat  loader  thanbeftn. 
« Surely,**  said  I,  «siirelj  that  ia 
Something  at  my  window  lattica; 
I^et  me  aee,  then,  what  thezeat  i% 

And  thia  ihyateiy  expbm 
Let  my  heart  be  atill  a  momeiil^ 

And  thia  myatoy  explen  }— 

rna  the  wind,  and  nolhiiv  man  r 

Open  here  I  flong  the  ■butler. 
When,  with  many  a  fliit  and  flnllv, 
In  there  alepp'd  a  atately  lavea 

Of  the  aaintlj  daya  of  yen; 
Not  the  leaat  dbeiaaiice  mads  h^; 
Not  an  inatani  atopp^d  or  atay'd  ba; 
But,  with  mien  of  loid  or  la^, 

PerehM  above  my  chambv  c~ 
Perch'd  upon  a  boat  of  Pkllaa 

Just  above  my  chamber  i 

Perch*d,  and  aat,  and  notUiv  i 


Then  this  ebony  bird  1 
My  aad  fiuicy  into  —"Hiwg, 
By  the  gnve  and  at 

Of  the  ooontenanoe  it  ^ 
«  Though  thy  creat  be  ihoin  and  I 
Thou  "  I  aaid,  «  art  aiue  no  uaw, 
Ghastly  grim  and  Andent  imven. 

Wandering  from  die  Nj^htijf  Am- 
Tell  me  what  thr  lordly  naaw  m 

On  the  Nigh/i  Phitoiiian  Aanf 

Quoth  the  raven  "Nevermon.* 


Moch  I  marveU*d  thia 

Fowl  to  hear 

Thoas^  ita  anawer  little 

Little  relevaney  bote; 
For  we  cannot  help 
That  no  living  hnman  being 
Ever  yet  waa  bieai'd  widi 

Bird  above  hie  cbambar 
Bird  at  beaat  upon  Ae 

Bust  above  hia  chan 

With  audi  name  aa  «N4 


Bnt  the  raven  i 

On  the  placid  boat,  qnha  ody 

That  one  word,  aa  if  bia  aool  m 

That  one  word  he  did  outpoar. 
Nothing  &itber  then  he  iitftv*d— 
Not  a  feather  dien  he  iatter'd— 
Till  I  acareely  moro  than  ■oMK'd 

«  Other  ftienda  haw  floani  lajftia 
On  the  monow  ht  win  leave  aaa^ 

As  my  hopea  have  floani  bflftaa.* 

Then  the  laid  aid    Tf w" 


£DQAR 

A*  pob:                                      i?? 

ke  vtiUnefli  broken 

Whom  the  angnb  nnme  Letwwe — 

ipHj  »poken. 

Cla^p  a  rare  and  rmltuit  maiden                              | 

'  Hid  I,  •^  what  it  utterg 

Whom  tb^  aiigeU  name  Ijcnon^r 

flloe^  fiD^i  store 

Quoth  the  tuven  *i  Nevermore.'' 

some  uiiljappy  maatcr 

*'■  Be  that  woni  otir  sign  of  parti  n-j. 

i  &tld  foLlowM  faster, 

Dg9  ofK!  bunlcn  bor^— 

»  of  hb  Hope  the 

J  burdpn  bcir« 

•more,* — of  *  Nevermore.'  ^ 

Bird  or  fiend  !"  I  Bhrick*d,  upitartioj^ — 

"Get  thee  bocli  into  the  trjnpest                            1 

And  the  Night*fi  Plutonian  nliore ! 
Leave  no  blwdt  plmue  as  a  token                      ' 

Of  that  lie  thy  sool  hath  ppoten ! 

Leave  my  loneliness  nnbroken  !^                           ' 

n  stUI  boguiling 

Quit  tlie  hii£t  Libove  my  door! 

KiuL  into  mniliniiit 

Talc  thy  U'ak  from  ool  mj  heart. 

leelM  A  f twiuonM  «*t  ia 

And  take  thj  futm  from  off  my  door  I" 

My  aiu]  ba>3t  aiid  door; 

Quoth  tlua  raven  "  NeTermo^-" 

he  TelT«t  fiiiilung, 

And  the  mven,  netcr  flitting, 

Wif  to  Uiikinj^                                   ! 

Still  b  Bitting,  «till  h  silting' 

On  the  pMlliJ  h^^  of  raUan 

ominoua  bird  of  yorn — 

init  migmttily  t  ghad^tlv* 

And  hifl  ejefl  baT«  all  the  Beeming 

\  omioouj  binl  of  j  ore 

Of  a  d^^moa  tbftt  is  Jr^-ttnung. 

And  the  lamplight  o*er  liim  Btteannnf 

i^gi>d  ill  i^uf^iiig. 
Me  eitpreBdin^ 
irhow  fiery  *yM  now 

10  ray  t»oj*4jm'a  eore ; 

Throwff  hia  ediiudow  on  the  floor; 

And  my  muJ  from  ont  that  ^adow 
That  ticfl  aoatiiik^  on  the  floor 
Bhall  be  lifted — nevemiore  I 

ttB  I  sat  diFmini^, 

id  i^t  caw  Trc-Iiuhig 

ion^a  TvtTci  litilfi^ 

THE   CONQUEROR  WORST. 

■upliglit  Ebxitrd  o*er; 

sivcit  Yiokt  linifi)^ 
lampUi^ht  orloittiiii?  o'er, 

Within  the  hmismDe  litter  yiwril 
An  angel  thttng,  bewing'd,  bnlight 

In  veiK  and  *irowit*iI  in  Urara, 

m  ftn  UTiJiecn  censer, 

Bit  in  B  theatfie,  lo  me 

A  play  of  hopM  ukd  Stmn^ . 

n  the  tulW  flotir. 

While  the  orchc^tm  l>reathe*  fttfiiHy 

crii-d,  f*  Ihy  tioil  hathlelit  tlj« 

The  music  of  tbi*  Hph*?res- 

[rifl  he  hiith  HPiit  thee 

Mimei^  in  the  form  of  God  on  high. 

pile  arui  Mejjt^ntbe 

Mntiej  and  mumble  low, 

mcini>riefl  of  Lt-nore  I                    ' 

And  hitber  and  ibither  fly — 

aJT  ihb  kJnil  jippt'Tithe, 

Mere  pufupct*  they*  who  come  and  go 

t  liu^  l<T«t  Lenore  1'* 

At  bidding  of  vait  formless  ibingv 

'  rtwn  »  Ne^crmonf/' 

That  ahiA  tlie  Hcenery  to  and  fro, 

saiil  1,  «  thiriR  of  evil ! — 

Flapping  froni  out  their  Condor  wuig§ 

J  if  bird  nr  devil  * 

biTi^bie  Wo  r 

apler  sent,  or  wbrtUuf 

7*liat  molte?  dm  ma  I — oh,  be  miee 

o*i'd  thee  li(>re  ajhoii?» 

It  sllall  not  tie  forgot! 

■Jt  aii'Jiiuiitrd, 

With  itA  Pbantom  eha*ed  for  f  verroofe. 

It  liind  fTi chanted — 

By  a  crowd  ihut  scite  it  not. 

e  by  Ilorrnr  hsiuiitcjl^ — 

Thtough  a  eirele  that  ever  retumeth  Ln 

rul>\  I  implore — 

To  the  aelf'iiame  ayo% 

tJifiT-  bttliTi  in  Gilead  ? 

And  much  of  Madneei^  and  more  of  Sin, 

'tell  HiP^  I  iniplon?  I" 

And  Horror  tlie  *oiiI  of  the  plot. 

^* rave II  "  Nevermore,*' 

Bat  aee,  amid  the  mjmic  routj 

Raid  I,  **  thiTiR  of  evil — . 

A  erawhng  hbape  intrude  I 

,  if  binl  or  devi!  I 

A  blood*red  tiling  that  wriUiea  from  out 

t'Pii  itlflt  IwinU  abtive  u^— 

ll)^.MkaoUtud«! 

rod  wt«  Uith  Bflofp — 

It  wrttbeat— it  writhea !— with  mortal  paiifi, 

il  iftith  f4  iiTow  laden 

e  dTKlttiit  Aidenn, 

And  the  angvla  Mh  tX  vennln  fsnga 

1  a  sainted  mdiden 
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Out— out  are  the  l^ts— out  mil ! 

And,  over  each  quivering  fomi. 
The  curtain,  a  funeral  pall, 

Comea  down  with  the  niah  of  a  Btonn« 
And  the  angels,  all  pallid  and  wan, 

IJpriiung,  unveiling,  affirm 
'Iliat  the  play  Is  the  tragedy,  **  Man,** 

Its  hero  the  Conqueror  Worm. 


THE  HAUNTED   PALACE. 

Ix  the  greenest  of  our  valleys. 

By  good  angels  tenanteil, 
Once  a  fair  and  stately  palace 

(Snow-white  palace)  rear'd  its  head. 
In  the  monarch  Thought's  dominion 

It  stood  there ! 
Never  seraph  spread  a  pinion 

Over  fabric  half  so  fkir. 

Banners,  yellow,  glorious,  golden» 

On  its  roof  did  float  and  flow ; 
(This,  all  this,  was  in  the  olden 

Time,  long  ago.) 
And  every  gentle  air  that  dallied. 

In  that  sweet  day, 
Along  the  ramparts  plumed  and  pallid, 

A  winged  odour  went  away. 

Wanderers  in  that  happy  valley 

Through  two  luminous  windowa  law 
Spirits  moving  musically. 

To  a  lute's  well-tun^  law; 
Round  about  a  throne,  where,  sitting 

(Porphyrogene !) 
In  state  his  gloiy  well-befitting, 

The  ruler  of  the  realm  was  i 


And  all  with  pearl  and  ruby  glowing 

Wiis  the  fair  paUce-door, 
Through  which  came  flowing,  flowing,  flowing, 

And  sparkling  evermore, 
A  troop  of  echoes,  whoso  sweet  duty 

Was  but  to  sing, 
In  voices  of  surpassing  beauty. 

The  wit  and  wisdom  of  their  king. 

But  evil  things,  in  robes  of  sorrow, 

Assail'd  the  monarch's  high  esUta; 
(Ah  !  let  us  mourn,  for  never  morrow 

Shall  dawn  upon  him,  desolate !) 
And  round  about  his  home  the  glory 

That  blush'd  and  bloom'd, 
Is  but  a  dim-remember'd  story 

Of  the  old  time  entomb'd. 

And  travellers  now  within  that  valley, 

Through  the  red-littcn  windows  see 
Vast  forms,  that  move  fantastically 

To  a  discordant  melody ; 
While,  like  a  rapid,  ghastly  river, 

Through  the  pale  door, 
A  hideous  throng  rush  out  for  ever. 

And  laugh — but  smile  no  more. 


TBE  8LE£PER. 


At  midnight,  In  die  mondi  of  JoMb 
I  aland  benflith  tiw  D^jade  nDOB. 
An  opiate  vapour,  dawy,  dim, 
ExhaWa  from  cot  her  fdldan  rim, 
And,  solUy  dripping,  drop  bj  drop^ 
Upon  the  qnial  moantain4op, 
Steals  drowsily  and  mnsieallj 
Into  the  nniverml  valley. 
The  roaemarf  nods  upon  tlia  gmia; 
The  lily  loUa  npon  tho  wave; 
Wrapping  the  miat  about  ito  bnai^ 
The  min  moalden  into  nal; 
Looking  like  Lethe,  aaob  the  bka 
A  conadoUB  alnmber  eaenM  lo  iak% 
And  would  not  for  the  woild  airaka. 
All  beauty  alcepa!— and,  lo!  whnib% 
With  casement  open  to  the  Aim, 
Irene  and  her  daitinMa ! 

O,  lady  bright,  can  it  he  right. 
This  lattice  open  to  the  nightl 
The  bodilees  afaa,  a  wimd  not^ 
Flit  through  thy  chambar*  in  and  eol^ 
And  wave  the  cuitain-eanopy 
So  fitfully,  ao  fearfully. 
Above  the  cloeed  and  fiingiU  Bd 
'Neath  which  thy  ilmnberinr  aod  fimUl 
That  o'er  tiie  floor  and  down  the  wal. 
Like  ghoata,*  the  ihadewB  riaa  and  feD. 
O,  lady  dear,  heat  dum  no  fearl 
Why  and  what  art  then  draamint  ImmI 
Sure  thou  ait  come  o'er  tU^iit  ami^ 
A  wonder  to  our  guden-treaa! 
Strange  is  thy  pailoi'    atiange  fkf  diii 
Stranger  thy  gloriooi  length  of  tnai^ 
And  thia  all-eoleffln  rflentwam ! 


hercmp! 


Pl 


The  hidy  sleepa.   O, 

Which  ia  enduring,  ao  be  deap! 

Soft  may  die  i 

This  bed,  being  changed  Cbt  one 

This  room  for  one 

I  prayHo  Oon  that  aba  may  lie 

Forever  with  uncleaMeye! 

My  love  she  aleepa*   O,  may 

Aa  it  ia  lastfaig,  ao  be  deep  I 

Heaven  have  her  in  its  enad  keep 

Far  in  the  feraet,  dim  and  old. 

For  her  may  aome  tall  tomb  oi 

Some  tomb  Uiat  oft  hath  flung  ito  bbek 

And  wing-like  panned 

Triumphant  o'er  the 

Of  her  grand  femily 

Some  sepuldtte, 

Against  whoea  portal 

In  childhood,  many  an  idle 

Some  vault  from  oat  wlioaa 

She  ne'er  ahall  fena  aa  echo 

Nor  Uirill  to  tUnk,  poor  child  of  ai^ 

It  was  the  deed  whb  gi«ai*a 


Mr. 
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SrmiXT  wu  bom  in  PoughkHpaie,  one 
oicHt  bemutifU!  of  the  many  !ar^  iovmi 
B  HudAon,  QTJ  the  eighteenth  of  Def^mber, 
Generai  JUmfM^Lt  3-  S-rmi^T,  hu  f»ihtr^ 
offircr  in  active  M>frtc!C  daring  our  iocond 
!l  Engl&jid,  and  Ribiequently  seTeml  ycara 
lentAi^Ts  in  Congreu;  and  hU  patemtl 
her  WM  ft  direct  iind  lintal  drflccndont  of 
«dppn*j  Nic^aLAs  SxRitBTt  who  came  to 
itiy  noon  iJlcr  the  laadinu  of  Joti.^  Cip- 
I  waa  ocvlalncd  mbiiBter  of  the  finrt  church 

HaYcti^  iti  1659.  His  mother^s  father 
€jr  Airi»Raw  BiiMirea,  of  the  revolution- 
f,  who  waj  conned^d  bj  marriage  with 
kcntial  and  wealthy  fartitly  of  the  Liv- 
rai  whidi  ha»  Autiitthed  faqr  wmie  two 
I  ao  mtOij  emineot  dtucna  of  the  8tiite 
York, 

I  the  poet  was  abotit  foQrtcen  years  of  age 

r  removed  to  MotiticenoT  in  the  county  of 

Up  lo  thii  peiiod  he  had  been  in  an 

al  PoQghkeejjeie,  and  had  already  wiit- 
m  in  which  is  exhibited  aome  of  that  p^ 
Hr,  paid  teknt  for  deaeriptjon,  for  whtch 
wotka  are  ao  much  diAtingtiiflhedH,  Bn\l\- 
hat  la  call^  i  "^  wild  county/'  though  It  ia 
f  feiti  le  w  here  weli  cu  Lti nttetj .  lU  acenery 
fioentriind  ita  dc^ep  for«-itK  Rimauta  as  eie^ 
rop«»  gon^  of  piJed  rock  and  b]ack  shaile, 
u  and  Tallcjft,  could  hardly  fail  to  waken 
dl  the  faculties  that  slumberod  in  the  brain 
thful  poet, 

tukkt  fttudifxl  law  in  tJie  oflke  of  liia 
ul,  in  the  first  ycari  aftf  r  his  admisnton 
r,  atteiided  the  <'ourt«  of  Hulhvim  coanty ; 
e  wmter  of  1839  ho  removed  to  Albany, 
■inoe  aycx^afutly  practiKd  hia  prefeiaion 

S'ature  "  a  poem  read  before  the  literary 
of  the  college  at  Geneva,  appealed  in 
The  Buminj?  of  Schenectady  and  other 
in  1 M3,  and  '♦  "Dravnn^  and  Tintingi/ 
m  of  pieces  chiefly  descriptive,  in  1844, 
and  mo^  complete  ejlHion  &(  hia  poema 
ahcxl  by  Clark  and  Austin,  of  i^ew  ITork, 

^hkjeth  as  hNfl  been  mtimnted  above,  U  a 
fi  p<x't,  and  in  hia  pnrtirular  department 
erlifipti,  no  *U|ierior  in  thi§  cwmiry.  He 
rty  loYC  of  rurtd  Rport«  »nd  paaUmety  a 
c^fitioii  of  the  sfrand  and  beauttful,  and 

with  apparent  eiwe  and  freedom*  &otni 
bea  of  hiM  own   heart,  md  fiom  aelual 
na  of  liie  and  nature^ 
vateat  meiiU  of  any  wtyEc  of  wrtling  are 

directneai  and  coudenaatioiu     DiJftUe- 


neaa  la  even   more  ohjectimiBble  in  verae  than  in 

proee,  and  in  either  if  avoided  by  men  of  ta^wu  A 
neiHliess  veotd  U  wome  than  one  ill  chosen,  and 
scarcclj  aoj  thing  is  more  oflTfnsive  than  a  line, 
thoo^th  never  waa  oUier  one  so  nnjiqcal,  which 
could  be  omittenl  without  nOecting  the  tnmapi^ 
rcncy  or  toxvti  of  the  attempted  exprmion^  'fhe 
beauty  of  Mr*  SraEj^r'*  poems  would  i^mctimea 
ho  grester  but  for  the  use  4if  epithet.^  which  servo 
no  other  purpn!)C  than  to  fill  hla  linc^  and  hia  etn- 
l^lar  minutencsa,  though  the  tnofft  ejltrenio  par* 
ticularity  u  a  &ult  in  description  only  when  it 
leftiena  the  distinclnera  ond  fhlelity  of  the  general 
impretaitin.  Occasionaliy  hii  pj^^tun^s  of  ^1  na- 
ture remind  uh  of  the  dsAruerreotA^pe,  and  quite  aa 
often  of  the  mnaterly  landacJipe*  of  our  Co  lb  and 
DotniiiTT,  Some  of  hia  eihihidona  of  the  ordi- 
nary phenomena  of  the  seaaona  have  rarely  been 
equalled.  What,  for  exampH  could  be  finer  than 
ihem  line*  on  a  rain  in  June  ? — 

Tlve  *l#BlJnf  elddil  wUlt  inft  gruy  titinda  the  iky, 
And.  tn  it*  vnpnMfy  maMlc,  unwar^i  vr^pi 
Ihe  «iiriirn«r  ilnwiri  uvrf  ihr  Hh^vrrintf  fraaa 
Ti  mutfUy  dtttirva,  ritffi  Iti  Unhftnc  ^llt 
tT  (trill  ItM  dOh^irnf  itn^fiiiif  iflil  uKivirif  nn, 
ti  treadf  nrwn  thr  Itiivei  witti  (i4ttipr1iir  TnH 
And  toniy  iiPFirii|tir'4  tinulir      Oflf  0  ff||tk-#, 
And  n«  ili«  niUty  tnhr  Ufit  tip,  nuA  tiiftii, 

Btftkec  o'pf  ttie  icpii*  s  ma^k:  frrlUiaticy. 

Hia  work^i  are  full  of  paaaag:ca  not  leaa  picture«]no 
and  InithfuL  The  remarkable  fidelity  of  Mr. 
SracET's  dearriplion  ancj  narrative  tv  best  appre- 
dttt«^  by  penons  who  are  famib&r  witli  new  »ot- 
tlementn  tn  our  northern  Intitudeji,  To  othera  h« 
may  acem  alwava  liLisbin^  himsctf  into  eieitement^ 
to  be  extiavagunt,  and  to  cxai^eraie  beyond  tha 
TVK|uiTr(nenta  of  art*  But  within  a  rifle-«h(it  of  the 
httlc  village  where  nearly  oli  hia  lifb  hwf  been 
paaaed,  ate  ceiitufiBl  wooda,  from  wbiih  the  howl- 
iug*  of  wolvcB  have  disturbed  hia  aleep,  atid  in 
which  he  has  tmeked  the  bear  and  Ihe  deer*  and 
rouaed  from  Uieir  ne«U  their  winf^ed  inhaliitanta* 
In  thi?  apring  Itme  he  haa  looked  fi^m  his  window 
upon  fallow  firea,  and  in  the  auttuner  upon  fielda 
of  waving  pfrain,  apoiled  by  undecaycd  «turop8  of 
fore#t  gianta,  and  on  treea  that  rfand,  charrrd  and 
bl^ckp  in  mournful  ol*ervfltion  of  the  «?ttler'»  inv»- 
Mon.  Scsenea  and  bicidenta  whie!)  the  irdiabitant 
of  the  city  mig!rt  tevw.fd  aa  eili«ofdin«r^  have  been 
lo  him  common  and  ^miliar,  and  hin  writinga  ar> 
valuable  as  the  fruits  of  a  genuine  Amerieim  ei- 
p**rienrt^«  lo  which  the  rL-poae*  of  whirh  it  is  fom^ 
plained  that  they  are  defii!ient,  dot^  not  f>rhing. 
They  are  on  aome  acctnintu  amonn  thte  moat  peca* 
liarly  natittnttt  work*  in  our  hleraturo.  ' 
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THE  GRAY  FOREST-EAGLE. 

WiTB  »torm-daring  pmion  and  ■an-gtiiiig  ej9p 
The  gray  forest-etgle  U  king  of  the  aky ! 
O,  little  he  loves  the  green  irelley  of  flowen, 
Where  sunshine  and  song  cheer  the  bright  sum- 
mer hours, 
For  he  hears  in  those  haunts  only  music,  and  sees 
Only  rippling:  of  wat4?r8  and  waving  of  trees ;     % 
There  the  red  robin  warbles,  the  honey-bee  hums, 
The  timid  quail  whistles,  the  sly  partridge  drums; 
And  if  those  proud  pinions,  perchance,  sweep  along. 
There 's  u  shrouding  of  plumage,  a  hushing  of  song ; 
The  6unlis:ht  falls  stilly  on  leaf  and  on  moss, 
And  there's  naught  but  his  shadow  black  gliding 

across ; 
But  the  dark,  gloomy  gorge,  where  down  plunges 

the  foam 
Of  the  fierce,  rock-lash'd  torrent,  he  claims  as  his 

home : 
There  he  blends  his  keen  shriek  with  the  roar  of 

the  flood. 
And  the  many-voiced  sounds  of  the  blast^smitten 

wood; 
From  the  crag-grasping  fir-top,  where  mom  hangs 

its  wTcath, 
He  views  the  mad  waters  white  writhing  beneath: 
On  a  limb  of  that  moss-bearded  hemlock  far  down. 
With  bfight  azure  mantle  and  gay  mottled  crown. 
The  kingfisher  watches,  where  o'er  him  his  foe. 
The  fierce  hawk,  sails  circling,  each  moment  more 

low; 
Now  poised  are  those  pinions  and  pointed  that  beak. 
His  dread  swoop  is  ready,  when,  hark !  withashriek, 
His  eye-balls  red-blazing,  high  bristling  his  crest. 
His  snake-like  neck  arch*d,  talons  drawn  to  his 

breast. 
With  the  rush  of  the  wind-gust,  the  glancing  of  light, 
The  p^ray  forest-eagle  shoots  down  in  his  flight; 
One  blow  of  those  talons,  one  plunge  of  that  neck. 
The  stronc^  hawk  hangs  lifeless,  a  blood-dripping 

wreck ; 
And  as  dives  the  free  kingfisher,  dart-like  on  high 
With  hirf  prey  soars  tlie  eagle,  and  melts  in  the  sky. 

A  fitful  red  glaring,  a  low,  rumbling  jar, 
Proclaim  the  storm  demon  yet  raging  a&r :  [red, 
The  black  cloud  strides  upward,  the  lightning  more 
And  the  rol  of  the  thunder  more  deep  and  more 
A  lliick  pall  of  darkness  is  cast  o*er  the  air,  [dread; 
And  on  bounds  the  blast  with  a  howl  from  its  lair: 
The  lightning  darU  zig-zag  and  fork'd  through  the 

gloom, 
And  the  bolt  launches  o*er  with  crash,  rattle,  and 

boom; 
The  gray  forestH^agle,  where,  where  has  he  sped  ! 
Does  he  shrink  to  his  eyrie,  and  shiver  with  dread? 
Does  the  glare  blind  his  eye  1     Has  the  terrible  blast 
On  the  wing  of  the  sky-king  a  fear-fetter  cast! 
No,  no,  the  brave  eagle!  he  thinks  not  of  fright; 
The  wrath  of  the  tempest  but  rouses  delight; 
To  the  fl.ish  of  the  lightning  his  eye  casts  a  gleam. 
To  the  shriek  of  the  wild  blast  he  echoes  his  scream, 
And  with  front  like  a  warrior  that  speeds  to  the  fray, 
And  a  chipping  of  pinions,  he's  up  and  awmy  I 


Awiy,  O,  Kwi^y  mmn  flie  taaAtm  mod  fiw! 
Whmt  n^  he  the  d^*^  ilrife  1— its  moMRfa  b  ki 
The  lightning  delta  roand  Unit  andeniited  Usflgki 
The  blest  eweepe  egeinst  hun,nnws«ci'd  hisfi^ 
High  upweid,  still  apfereid,  he  wheela.tia  hiiftn 
Is  loet  in  the  bhcfc,  eoowKng  ^ooin  of  dw  man 

The  tempest  sweeps  o'er  with  its  teiribls  tiain, 
And  the  splendour  of  sunshine  is  gtowiog  sgai 
Again  smiles  the  soft,  tender  Uuie  of  the  dfy. 
Waked  bird-voiees  weiUe,  &nn'd  leef-vsieei  qgh; 
On  the  green  grsss  dsnoe  ehadows,  slnBiiiii|iiiUi 

end  run. 
The  breese  bean  the  odoar  its  flowcr4isi  his  woB, 
And  full  on  the  form  of  the  demon  in  fight 
The  rainbow's  megniflcenee  gUddcns  the  a^\ 
The  gray  fbrest-eegle!  O,  where  is  he  nov, 
While  the  sky  wesis  the  smile  of  iuGssooife 

browl 
There's  a  dsifc,  flosting  spot  bj  yon  dsofi 

pearly  wreath. 
With  the  speed  of  the  arrow 't  is  I 
Down,  nearer  and  nearer  it  draws  to  ths  i 
Now  over  the  rainbow,  now  blent  with  its  Utm, 
To  a  shape  it  eipands,  still  it  plongesthimigh  ar 
A  proud  crest,  a  fierce  eye,  a  Rood  wing  are  thm 
'Tie  the  eagle— the  grey  fnrret  cieghi  nnfs  bm 
He  sweeps  to  his  eyrie :  his  joomej  is  o'er! 

Time  whirls  round  his  drde,  his  yean  nD  avv 
But  the  grey  forest-eagle  minds  little  his  spij;' 
The  child  spurns  its  buds  fiir  youth's  thoRiHhii 

den  bloom. 
Seeks  manhood's  bright  ph^ntAm^  finds  age  m 

s  tomb; 
But  the  eegle's  eye  dims  not,  his  wing  is  ocboe' 
Still  drinks  he  the  sunshine,  etill  ecaloB  he  the  cba 
The  green,  tiny  pine-shrub  points  ap  from  the  ns 
The  wren's  foot  would  eorer  it,  tripping  aeraa 
The  beech-nut  down  dropping  woold  cnvh  it  I 


But  'tis  warm'dwith 

fonn'd  by  its  breath ; 
The  seasons  fly  past  it,  its  head  ia  on  hifh, 
lu  thick  brandies  diallenge  each  mood  of  the  si 
On  its  rough  berk  the  moee  a  green  mandecnsl 
And  the  deer  from  his  antlsn  iIm  veivel^owngni 
Time  withen  its  roots,  it  lifts  oadl^  in  air 
A  trunk  dry  and  wasted,  a  top  jiM^d  and  hMi 
Till  it  rocks  in  the  eoft  faiesn,  and  awbea  to  SSI 
Its  blown  frsgments  strewing  the  plaee  of  ill  hir 
The  eagle  ho  eeen  it  iqMtraggihv  ^  ^^ 
He  ho  eeen  it  deffing  die  marm  in  its  n%H. 
Then  proeteate,  eoil-blended,  with  phnli  spwli 
ButthegreyfiMesteegleisalinMof  yaiSL   fo' 
His  flaming  eye  dims  not^  hb  wii^  is  ubon, 
Still  drinks  he  die  san8hine,alilUealeB  he  dMcisi 
He  ho  seen  from  his  ejiie  the  fbrast  bslow 
In  bud  and  in  lea(  robed  with  crioMon  and  as 
Thethickets^aepwolHaunMfaohWienvhiBdHi 
And  the  shriek  of  die  pandierbMUMini^dlwos 
He  ho  seen  the  wild  red  man  the  bid  of  die  ikd 
And  die  smoke  of  his  wigwaiM  coil  flUk  fa  1 

ghidee; 
He  ho  seen  diepmidfti!  BStiMllhnidMbiBiii 
And  die  breast  of  thiia  th^yiif  hmtoltedb 
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t  the  ffrecii  Eneaikiw-graAn  hiding  the  lair, 
»  creg*thTOD«'  spread  naked  to  ftun  &£id  to  air; 
li  fhriek  is  now  wiswcrM,  whil*  HW(*pbg 

low  i>f  the  hen]  u)<]  the  h  usbant]  man's  800  g; 
iaefi  the  iv ltd  red  mixn  oIlVw<?pt  by  hi*  foe*, 
I  «e«9  dome  and  roof  w  fa  ore  ihose  Bnioke« 

I  Hamin^  py€  dhm  not.  hiii  wing  la  unbow*J, 
inki  ffc  tlie  «t]tu.hi»«p  itHl  ^ales  he  tbi»  cloud  I 

blrm  of  Freedom,  stem*  haughty ^  and  htgh^ 
|iaj  fofe*t-mgli?j  tbftt  king  of  the  sky  I 
m  tie  bright  scenes,  t!n?  ^y  plaC4M  of  *arth^ 

monnt;kin  atiil  txjm'ut  it  [^[iringa  into  hirth ; 

ockW  by  the  wild  wind^baplisscJ  in  the  fnam, 

ftfdi?d  and  chertf hM,  and  there  iS  its  home  t 

ite  ^idow  «tnl»  btiick  o'er  the  empires  of 

kmf», 

jrroT,  deep  KeiH^shaklng'  terror  it  bringi ; 

wicked  Oppn?«»ion  m  arm*d  for  the  weak, 
unties  it«  pinion^  then  echo€!«  ilj  shriek; 
Itamei  vtith  veng¥iine£',  it  iweops  on  iLa  waj, 
I  la]i>ns  are  tmth?d  in  the  blood  of  its  prey» 

eagle  of  Frv«dom  !  when  clond  upon  eloud 
d  Ibe  «ky  of  my  own  native  Innd  with  a 
iiimtid^ 

%htnit]^  g1«3mM  6eree]j,  and  thunder- 

bolU  mnt^, 

wjd  to  tlic  tempest  thfue  pmiona  were  fltingi 

bi    Ihe  witd    blast  of    battle   swept   fieroe 

throngh  the  air 

arkne^  and  df^nd,  atiU  the  eagle  was  there; 

lUnf ,  BtiU  sppodingp  his  ftwift  flight  was  on, 

^  nii^ow  of  Pence  crownM  the  TictoTy  won* 

eafle  of  Freetlom  I  aeo  dims  not  hut  eye, 
i«en  lIorth^A  moTt^iUtj  ^[iHtiiEit  bloom, and  die! 
«:*n  th'*  ftirong  niiUon»  riRe,  llounsh,  nnd  fall, 
rk*  at  Timers  chnn(jc*i,  he  tciiimphe  o'er  al] ; 

Mrn  our  own  Ian  J  witfa  wild  foresia  o^er- 
sprcMil, 

i  it  vTJth  sunshine  and  joy  on  it«  head ; 
«  preieoce  will  bU*«*  thii,  hia  own,  chosen 
9  ardiutigerfl  Hat  b  set  upon  time,     [climes 


FOWLING. 

It  in  Septemlien  the  easft  Is  yet  gmy ; 
Carlo  I  tvim«"»  Jupe !  we  'U  try  fowling  t'j-day: 
■Hih  sky  i»  briit^ht  as  the  briijht  faee  of  otic, 
rtet  than  whom  tho  «un  shines  not  npoii ; 
o«c  wru)iiTjr»+l  cloutlfl  that  melt  to  the  breath 
of  ihv  south, 

jite  AS  the  pearls  of  hrr  beautiful  mouth ; 
ntinj^-pief^  tjlittera,  and  quick  is  my  taiik 
jtnic  around  me  my  ponch  and  my  flaak ; 
doi^n,  your  ioud  yctping^^youMl  deafen  mj 
brain ! 
from  yonr  rambles,  and  follow  my  train. 

cave  Ihe  geese*  Carlo*  to  nibble  their  grua, 
tl  lliey  do  stretch  their  long  necks,  and  hiii 
M  we  pfusi' 

0  fierce  htt^e  bantam,  thnt  Hios  yourattaekf 
itmtn,  flapn,  and  crows,  with  such  airs,  at 
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And  the  turkey ^  too,  imoothtng  hii  plumes  b  your 

face, 
Then  ruffling«o  proud,  as  yon  bound  from  tiie  plaefl  5 
Hal  ha!  that  old  hen,  bmtling  tip  mid  her  broody 
Has  taught  you  u  le««^:mf  I  ho|>e,  for  your  good ; 
By  the  wink  of  your  eye,  and  the  droop  of  your  creti, 
I  Bee  your  maraudings  are  now  pnt  at  revL 

The  rail-fence  k  Jeap'd,  and  the  wood-bougha  ari» 

found, 
And  a  moaaHcouf  h  iflnpreadformy  foot  on  the  ground; 
A  shadow  haa  dimm'd  the  Wves'  amethynt  gluw, 
Tile  first  glance  of  Autumn,  his  prewnce  to  lirhoWl 
The  beech-nol  u  ripening  olKjTe  in  iin  a  heath. 
Which  will  burst  with  the  black  ffO»U  f^d  drop  it 

beneath^ 
The  hickory  hardens,  snow-white,  in  its  burr,  [fir ; 
And  the  conea  are  ftdl  grown  on  Ihe  bemtock  and 
The  hopple'o-red  berries  aro  tinging  with  brown, 
And  the  tips  of  the  aumach  ha^o  darkened  tfieirdown; 
The  white^  brittle  Indian-pipe  Uftn  up  its  bowl, 
And  the  wild  tumipV  (caf  curls  out  bj-oa4  like  m 

«croll ; 
The  cohosh  dispbya  it^  while  bttlln  and  pwI  stem^ 
And  the  braid  of  the  mulkn  i^  ycUoW  with  gemsj 
While  its  rich,  spangled  plumage  the  gotden-rod 

shows, 
And  the  thistle  yjclda  stars  to  eoch  air-breath  that 

blowa* 

A  quick,  startling  whirr  no^  bursts  loud  on  my  e*r» 
The  partridge  I  the  partridge !  aw  ift  pinion  *d  by  fcaf. 
Low  ofiwaid  he  whliiei,  Jiipe  yelps  oa  he  tees, 
And  we  daah  through  the   brushwood,  to   not4 

wh«r«ho  tree*; 
I  see  him  I  his  brown,  speekled  breoM  ta  dbplay^d 
On  the  branch  of  yon  maple,  that  edges  the  gbde ; 
My  fow ling-piece  ringw,  Jupe  darta  forward  so  fleet, 
While  loading,  he  drops  the  deul  bird  at  my  feet; 
I  pa^  by  the  scaurbemea'  drops  of  deep  red, 
In  their  gre^n,  cfeeping  leave*,  where  he  daintily  fed. 
And  his  couch  near  the  toot,  in  the  worm  iare^ 

mould. 
Where  he  wallowM,  till  sonnds  hu  cloae  danger 

foretold. 

On  yon  ipray,  the  bright  oriole  dances  and  sings, 

With  hiA  rich,  criniMn  bo«im,  and  glossy  blaek 

wings; 
And  the  tobin  comes  warbling,  Acn  intU^ra  awafi 
For  T  harm  not  Gon*s  creatures  bo  liny  an  they  ; 
But  the  ^uiiii,  whose  quick  whbstlo  has  lured  me 

No  more  will  rendl  his  stray M  mate  with  bis  song^ 
An^l  tbe  hawk  that  is  cireling  so  proud  in  Ui^  blua. 
Let  him  korp  a  look-out.  or  hell  tumble  down  too! 
He  fltotipa^the  gun  ecboc* — ^he  Gutters  beneath^ 
His  yellow  ctaws  curFd,  and  fleree  eyes  glased  in 

deith : 
Lie  there,  cruel  Arab!  the  mocking-bird  now 
Can  rear  het  yon ng  brood,  witliout  fear  of  thy  blow; 
And  the  brown  wren  can  worble  hi«  sweet  Ullie  loy, 
Nof  dread  more  thy  talons  to  rend  and  to  stay  ; 
And,  with  luck,  an  c sample  I  '11  make  of  that  crow, 
For  my  green,sproulmg  wheal  knew  no  hungrier  focn 
But  the  rascal  seems  down  from  bis  summit  to  acolT, 
And  as  I  creep  near  him.,  bo  croaka,  and  ia  off. 
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The  woodi  ahrixik  ftwty,  tnd  wid«  qmadi  the 

morass, 
With  junipers  clustered,  and  matted  with  gnff; 
Trees,  sunding  like  ghorts,  their  arms  jagged  and 

bare, 
And  hung  with  gray  lichens,  like  age-whiten'd  hair. 
The  tamarack  here  and  there  rising  between, 
lu  boughs  clothed  with  rich,  star-like  fringes  of 

green, 
And  clumps  of  dense  laurels,  and  brown-headed 

flags, 
And  thick,  Rlimy  basins,  black  dotted  with  snagi  : 
Tread  softly  now,  Carlo !  the  woodcock  is  here, 
He  fUea — hifl  long  bill  thrust  out  like  a  spear ; 
The  gun  ranifcs  on  him — his  journey  b  sped ; 
Quick  scauiper,  my  spaniel !  and  bring  in  the  dead ! 

Wc  plunt;c  in  the  swamp — ^the  tough  laurels  are 

round ; 
No  matter;  our  shy  prey  not  lightly  is  found; 
Another  up-darts,  but  uuharmM  is  his  flight; 
Confound  it !  the  sunshine  then  dazzled  my  sight; 
But  the  other  my  shot  overtakes  as  ho  flies: 
Come,  Carlo !  come,  Carlo !  I  wait  for  my  prize ; 
One  mon. — still  another — till,  proo&  of  my  sway. 
From  my  pouch  dangle  heads,  in  a  ghastly  array. 

From  this  scene  of  exploits,  now  made  birdless,  I 

pass; 
Pleasant  Pond  gleams  before  me,  a  mirror  of  glass : 
The  boat's  by  the  marge,  with  gpreen  branchea 

supplied. 
From  the  keen-sighted  duck  my  approaches  to 

hide; 
A  flock  spots  the  lake ;  now  crouch,  Carlo,  below ! 
And  I  move  with  light  paddle,  on  softly  and  slow. 
By  that  wide  lily-island,  its  meshes  that  weaves 
Of  rich  yellow  globules,  and  green  oval  leaves. 
I  watch  them ;  how  bright  and  superb  is  the  sheen 
Of  their  plumage,  g^Id  blended  with  purple  and 

green; 
How  graceful  their  dipping — how  gliding  their 

way! 
Are  they  not  all  too  lovely  to  mark  as  a  prey  ! 
One  flutters,  enchain'd,  in  those  brown,  speckled 

stems. 
His  yellow  foot  striking  up  bubbles,  like  gems, 
While  another,  with  stretch'd  neck,  darts  swiftly 

across 
To  the  grass,  whose  green  points  dot  the  mirror^ 

like  gloAs. 
But  I  pause  in  my  toil;  their  wise  leader,  the  drake, 
E yeM  keen  the  queer  thicket  afloat  on  the  lake ; 
Now  they  group  close  together — both  barrels ! — 

6,  dear ! 
What  a  diving,  and  screaming,  and  splashing  are 

here! 
The  smoke-curls  melt  off,  as  the  echoes  rebound, 
Hurrah !  five  dead  victims  are  floating  around  ! 

But  «  cloud-land*'  is  tinged  now  with  sunset,  and 

bright 
On  the  water's  smooth  polish  stretch  long  lines 

of  light ; 
The  heaillands  their  masses  of  shade,  too,  have 

Iain, 
And  I  pull  with  my  spoil  to  the  margin  again. 


A  FOREST  WAXJC 


A  &OTUT  diy, « t 

A  wind  that  braediee  of  Invee  i 
O'er  hill,  throni^  dile^  mj  i 

To  the  cod  lbreat*a  ahadowy  1 
One  of  the  paths  all  ronnd  that  wind. 

Traced  by  the  browaing  herda^  I  < ' 
And  sights  and  aonnda  of  hnman  kind 

In  nature'a  lone  wceaaee  loae ;      * 
The  beech  displays  its  marbled  bark. 

The  spruce  its  green  tent  Btretehei  widi^ 
While  aoowls  the  hemlock,  grim  and  diikt 

The  maple's  scallopM  dome  bende: 
All  weave  on  high  a  verdant  noi, 
That  keepa  the  very  snn.aloo^ 
Making  a  twilight  soft  and  green. 
Within  the  column'd,  vaulted  i 


Sweet  forest-odoun  have  their  birth 
From  the  clothed  bongha  and  1 

Where  pine-conea  diropp*d,  leevea  piled  ml  kd, 
Long  tafta  of  graaa,  and  stare  of  fem. 
With  many  a  wild  flower's  iairy  nn, 

A  thick,  elastic  carpet  apnad ; 
Here,  with  its  moesy  pall,  the  Imk, 
Resolving  into  soil,  ia  sunk ; 
There,  wrench'd  but  lately  finm  ita  Anna» 

By  some  fieree  whirlwind  drdinf  pai^ 
Its  huge  roots  masa'd  vrith  enrA  and  etOM^ 

One  of  the  woodland  luMtgt  ia  eniL 

Above,  the  forest^ope  are  bii|^ 
With  the  broad  blaie  of  sonny  light: 
But  now  a  fitful  air-goat  parte 

The  screening  branches^  and  m  glow 
Of  danling,  startling  radiance  darta 

Down  the  dark  sterna,  and  bnaka  bdflfv; 
The  mingled  abadowa  off  are  roll'd. 
The  sylvan  floor  is  bathed  in  gold : 
Low  sprouts  and  berba,  before  i 
DispUy  their  shades  of  brown  and  ( 
Tints  brighten  o'er  the  velvet  i 
Gleams  twinkle  on  the  laurel's  ^ 
The  robin,  brooding  in  her  nest. 
Chirps  as  the  quick  ray  atrikca  her  1 
And,  as  my  shadow  prints  the  groond, 
I  see  the  rabbit  upward  boond. 
With  pointed  ears  an  inatant  lookt 
Then  scamper  to  the  daikeat  nook« 
Where,  with  cronch'd  limb^  and 
He  watchea  while  I  snnnler  by. 

A  narrow  virta,  carpeted 

With  rich  green  graaa,  tnvilea  my  tmd; 

Here  showers  the  light  in  golden  doCii 

There  sleeps  the  shade  in  ebon  ipol^ 

So  blended,  that  the  very  air 

Seems  network  as  I  enter  therap 

The  partridge,  whose  deep^oUing  droB 

Afar  has  aoonded  on  my  eai. 
Ceasing  his  beatjnga  ne  I  eona, 

Whirrs  to  the  ahellBnng  bnnohM  Mv; 
The  little  milk-enake  giidea  awayv 
The  brindled  marmol  divea  ftom  dayi 
\nd  now,  between  the  booghi.  a  apMO 
Of  the  blue,  laughing  aky  I  tnoe: 
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On  each  aide  ehrink*  ihe^  bowery  ibada  i 

Befocv  me  fpieulH  lu)  emertUd  glaJf^ ; 

Tbe  vunfhtne  eUN?pi  iti»  gms^  ami  mooi, 

That  couch  tay  fiioCatepa  om  I  crow ; 

Iff^Jj  hunui  the  Uwnj  bee, 

Tbp  flilterin^  hunniamg-birJ  I  «»; 

Float*  th«  bright  butlerfly  along* 

TUe  iXLBtfsct  choir  la  Imid  in  BOQg*' 

A  >pot  of  Jiiclit  and  life,  it  ffeezna 

A  Itifj  haiitit  for  fitncj  dreums*  * 

Umm  MtMti%  the  pleasant  torf  I  pn«^ 
In  Hatiry  of  idleness ; 
Suii<^tri^k?t,  and  glJAnc^iTif  wi ngv*  Oiod  eky, 
S|Mtt«l  witli  cloud-ihapc*,  cbarm  my  «ye ; 
WUlv  murmunng  gfoM^  mid  waving  trvea, 
I'^tflr  |«mf*h]if |}M  fiminitiug  Uf  the  brfj^xef 
And  WtticT-toiiM  that  tinkle  near, 
Blond  tliWr  »W(*€t  masic  to  my  «ar; 
Ami  hy  ilik*  cUnn^g  shadea  alona 
Tbo  ptiia^p  of  the  hoyra  U  known. 


WINTER. 

A  «Aa<.i  paM  of  sky — the  btllawy  hills, 

Smlhed  in  UiA  imowy  robe  th^  winter  throwa 

8»  liadly  over  natnf* — skeleton  trees, 

PVi^(«d  with  rich  nlvrr  dfmpery,  and  the  flCfeam 

BfVA^  in  its  frosty  ehsink    Von  nutic  bridge 

BriMka  with  icicJe* ;  beneath  it  at^nd 

The  cattle-^grmip,  lonur  pouilng  while  they  drink 

Fro<m  the  zc4>hoUow*d  pools,  that  laikim  in  sht^ta 

Of  ddtcjite  gld^,  and  «hiveriiig  a«  the  air  [trunk*, 

CnU  witli  keen,  Miii^tig  odgv ;  and  tho«e  gaunt 

Bandtiig  with  r^gM  hi«pell«s  o'er  the  bank, 

Bin,  with  their  modiBt  Mftrfjt  of  chilling  white, 

Moaming  for  the  green  gram  and  fragftint  flowers, 

Thtt  fiamtm-r  mirrora  in  the  rippling  flow 

Of  thi"!  bri,?ht  stream  beneath  them*  Shrub  and  rock 

Are  rarvcd  m  pcirl,  atid  the  dcnw  tldcket  ahowa 

Clu<t<?r*  of  purest  Uotj.     Comfortless 

The  frodAMi  nueue^  yet  not  all  deiiolate. 

\Vh^*ri^  rtbpes,  hy  tr«e  arul  bushj  the  beaten  track, 

Thor  iiln^h  glides  merrily  with  prancing  ateeda, 

Ami  the  luw  luimp^-lead,  nestling  by  its  grove, 

ClJdtf*  tf>  the  leaninj  hill-     The  drenching  rain 

tl'id  fttlk^n.  and  Ibtrn  the  hrge^  loose  llak^  luul 

fihiiwpf'd, 
Qnji'k  fri"i7EJTt;  where  Ibey  lit;  and  thus  the  acene^ 
Hv  winti^r'is  alrhymy,  from  cjleaniing  ^fU^vl 
W  4*  cTijingi^d  to  sparkling  til  v*T*  Vet,  though  lirii^t 
And  rkh*  till"  Linds^M^ie  »n>ih^*  with  lovelirr  look 
Whi*n  111  miner  ji1ivldeii»  it.     Tbi^  freiih^  bine  J*ky 
J!<"ii  li  hkt*  (iiin%  ble^wingoVr;  the  scented  air 
El  h*"**  with  liinl-Honj:^*,  and  Ihe  eirjerald  graa* 
U  "ilf»|^^nl  wi(h  quirk  sbiilrJWa  ;  the  iighl  wing 
I  »r  tlti'  ^Mt  we-il  tni^ea  mti«lc  in  Ihe  l^vea  j 
Tiie  ript»W  miirmiir  an  they  dance  along i 
TUt'  thick'*t  hy  the  ri>ed-utdf  ennt»  it*  cool 
ll!,irk  hrejidth  of  idiaJe  acrtw*  the  heated  doat. 
The  ealth-  *wk  ihr  |K%fiU  benccvih  the  banka. 
Where  wjiort  th^'  gTiai-iiwaTnis,  crianciriif  in  the  nun, 
Cray,  whirling  4(>erk*.  and  diiria  the  dragon^y, 
A  s^>ld-:^cn  arrow  j  and  tb«  wanderini;  flock 
Nibble  the  abort,  thick  award  thai  etalhca  the  brink, 
Down  nloping  to  tbe  waters.     Kindly  toctjea 


And  happy  fa^^  make  the  homestead  walk 
A  paxadisc.     Upon  the  moaay  roof 
The  tame  dove  eooss  ami  bowv ;  beneatli  th«  eavei 
The  swallow  fmmeji  her  ne«t ;  the  aocUl  wren 
Lights  on  the  flower^hned  ikaltng,and  tritla  thfQftlgll 
lu  noisy  gamut ;  the  bummmg-birtl 
ShooU,  with  thai  flyitig  harp,  the  honey4«e. 
Mid  Lha  trailed  honey auekle'a  trumpet-bloom ; 
Sunset  wreathes  gargieoua  shnpca  within  the  west. 
To  eyea  that  lote  Ihe  splendour ;  morning  wiAkea 
T.ifihl  hearta  to  joyoua  Unks;  and  when  deep  night 
Brcathcji  o'er  the  earth  a  wUemn  aotitude, 
Witt*  sUnTi  for  wateher?,  or  the  holy  mofkn, 
A  aentinel  upon  the  ateeiia  of  heavc^n, 
Smooth  pillowa  yield  their  balm  to  prayer  and  trust. 
And  slumber,  Lbat  sweet  medieine  of  toil, 
@heda  her  aoft  dews  and  wearea  her  golden  dretioa. 


THE  SETTLER > 

Hi  a  echoing  axe  the  settle?  awuug 

Amid  the  lea-like  aolittide, 
And,  rushing,  thundering,  down  were  flung 

The  Titans  of  the  wood ; 
Loud  abriek'd  the  eagle,  na  be  daah*d 
From  out  bis  moan?  nest,  which  craah'd 

With  it^  stippoftjng  bough, 
And  the  first  sitnli^t,  leaping^  flaah'd 

On  the  wolf  *a  haunt  below. 
Rude  was  the  garb,  and  alTong  the  frame 

Of  him  who  pUeil  hla  oca»ele«»  toil ; 
To  form  that  garb  the  wtld-wood  game 

Contrtbutnl  their  •ipml ; 
The  soul  that  wurm'd  that  frame  diadaln'd 
The  tinsel,  gaud,  and  glare,  that  reignM 

Where  men  their  crowds  eoHert ; 
The  simple  fur,  untrimm^d^  unatain^d. 

This  foreitt'tamer  deck*d. 
The  paths  which  wound  mid  gorgeous  trees. 

The  stream  whose  brigbl  lipe  kiaa^d  iheir  flowen^ 
The  winds  that  aweirj  iheir  h.innomiitf 

Through  tho«e  sun-hithng  bowers. 
The  letivple  vast,  the  green  areide. 
The  neNihng  rnle,  the  graaay  glade. 

Dark  CTive,  and  awampy  lair: 
These  ace  nee  and  sounds  mnjfvdlc,  made 

His  world,  his  plea«un!)s«  there, 
Hia  roof  ailornM  a  pleasant  sfpot, 

Mid  the  Wack  lojfn  nieen  gjowM  the  gimifti 
And  hertw  and  plantf^  the  wootk  knew  not. 

Throve  in  the  »un  and  rain. 
The  smoke-wreath  eorling  oVr  the  deH, 
The  low,  the  blent,  ihe  dnkling  belt* 

All  made  a  landscape  strange^ 
Which  fTrt^  fhe  living  chronicle 

Of  deeiU  that  wrouabt  the  ehange.      * 
The  violet  sfpmnj^  at  tpring's  fltnl  tinge. 

The  rose  of  sommer  tspread  its  glow, 
The  maixe  hung  out  itn  nulumn  fringet 

Rude  winter  brought  bii  mow; 
Ami  jtUlt  the  lone  one  labourM  there, 
HiK  About  atvl  whictle  broke  die  vtr, 

A»  eheerily  lie  plied 
Ilia  B>iri!en^apafle,  or  drove  his  ahai« 

Along  the  hilloc-k'a  aUe. 
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His  liniaoai  path,  bj  blaxefl^  wound 

Among-  tnini«  grouped  iq  myrkda  nnuid; 

Thrciu^  naked  boyghs,  betwttnn 
Wboaw  Uii^UvJ  archrtecluTc,  fmughc 
With  many  a  aha[»  gjotesquoly  wrought^ 

The  hi^mldck^s  s^he  waa  smq« 

An  uiUcrM  dweller  of  thd  wild 

H«d  met  bis  «agor  goxev 
And  f^r  hhi  wandering  steps  betguMed 

Witbici  an  unknown  maze ; 
Stream,  rocki  snd  run*waj  be  had  entwiM^ 
Unbe«t)ing,  till  I  be  mark  a  were  lost 

Bj  which  he  ased  to  roam  ; 
And  now,  deep  iwamp  and  tpfild  tavioa 
An*i  fUfgwi  mountain  were  betwem 

The  hQDtGT  and  bi^  borne* 

A  dujhkj  hnaw*,  which  alow  had  crept 

On  hi^h*  now  darkened  there^ 
And  a  ff^w  Euow-^akea  fiuUering  swept 

Athwart  the  thick,  gtny  air, 
Fabler  and  fa«ter,  till  between 
The  tronks  and  boughs^  a  mottli^  screen 

Of  gbaimering  motes  was  spread. 
That  tick'd  against  euch  object  round 
With  nentlc  and  eontlnuoui^  Jtonnd, 

Like  brook  o^er  pebbled  bed. 

The  laurel  tuftn,  that  drooping  htmg 

Claine  rolfd  around  their  ^ems, 
And  the  sear  beech-Ieavei  still  thai  dung. 

Were  whit^  with  powdering  gems. 
But,  hark  !  afar  a  sullen  moan 
Swelled  out  to  louder^  deeper  loncj 

A»  snrging  near  it  pass'd. 
And,  bursting  with  a  roar,  and  ahodt 
That  miid«  the  groaning  forest  rock, 

On  funh'd  the  winter  blast, 

A!  o'er  it  wbiiirllixl,  Ehriek*d,  and  hissMf 

Caright  by  iu  swooping  winj^, 
The  snow  wbu  whtrl'd  to  eddying  mlat, 

BarbM>  an  ii  8ccm*d,  with  stings ; 
And  now  'twai  swept  with  U(jhtning  fli^t 
Above  the  loftiest  hemlock'*  height, 

Like  drifunjj  funokc,  and  now 
h  hill  thr  air  with  ehootin?  cinuda. 
And*  robed  Ihc  trt'cs  with  circling  shroods, 

Then  dish'd  in  heaps  below. 

H^'re,  plunging  in  a  billowy  wreath, 

Thrre,  rUngmg  ti>  a  limb. 
T)w  iu tiering  hunter  iJii'p'd  for  bnath, 

Drain  reeTd,  nnd  eye  grew  dim ; 
A#  ihiiDsfh  tij  whelm  him  in  dc"i?p*dr, 
Rrj|:»ii!ly  rh^fiT^d  the  blackening  air 

To  intirltii'i^i  jjloom  of  nicfbt. 
Till  nati^ht  wn^  uni^n  around*  I'elow, 
Bui  fillins^  fl:ikrH  find  m^intlnl  aUOW, 

Thai  sjU'ain'J  in  ghaitlv  whiU*. 
\l  Fv**ry  hint  an  icy  dart 

?*eetnM  ihroo^b  hi*  nri^es  to  fiy, 
The  Mo.hJ  wiu  frep/inir  to  hii  heart — 

'J^hivsi^hl:  whi!?jh"r'd  be  niii^t  die. 
Thi"  itirind.mn^  tempcnt  echoM  deaxh, 
Ht*  fi'tt  it  in  hirfi  tj;iht^nM  Iwath  j 

S^kjiln,  rifle  droppM,  and  slow 


As  tho  dr^ad  torpor  crawling  i 
Along  his  staggering,  stiffening  fmme, 
He  sunk  upon  the  anow. 

Reason  forsook  her  shattered  thmne^^ 

He  deem'd  chut  pumtncr-houra 
Ag^in  around  him  brightly  Khone 

In  sunshine^  leaves,  and  f)oiver«; 
Again  the  fresh,  grven»  fore^l-sod, 
Rifle  in  hand,  he  lightly  trod^^ 

He  heard  the  dcer*8  low  blest ; 
Or,  couch'd  within  the  nbudowy  nook, 
He  drank  the  cr>-ftUl  of  the  brook 

That  murmur  d  at  his  feet. 

It  changed ;— hi*  colnn  roof  overspread, 

Rafter,  and  walL  and  chair, 
Oteam'd  in  the  ersfkling  lire,  that  shed 

its  warmtht  and  he  was  there ; 
Hia  wife  bad  clasp'd  his  hand,  and  now 
Her  gentle  kisa  was  on  his  hrow, 

Hia  child  was  prattling  by, 
The  hound  crouch'd,  doting,  near  the  hlaie, 
And  through  the  p.ineV  fro*t-pictured  baie 

He  faw  the  white  drifU  fly, 

Thiit  pa^'d  ;^ — ^befor«  his  swimming  adght 

Does  not  a  figure  hound, 
And  a  soft  Toice*  with  wild  delight. 

Proclaim  the  lost  is  found  t 
No,  hunter,  nol  'tifl  hiH  the  streak 
Of  wbirUng  snow — ^the  tempest'^s  shriek — 

No  human  aid  is  near ! 
Never  again  that  form  will  meet 
Thy  clasp'd  embraci"^ — those  acctents  sweet 

Sp«(Uc  music  to  thine  ear. 

Mom  broke ; — away  the  clouds  were  chased^ 

The  sky  was  pure  and  bright. 
And  on  its  blue  the  hroncbcs  traced 

Their  wet*  of  glittering  white, 
Iti  ivory  roof  the  hemlock  stoop'd. 
The  pine  its  silvery  ii»ml  droopM, 

Down  bent  the  burdenM  wood, 
And,  Jicolter'd  round,  low  points  of  greeni 
Peering  above  the  snowy  seane. 

Told  where  the  thickets  stood. 

In  a  deep  hotlow,  drifted  high, 

A  wave-like  heap  was  tliroWDf 
B^mUnEfly  in  the  aunny  sky 

A  diamond  blate  it  nhone  * 
The  little  snow4iird,  chirping  sweet. 
Doited  it  oVr  with  tripping  feet; 

Unsullied,  smooth,  and  fair, 
It  seem\l^likc  other  mounds,  where  trunk 
And  rock  amid  the  wreaths  were  sunk. 

But,  O  I  the  dead  was  there^ 
Spring  came  with  wakening  breeies  bland, 

Sofl  suns  and  melting  mins. 
Ami,  touch'd  by  her  likuriel  wand» 

Earth  hursts  't\A  wlnter-ehsiin^* 
In  a  deep  nook,  where  moss  and  grass 
And  ferndeaves  wove  a  verdant  masa, 

Some  scatter  d  borii«  lie^lde, 
A  mrtihrr,  kneeling  with  hi-r  child. 
Told  by  her  t«ari  and  nailingf  wM 

That  there  the  loat  had  died* 
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Thfttp  U  weeping  on  earth  for  the  Imt! 

There  m  boirmg  in  ^ef  to  the  gTQUad  l 
But  rejoicing  aM  pni»  mid  the  RKnctififlil  host. 

For  &  »pint  in  PAradiM  found  l 
fhittigh  bri^htne«if  huth  passed  from  the  ««fthf 

Trt  t  (tar  if  neff-^bora  in  the  tkJ^ 
A nd  ■  ftoul  bath  gone  bcnne  to  tha  land  of  its  Htiht 

Wh*r»  are  pleMar«!9  and  fulness  of  joy  I 
And  •  new  li«r|i  b  etmng,  and  a  new  song  is  giTcn 
To  the  bracMi  tbtt  float  aVr  the  gtmicns  of  beftven ! 


"LET  THERE  BE  LIGHT." 

NifiHT^  Stem*  etemaU  and  tdone. 

Girded  willi  tolomn  filence  roundp 
Maj^tic  on  bt»  itirless  throfie, 

®at  browding  oVr  the  v^t  profound — 
And  th«r«  unbfoken  darkness  lay, 

Deeper  than  that  which  veils  the  tocub, 
While  circling  ages  i;*Jieerd  away 

Unnoted  mid  the  roiir^lesa  gtooitt^ 

Then  mov«d  upon  the  wavele^i  deep 

The  quickening  Spirit  of  the  Loan, 
And  broken  wu  ite  puLielefid  deep 

Hefon*  the  Everlasting  Word  I 
f  Lei  there  tic  light  T*  aiid  U*toning  earth, 

With  tree,  and  plant,  and  flowery  aodj 
**  Itk  the  beginning**  sprang  to  birtbi 

Obedient  to  the  vole*  of  Goo* 

Then^  in  his  burning  track,  the  stiJi 

TrtMj  onward  Ui  hU  joyous  noofi* 
And  in  the  heavens:,  one  by  onei, 

Clti«tor*d  the  aiatv  around  the  miMll — 
In  jjlory  bathed,  the  r^iant  day 

Wore  iike  a  king  htu  crown  of  tight — 
And.  giidlcd  by  the  **M[iky  Way," 

How  queenly  looked  the  aUr-genun^d  night? 

Bursting-  firom  choira  cele«tiah  rang 

Tfiomphamly  th<*  note*  of  eongi 
The  moming-^tarfl  to(rether  aang 

In  concert  with  the  heavenly  ihfong ; 
Anil  earth t  enitiptured.  cnught  the  ttrain 

That  thriU'd  alon^  her  fields  of  air, 
Till  e^ery  mountain-top  and  plain 

Flung  hack  «n  answering  echo  thero ! 

Cn^iiti>f!   lei  thy  Spirit  shine 

The  darkneM  of  our  fouls  within, 
Ami  h'-fld  UA  by  thy  gmce  divine 

Friim  the  forhidtlrn  path*  of  »tn  ; 
And  may  that  »oice  which  bade  the  earth 

From  Chaofl  and  the  realms  of  Night, 
?*riim  doubt  and  darkneft*  rail  iis  forth 

To  Gon's  own  liberty  and  light! 

Thufl*  made  partAkers  of  Titt  love. 

The  Ixipti^m  of  the  Spirit  oura, 
Oirr  grateful  hp^rts  nhjiU  rise  aboT<t, 

H^newM  in  fturpr-^p*  and  powers  j 
And  nonf^*  of  py  apain  ahull  ring 

Triumphant  thmuifh  the  arch  of  heaven — 
l*hi^  ulnnoui*  «rtng«  *tiirh  auKTils  ting, 

E suiting  oter  sonls  forgivCTi! 


JUKE. 

nJ^ffi,  with  iu  roses — Jtinc  f 
The  gladdest  month  of  our  capricious  year, 
With  its  thick  foiiftge  snd  its  sunlight  cic&r; 

And  with  the  drowsy  tunc 
Of  the  bright  teafnng  waters,  as  they  poaa 
Laughingly  on  amid  the  springing  grass  I 

Earth,  at  her  joyous  coming, 
Smil^fi  as  sh^  puu  her  gayest  mantle  on ; 
'And  Nature  greets  her  with  a  henison ; 

While  myriad  voice*,  humming 
Hieir  welcome  «ongf  breathe  dreamy  music  round, 
Till  teems  the  air  an  element  of  sound. 

The  overarching  sky 
Weareth  a  aofter  tint,  a  lovelier  blue^ 
Aa  If  the  light  of  heaven  were  melting  through 

Iu  sapphire  home  on  high; 
Hiding  the  ffiinshme  in  their  vapoufy  breast, 
The  clouds  float  on  hke  spiritu  to  their  rest, 

A  deeper  melody, 
Pttur*d  by  the  birds,  as  o'er  their  calloiv  young 
Watchful  th^-y  hovor,  to  the  breeze  is  flung^ — 

Gladsome,  yet  not  of  glee — 
M Q^ic  beart>bom,  like  that  which  mothers  sing 
Above  their  cradled  infants  slumbering. 

On  the  warm  hill-side,  where 
The  sunlight  lins;;erfl  latc^  through  the  grass 
Peepeth  the  lu«rioua  strawberry  1     Aa  iJicy  paM, 

Toung  children  gnmbol  ibere, 
Qntshing  the  gatherM  fruit  in  playful  mood, 
And  Mainlng  Iheir  bright  faces  with  iu  bloud* 

A  deeper  blu^h  b  given 
To  the  half-ripen'd  cherty,  as  ihe  snn 
Day  after  day  ponra  wannth  the  trees  upoa. 

Till  the  rich  pulp  ia  riven  i 
The  truant  schoolboy  lookii  with  longing  eye% 
And  perils  limb  and  neck  to  win  the  priie. 

The  farmer,  in  his  field. 
Draws  the  rich  mould  around  the  tender  mai?«  ; 
While  Hope^bright-pinion'd,  poinU  to  coming  days. 

When  all  hia  toil  iha!l  ^ield 
An  ample  harvefit,  and  around  hts  hearth 
There  shall  be  laughing  eyes  and  tones  of  tnirih. 

Foited  on  his  rainbow-wing. 
The  butterfly,  whoee  life  is  but  an  hotir, 
Hovers  coquettish ty  from  flower  to  flower, 

A  gay  and  happy  thing  \ 
Bom  for  the  sunshine  artd  the  summered  ay » 
Soon  parsing,  like  the  beautiful,  away ! 

These  are  thy  picture*,  June  I  [eri ! 

Brighteat  of  summef-moiilha— thou  month  of  flow- 
rtnt-bom  of  beauty,  whose  swift-footed  hours 

Dance  to  the  merry  tune 
Of  bifd«,  and  waters,  and  the  pleasant  shout 
Of  childhood  on  the  aunny  bills  peaFd  out* 

t  fepl  it  were  not  wrong 
To  d^em  thou  art  a  type  of  heaven's  elime. 
Only  that  t!iere  the  cloud*  tod  prlonns  of  time 

Sweep  not  the  itky  ftlonf ; 
The  flowers — air — beiiijty^mititie — alt  are  thine. 
But  brightrf^^puier— lovrfiej^mort  dfcvine  1 
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We  will  noU  <ff  we  cannot  flmg 
lu  sadneaii  from  our  breut, 

We  ding  ta  it  jnstiiiciivelj, 
We  pant  fur  Its  umcsl  I 

We  mm  ec^tter'd — we  mv  McnkUst'd  I 

Yfit  tim^  we  meet  ogtun 
In  a  brighti?!  nnd  a  purer  ephenp^ 

Bejond  the  t«^  of  pain  I 
VThevc  the  ahadows  cf  thii  lower  woild 

Can  ncTCF  clootl  Ihe  ej<!^ — 
Wben  tlie  mortal  batti  put  bnghily  on 

lli  inmiottalitj  I 


TO  H.  A,  B. 

Besv  notf  belaireJ,  that  the  g\ovr 

Of  [ove  with  jouth  will  know  decay; 
For,  Ihotigh  the  wing  of  Time  craay  throw 

A  ihadow  oVr  our  way ; 
The  •DAfihme  of  a  cloudlet  fkith, 

The  ralmnes»  of  a  hoJy  tniat, 
Shall  lingOT  in  our  hearts  till  death 

Cfmsigfia  oiiT  <'diut  to  duetT' 

The  ferrid  paosiana  ot  oar  youth—' 

Tha  ferrour  of  aHecttoa'a  kiai — 
LovB»  bom  of  parity  and  truth — 

AJl  memoriea  of  bliiv — 
Theae  ittU  are  ours,  while  looking  back 

Upon  the  put  with  dewy  eyce ; 
O,  d«arT9t  I  oa  liri;*«  vaaUh'd  tmck. 

How  much  of  flunahiDis  liei  I 

Men  oUl  u»  poor — it  may  bi»  true 

Amid  the  ^y  and  flittering  crowd ; 
We  feel  it,  Uioug:h  our  wunta  are  few^ 

Yet  envy  not  the  proud* 
The  freshnf^ji  of  love's  early  flowera, 

HeaTt-»heU^r'd  through  long  yeiirm  of  w&tit, 
PuTie  hope*  and  quiet  joy  a  are  ourf|, 

That  wealth  could  never  grmnt 

Something  of  bo^uty  from  thy  brow^ 

Sptfw'lljin?  of  lightness  from  thy  ti«ad, 
Hath  passed— jet  thou  art  deirer  now 

Than  when  our  vows  ^ere  eaid  ; 
A  RolWr  Iteauty  round  thw  i^lrame, 

Chajiten'd  by  time,  yet  eaJmly  bright; 
And  from  thine  irye  of  haiel  bcame 

A  d(?ejwr*  tenderer  light  \ 

All  ppnMrm  of  the  love  wlijch  live* 

Throiififh  every  change,  aa  time  departs ; 
\^'"hirh  Ijiuila  our  ftTut*  in  one,  and  givoi 

N^w  (^Igilne-rt  to  our  hearti  I 
FlJnj^ni?  a  halo  over  life 

Like  that  which  i^'tUU  lh<?  lifo  beyond! 
Ah  *  wrti  1  kniw  thy  tfuHiErhtu,  d**ar  wiftl 

To  ihcJuj^hLi*  hko  ihesti  respond. 

The  mothrr,  wllh  her  dt-w}-  eye^ 
U  dearrr  ihtiri  th<*  blushiriR  briJe 

Who  nf^iid.  three  hipyy  yeara  gone  hf, 
Itl  N  niity  by  my  wdf! 

Our  FjtUef»  throfml  in  liffhl  altovp, 
Hulh  bb'«"d  UJt  with  a  fitiiry  child^ — 


A  bnght  link  in  the  chain  of  Jove — 
The  pure  and  undcfiledt 

Rich  in  the  heart*»  best  tr^aaurFt  stiU 

With  a  calm  truflt  wc  *U  journey  on» 
Link'd  b«ai-|  with  heart,  dear  wife  J  tin U I 

Life's  pil^imago  be  done  1 
Youth — brauty — paasion — ^these  will  paae 

Like  every  thing  of  ^aarth  away — 
The  hrealh-tfioins  on  the  fflUah'd  gla^ 

Le«a  tranricnt  ar^  than  they. 

But  lov#  dies  not— the  child  ofGon — 

The  eoother  of  Ufe'«  nmny  woea— 
She  acatter?  frafrance  round  the  sod 

Where  burit!tl  hopes  repo«e  1 
She  leads  ua  with  her  nuho-nt  hand 

Earth's  pleasant  atfearaa  and  pasture  by^ 
Still  pointing  to  a  hettcr  land 

Of  blt£0  beyond  the  sky  I 


TO 


Hqfi,  Htrewini^  with  a  liberal  hand 

Thy  pathway  with  her  choiecit  dower»i 
Making  the  earth  an  Eden-land, 

And  gUding  timeV  dt-paning  houra ; 
Lining  the  cIdui1«  from  hfe'a  blue  iky, 

And  pointing  to  that  (sphere  divine 
Where  joy*e  immortal  Ulossoma  lie 

In  the  rich  light  of  heaven~be  thine  t 

L^jve,  with  its  votcie  of  ail  very  lone, 

Whoi^  mu:^ie  melts  upon  the  be*rt 
Like  whlspe™  ftom  the  world  unknown, 

When  shadown  from  the  soul  de^iart — 
Love,  with  tt«  sunlight  melting  through 

Th*  miaU  that  over  ejtrth  are  driven, 
And  giving  earth  itvelf  the  hue 

And  hrightnets  of  the  uppcr-heaven^ — 

Feace,  hymning  with  her  i»rapK*tone« 

Amid  the  utiibiews  of  thy  eoul. 
Till  every  human  paiwion  owna 

Her  mighty  but  her  mild  control — 
Devotion,  with  her  lifted  eye. 

All  radiant  with  the  team  of  bto, 
Looking  beyond  the  bending  aky 

To  worlda  more  glorioua  ^an  thh. 

DutTt  nn tiring  in  her  toil 

Earth'a  panch'd  and  atejile  wastes  among — 
2c4i|^  delving  in  the  rocky  soil* 

With  words  of  cheer  upon  her  tonguo — 
Faith,  with  A  Mfong  and  daring  hand 

Retiding  afide  the  veil  of  heaven. 
And  claiming  as  her  own  the  land 

Who#e  glorie*  lo  her  view  are  given — 

Tbe*e,  with  t)^e  many  light*  tliat  ithine 

Brightly  iifi^'ii  pjlgrim*path  upon^~^ 
ThcsCt  with  the  hlina  tJiey  bring,  l»«  thinei. 

Till  purvr  blid  in  hv«fen  be  woo  \ 
Ti!U  gathered  wiih  th**  lo*ed  of  time* 

Whose  fpi?t  the  **  nant»w  way"  !mvv  trod^ 
Thy  soul  i»hal|  drink  of  Joy#  tubhuie. 

And  linger  iti  the  smile  of  Clou  I 


A 


LOUIS  LEGRAND  NOBLE. 


C«-«.  it^l 


horn  in  the  nUej  of  tbe  Botteniut  Ciwk^  in  Otwgo 
count;,  ill  New  York,     While  he  wa«  a  ;outh  hit 

fftthfiT  removed  to  the  batiks  of  the  Wai*iimut{}uiock, 
now  C4ilW  the  Horon,  a  Bmtill  river  in  MichJ^aiL,  and 
IfaeiT*  among  »cett^  of  remarkable  wii(!nc«<  and 
U^uityT  be  pssaed  moat  of  bU  lime  utitU  tb«  eotn- 
aien^-4'tiient  of  hia  coiL''gp>lire*  In  a  letter  to  me, 
he  eaj»;  **l  ftfts  ever  under  a  stronsr  irtjp«i«e  to 
imbody  in  kn^ago  my  thoughts,  feelingiv  fatitiet^ 
am  t&ej  apning  up  in  the  presence  of  the  rode  but 


THE  CRIPPLE-BOY. 


Upon  an  Indian  rush-rmtt,  cpivvd 
Wliere  tmrr-oak  boughs  a  coolneia  «hed, 
Alone  he  tat,  a  cripplc-child» 
With  cyca  so  large,  ao  dark  and  wiU, 
And  fingera,  thin  and  pale  to  mw, 
LoekeJ  npon  ht«  trembling  knee, 
A^thering  nttta  so  blhhe  and  gaj. 
The  children  e*r1y  trippM  away ; 
And  be  hia  mother  bad  besought  * 

Undef  the  oak  to  bare  him  brought  |^-» 
It  w aa  ertt  biii  leat  when  blackbirda  sung 
The  wavy,  nretUrtg  top  among  \ — 
They  cftlm'd  hia  pain, --they  cheered  hia  loneUneat^ 
The  galea, — tlic  munic  uf  the  wildeTncsa. 


I'pon  a  prairie  wide  and  wild 
I.Hiok'd  off  Ihat  cutfering  cripple-chUd : 
The  hotir  was  brcr^«  ihe  hour  ws«  brighl;- 
O,  *twaa  a  lively*  a  lovely  aight  J 
An  eagle  aailing  to  and  fro 
Around  ■  0iitinf  cloud  io  white — 
AcroM  the  btllijwy  groaa  below 
Danini;  iwift  their  ah*idowa'  light  :^ 
And  mingled  noisea  iwpel  and  clear, 
SttiMea  out  of  the  ringing  wood, 
\Vi>re  pitfaaing  trouble  id  his  ear, 
A  frbock  bow  pleaunt  lo  hia  Hood : 
O,  happy  worlil! — Beauty  and  Blessing  slept 
On  every  thing  but  bim — he  fett,  and  wept, 

II  r. 
Humming  a  light«jm*  tune  of  yore, 
Be*ii^1e  ^h(^  open  log-house  door, 
Tf'fifn  upon  bia  nickly  fheek 
Naw  hi)*  mutbcr,  iind  so  did  ^pvak  ;— 
**  What  rni^ki'^  hia  motbet*ii  Hh^kt  Wf«p! 
Yvni  sifiil  I  the  ciULii^e  ketp; 
'Hu-y  limit  the  nuta  and  dunten  blue, 
Wi'iiry  111  lie  for  me  and  you ; 


beautiful  tiujigii  around  mtt  the  pr^iiriei  on  fire, 
the  aporkllng  lakei,  tlie  park-like  forest*,  InJiana 
on  the  hunt,  guiding  thtir  fndl  canoca  aintil  t)«n 
rapidfl,  or  atanding  at  night  in  the  rvd  light  of  thulf 
festival  firea.     I  bietithed  the  air  of  poetry*" 

Mr,  Nob  LI  waa  adnutted  to  ordera  in  die  Fro- 
teataat  Epiaeopat  Chureh,  in  IB'tO^  Hin  t^rinciittd 
poetical  work  ia  "  Ne-m^-min/*  on  IndiiAji  ttUiry, 
in  thneo  cantoi,  in  which  he  haa  made  good  luv 
of  hia  experience  of  fbreat  life.  In  IS&3  he  publiahed 
in  one  volume^  a  Memotrof  Mr.  Coi^R,  the  painter. 


And  yonder  aee  the  quiet  eheep ; — ' 

TiVhy^  now — ^1  wonder  why  you  weep  1"' — 

"  Mother  I  wi*h  that  I  could  be 

A  Bailor  on  the  breeay  sea !" 
**  A  aoiloT  on  the  atormy  sea,  my  eon  ! — 
What  alia  the  boy !— what  have  the  htre^^i  done  l" 

tVp 

"  I  do  ?— I  wjah  that  I  coold  he 

A  aailor  on  the  rolling  tea  i 

In  the  ahadow  of  the  aaUa 

I  wou^d  ride  and  rock  oil  day, 

Going  whither  blow  the  galea, 

As  I  bare  beard  a  anman  lay.' 

I  would,  I  gueiifl^  come  bade  ogaiQ 

For  my  mother  now  and  ihen  ; 

And  the  curling  fire  iO  bright. 

When  the  prairie  buma  at  night ; 

And  tell  the  wondera  I  had  seen 

Away  upon  the  oc^an  green;'*  — 
"  Muab  I  hu^  !  talk  not  about  the  o«e«n  iO} 
Better  at  home  a  hunter  bale  to  go.** 


Between  a  taar  and  aigh  he  amtled  ; 
And  thus  apoko  on  the  cripple^hlld  : — 
« I  would  I  were  a  hunter  hale^ 
Nimbler  than  the  nimble  doe. 
Bounding  lig^htly  down  Iho  dale. 
Bat  that  will  never  be,  I  know ! 
Behind  the  bouae  the  woodtandi  lie  | 
A  prairie  wide  and  g^en  before; 
And  I  have  seen  them  with  my  ey# 
A  thouftand  timea  or  tnore; 
Yet  in  the  wooda  I  never  atray'd^ 
Or  on  the  prairie-border  plaj*d;^ 
O,  mother  dear,  that  I  could  only  be 
A  aailor-boy  upon  the  rocking  sea  T* 

fTi 

You  would  bavo  turned  with  ft  tear, 
A  tear  upon  your  cheek ; 
Bhe  wept  aloud » the  woman  dear, 
And  fuxthetr  could  not  t^etkt 


THOMAS    MACKELLAR. 


This  muiiflbk  poet  u  the  «on  of  a  Scottliib  g«ii- 
II  em  AH  who,  rcnigning  a  conimi^nEon  in  lUo  Biiliah 
n:»*y,  rmigriilvd  to  New  York,  ^liere  he  wn«  m»r- 
hed,  and  reaidod  tdt  hi«  dcsth.  Ufi  wttit  borti  in  that 
dtyoii  lh«  twdab  of  August,  1812;  in  ISSGlKgim 
to  \^min  the  printing  bUEin^iis;  in  1 833  took  charge 
inrMr.  L.  Joli5iO!f'(»  KiteDsive  At^rpotypo  foundry^ 
in  PhibdelphU^  in  whieh  be  b  nuw  a  pmitier ;  &iid 


LfFE*8  EVENlNa 

Tote  irorlt]  to  me  U  if  rowing  ^r^y  and  old; 

Mj  ffi«tid«  afe  droppmif  one  t»y  one  away; 

Some  Live  La  f&i-oQ'lflndK  —  tome  in  iha  day 
Rcsl  quietly » ibetr  mortal  m omenta  told. 

My  sire  departed  cfe  his  Jocki  were  gray; 

If  J  mother  vrrpt*  and  soon  bcsida  him  lay  ^ 
My  elder  kin  h*Te  !ong  since  gone—  itnd  I 

Am  Jcft — a  Jeaf  upon  an  autunin  tree. 

Among  whoae  branches  chit  ling  breerzee  fltcal. 
The  iUie  precurhona  of  ibe  winter  nigh; 

And  wbt^n  my  of&pring  at  our  altar  kneel 
Td  wofvbip  Goflf  and  dng  our  morning  psalm j 

Their  rUing  ittture  wbispfrs  unto  mo 
My  life  i#  gently  waning  to  iu  evening  calm. 


THE  SLEEPING  M  IFE- 

Mt  wife  I  how  oibnly  elcejieal  ihou  f 

A  ptTftct  ppaco  i«  on  thy  brow : 

Thine  eyt^f  tM?ri<?alh  their  fringed  lid, 

Like  etaTs  behind  a.  rloud,  artj  hid; 

Tliv  vtioc  IB  mute,  and  not  a  sound 

Di*turb»  the  tramjuil  air  around; 

ni  walch,  and  mark  eflch  tine  of  grtee 

That  Uoit  hoA  drawn  uj»on  thy  face. 

My  wife !  my  wifp  I  thy  bo£om  fair, 

Th.it  bemve*  with  bre.iih  more  pure  than  air 

Which  dviella  within  the  srented  rose, 

I*  wrapped  in  deep  and  *t\]\  repose; — 

irkj  df^p,  that  I  erewhile  did  atart, 

And  lay  my  hand  upon  I  by  beori. 

Id  sudden  iear  that  fitealthy  death 

Had  elyly  robt>ed  I  bee  of  thy  breath. 

My  w\fp\  my  wif«!  tby  fare  now  aeem« 
To  show  the  tenor  of  lliy  dream?; 
Meihinkff  thy  gentJi*  spirit  play  a 
Amid  Ibe  nceneKi  of  earlier  daj*; 
*rby  thoughu,  perchance,  now  dwell  on  luta 
U  hum  must  thou  tor'^t ;  or  in  Ibfi  dim 
And  ihadowy  future  strive  to  piy, 
W'lih  woman*a  curious,  earnest  eye- 
Plfep  ftn  I  sleep  on!  my  dreatning  wife! 
Thou  liveat  now  another  life, 


in  1844  pubHfcbed  **Droppingj  froin  Ibe  Hetfrt,"  in 
1847  '*Ta3(('«  FortmgbtKanible  and  other  l'in"inn,'* 
and  in  1S53  **  Line«  fur  Ihe  Gentle  and  Loving/' 
in  vrhich  works  he  haa  illustrated  in  n  nntunil  mid 
pleasing  mAjmer  Ktron^  dom eaiic  and  religiuutt  aj^ 
feetiuna  and  a  love  of  nature,  and  frequenily  db- 
play  ed  m  uc  h  pa  l  hii«i  a  n  d  q  u  io  t  hum  or.  U  h  favi^H  ( c 
verse  ia  the  aonnel,  ^hicb  be  managca  lery  di,-llly. 


With  bemga  fill'd,  of  fancy  V  birth  ;^ — 
I  will  not  call  thee  back  to  earth : 
BJe«p  on,  uniU  the  car  of  morn 
Above  the  eaittern  hilla  is  borne ; 
Then  ibou  wilt  wake  a^in,  nnd  blec« 
My  eight  with  living  lovelineaa 

REMEMBER  THE  POOR. 

RcuKMBifU  the  Poor! 

It  fearfijUy  mnuweth, 

And  lHtu?iJj  bjoweth; 
Thou  riruldjit  tiot  endure 

The  tcmpenl'**  wild  |>ower 

Through  tiigbt'a  d retry  h&utf 
Then  pity  the  poor  I 

Remember  tlie  |t<)Or ! 

The  father  U  lying 

In  that  hotel,  dying 
With  aickneas  tif  heart 

No  v*3ico  cheeFs  bid  dwelling, 

A  Saviour's  love  tellings 
Ere  life  fchall  depart. 

Remember  the  poor! 

The  widow  b  iif^btng. 

The  orphans  are  crying, 
Half  starring  for  bread  i 

hi  mercy  be  speedy 

To  aufcor  ibe  needy, — 
Their  helper  ia  dead  ! 

Remember  the  poor  J 

The  baby  ia  sleeping^ 

It«  eheelu  wet  with  weeptnjf, 

On  ita  tiiolher'e  tond  breast ; 

Whose  cough,  deep  and  boUow, 
Foretells  ahell  aoon  foHow 

Her  buaband  to  re«t ! 

Remember  the  poor ! 

To  him  who  aid  lendetb, 
W*hatever  he  apendelh 

The  LottD  will  repay  ; 

And  »weet  IboughU  shall  cheer  bim, 
And  Oot>'«  love  be  near  him, 

In  tun  dyinif  day? 
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CHARLES  T.   BROOKS. 


nun.  tmi.1 


Tni  H^^^erend  Cbahlfs  T.  BtusoKB  wm  bom 
in  t4«tem*  MMiachusetts,  onlbp  twentieth  of  June, 
IBV^i  t^raJuAte^l  u  HarraTd  Univrmltj  in  !&S^i; 
tiiinpk'liMl  hia  tbeoi^j^icftl  preparation  m  1835;  and 
^114  itf-ttW  over  the  Uniuridn  church  in  Newport, 
KhoJe  Ulitid»  of  ^hich  he  hiu  ev<?r  tan^  been  the 
ptatnr,  io  III*  (irginaing  of  Il^^7.  His  fint  p^ietical 
intitioitiotiVtM  a  lr»r»alation  nf  Schjllgr's  "  WiU 
lUto  Tell,"  pflnted  wionymouifly  in  ProviiJeiiee  m 
1838,  Trminlalbna  of  -  Mary  Stuart"  &Dd  "The 
MjiiJ  of  Orleans**  were  tnadc  In  «  fear  or  two  afler, 
but  romatn  jet  in  inanuscripl.  About  the  date  of 
Mhtte  luMi^  he  commeticeU  irerajoriB  of  JiiA3«  PaVI, 
EicnTva'^  w  Le^ans,''  *'  Julicl  Senior/'  and  ** Ti- 
tan/' wbirh  hare  been  ain^  complete.  In  1843 
be  puMi«bed  in  Bi)«ton,in  Mr,  Riri.ET'8  aeTlea  df 
•>  SjufCtDiena  of  Foreign  Literatnra,"*  a  Tolume  of 
•  Soiigi  and  Ballada,  from  Ibe  German/' of  Uh- 
Lajfit^  Komiimit^  Bi;&aiJt,  ami  otiion.    In  1845  be 


pubiUbed  «  *'  Poem  delivered  before  the  Phi  lU-U 
Kappa  Btxikty  of  Harrard  CoJIege;"  in  IMT, 
«  Homage  of  the  Art*/'  from  SciriLListi,  wdb  miM 
eetUneouB  glpanings  from  other  Cjeftnan  pnvU  ;  in 
I84R,  **  AquiJnefk  and  other  Piiema/*  embradnij 
a  •*  Poem  on  the  hundreth  Annivcraary  of  tbt?  Red- 
wood Library  /'  in  lB5tJ  the  amatJ  tMUectioa  ratted 
''8on|^  of  Fieid  ar\d  Flood/*  and  m  the  aula*  y<rar 
a  volume  of  ♦*  Get  roan  Lyriis,"  the  prinapal  pioee 
in  which  La  that  of  A^,iMT4«iiT»  Grcty,  (ciount  von 
A  d  I R  s  I'E  H  0 ,)  en  titled  '^  The  fc^bip  C  ind  fin  iitu  n,'  *  i  c  - 
preeeniinfr  an  Americmi  vetiel  with  the%ure-beAd 
of  the  noble  liomnn,  mailing  homo  frooi  Pftii^jwti, 
Mr.  Bn<:>oKfl  has  made  himself  thoroughly  fa- 
miliar  with  the  vpirit  of  German  literature^  and 
haa  been  remarkably  aoceesfiftil  in  mi* I  of  liia  at- 
tempts to  reproduce  it  m  Englivk  Hii  original 
poems  are  chMite  and  elfgant^  mjualty  itiodc«t  in 
deilgn  and  auccesefal  in  exeeution. 


"ALABAMA, 't 

BRri«Ei>  and  breeding,  pale  and  weary. 

Onward  bo  tbi  South  and  Weat, 
Through  dark  wooda  and  Jeaerta  dreary, 

Bv  ft'lentleea  foemcn  pressed ^ 
Came  a  tribe  where  ereniog,  darkling, 

Flushed  a  mighty  ri^er'n  breafit; 
And  they  ciied,  their  faint  eyea  fiparkling, 

**  A  S  a  bani  a  I      Hure  we  real  I ' ' 

By  the  stem  steam-demon  hurried. 

Far  fmm  home  and  acenea  no  bleat; 
By  tlie  c^oomy  care-doga  worried, 

i^let'pU'^a,  bouiie!cg#,  snd  d^trrs^edt 
l^njA  nnd  nighta  beheld  me  hieijig 

Like  a  bird  without  a  neat. 
Till  1  baited  thy  waters,  crykngi 

'■Alabama]!     Here  I  reat !" 

Ob !  when  Ufe'a  [ait  aun  ia  Itlinking 

In  the  pale  and  darkaome  West, 
Aiifl  my  weary  fratne  is  ainking, 

Wiih  ita  cmtM  and  woea  opptaiaed, 
May  I,  a-H  I  drop  the  bun] en 

From  my  aick  knd  fainting  breaat. 
Cry,  l*«ide  the  i welling  Jordau, 

'sAlahacna!     Here  I  reat!" 

*  Acntb^r  lolmn*^  from  \tw  German  pcMti  |a  tlili  »xm^ 
Wnt  *rt-*es  if  t»y  J^^iiff  J*.  Dwiour,  i  ttMsUtor  fif  khiMnd 
vrbtitar^hJp  ^nd  iri^liu. 

t  TlH^fM  It  a  tmdJti^Hi,  that  a  trE1»  Df  tmSl&Diu  dv^tvd 
mM  b:4rtl  ^ruamd  hj  a  tann  pow^rrul  fcm,  n^dud  la  lli«lr 
ta^ht^iU^r*  whpFT  xhMr  rhhrrwt  ap  a  ni^ff  iiul  «i]L(ilil«vl, 
*'  A  \^i^mmm  *"  t  *(prd  i]i«vitn;;»  ^*  Jlsfi  ir«  twit,'^  vhkh  tram 
t  tbe  H*ar't 


TO  THE  MTSSISSIPPL 

Ma jmiTtO  atream  1  along  thy  batika, 
In  aikal«  atatety,  aolemn  ranka, 
The  fbreatiE  mand,  and  deem  with  pride 
To  gnie  upon  thy  mi^htj  tide  • 
A»  when,  iti  oldent  cta-«4ic  time. 
Beneath  a  soft,  blue,  Grecian  dime. 
Bent  o>r  the  atage,  in  tkreathtcM  awe^ 
Crowds  thrilled  and  trembled,  hm  ihey  aiw 
Sweep  by  the  pomp  of  human  life, 
The  aouuding  flood  of  potion 'a  atrLfe, 
And  the  great  stream  of  history 
Glide  on  before  llie  musing  eye* 
There^  row  on  row,  the  gaxera  riae; 
Above,  look  down  the  arching  skiet; 
O'er  all  thoee  gathered  muttitodca 
£*uch  deep  and  vokeful  ailenee  brooda, 
Methiriku  one  mighty  heart  I  hear 
Beat  high  with  hope,  or  <]Uike  with  feaf  ;- 
E'en  BO  yon  gforea  and  fore^U  aeem 
Speeliitaf«  of  this  ruahing  stream. 
In  iweppingt  drdiog  ranka  they  riae. 
Beneath  the  blue,  overarching  iikic«; 
They  crowd  around  and  ^^rwaxd  lean, 
A  a  eager  to  tiehotd  the  scene — 
To  aee,  proud  river?  sparkling  wlde^^ 
The  long  procenton  of  rby  tiile, — 
To  stand  «nd  gaxe,  and  feet  with  the« 
All  thy  unuttered  eostaty. 
It  eeems  aa  if  a  heart  did  thrill 
Within  yon  IbrrMta,  ifeep  and  t»tiU, 
So  soft  and  ghost-like  ii  the  aound 
That  stirt  their  aolitudes  profound. 


C.  p.   CRANCH. 


Tas  fnndfntJiPT  of  Mr.  CaA^^cii  wu  Judge 
KlCA4Bi^»  C  RAN  en,  of  Qubcf,  MasmchuseEts, 
wd  \m  gnodrnQlher  Mary  Smith,  i  swtcr  of  the 
wi^of  the  fitvt  PnfsiJrnt  Adajis.  H»  i«lher, 
CbierJuftlJn  WrLUiiK  CttASUH^  of  WMlimgton, 
marmd  i  Mat  Guiti'^LE.^r,  one  of  ^hoAe  akten 
wia  the  Wife  of  >'oau  WnajSTRit,  Ibe  leijoi^ra- 
plivr^aad  sn other  tiie  wife  of  Judge  BAirci,  Jktber 
of  the  nuthor  of  *'  Athctiia  nf  Daaiftscut,*'  &^% 
Judge  Cn  ^NCH  tbi*  joUDg«r  rvniowd  tothe  Dbtrict 
<»f  Cotumbift  m  u'^l,  i&d  OoitfOfaim  PeAnii 
C&4J»€H  iitati  born  in  AlexBiiilnmitm  the  elgblh  of 
IfsM^  IS  J  3.  Mis  boybooJ  wu  paeeeJ  on  l^e 
Vlririiiui  itde  of  the  Potomac,  hut  in  13^6  tbe 
ibmily  •etlled  in  W*«bmgIon,  and  two  jeant  after- 
ward be  entered  Columtiinn  College,  ivhere  be 
WM  graduated  in  183!i  Having  decided  to  enter 
tlt/emioiBtry  of  the  Unitarian  rburcb,  he  now  pT4V 
Cftedet!  fo  Cambridge,  ivhere  hepaased  tbfee  year* 
in  the  divinity  srhool  connt^cted  tvjtb  Harvard  Cot- 
kfe,  and  in  1S34  becatne  a  bccntiaU^  He  did  not 
■title  anywheie  a«  a  pafltoi-,  but  prcQ^rhed  a  conai- 
Jfrahl«  lime  in  Peoria,  lUinoii;;  H kh mo ud, Virginia; 
Bsnfo^  Maine;  WabhmKton,  and  othpr  pfacec. 

Be  gtadnalJy  wilbdrew  from  the  rJerical  pro- 
§gmkoOt  and  finaUji  about  the  year  1^42^  deter-' 
im«d  to  devote  hijmeJf  entirely  to  pdntlng,  for 
wbirh  he  had  ahown  an  early  prediLeetlon  and 
Tery  deridt'd  talents.  He  waa  never  a  regular 
ptipil  of  any  one  aniit,  but  received  friendly  ft*»i«t- 
Ancf  from  Mr»  Dika^d  and  olber*.  and  oltvuyB 
itudied  mill  enlbuniaEtm  from  nature.  In  Oet^ 
iirr,  18113.  h^wttTt  married  lo  Mifi*  Eu/AHicru  dr 
\ViM>Ttf*f  KL*hkiU,  on  tbt'  Iludson,  and  from  thiii 
peri4>1  until  1817  resiided  priiictpolly  in  Xcw  Yort, 
in  ibe  atdiduouji  prartiro  of  bi»  art,  in  wbieh  be 
m dde  ve r]^'  ra pi d  i n i prove m e n t.  He  now  jiroceed wl 
I.]  Italy,  where  for  tw<i  or  livrt-e  yeans  hi'  waa  an 
induct rioy»  and  Jiaccefistul  student  in  the  galle- 
Tien,  and  produred  nmny  fine  original  lauds  rape 
^udir#.  In  1*^53  he  went  a  *econd  lime  to  Eu- 
TO|^re,  and  baa  iiuce  made  hia  bome  in  Pam>    His 


BEAITTY. 

S\T,  where  doe*  beauty  dwell  ? 
t  gaied  upn  the  dance,  where  ladiea  bright 

WtremovinBT  in  the  light  [flowen. 

Of  mirmrs  and  of  bmjw;  vrith  muaic  and  with 
Danrcd  on  the  jdyuua  bourn  ; 
And  fuireji^t  l»o«nms 
Heaved  bappity  beneath  rbewinter-roa* 
And  it  ia  wdl : 
Youth  bath  it*  time— 
Merrj  hearta  will  merrily  ehime. 
The  forma  were  fair  to  see, 
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couno  as  an  artist  haa  been  marked  by  %  atriet 
regard  to  tmlb  Dad  nature,  and  1:^  ranlu^  nmon; 
the  firai  of  our  londneape  psintera*  A  taate  for 
muaic  ia  also  one  o^  bia  atrong  dtamcteriatiai,  ind 
boa  been  carefully  cultivated. 
Mr^  Cbanoii  wa«  aoKOciaCed  with  Ginmf^m  Hir^ 

LIT,  R^LPH  WAtnO  EMBtl303J,  MAnuAHKT  FvL* 

LRR,  and  others  of  the  achooJ  of  «  Boston  traniwreHd- 
entafiijlo,''  aa  a  writer  for  "  The  Dial/*  and  aome 
of  bifl  earliest  and  best  lyrieai  eflTusions  appeared  in 
that  reraarkable  periodical.  In  185-1  he  puldi«hetl 
in  Philadelphia  a  small  volume  of  his  *♦  PoeiOR," 
which  wa»  iheirpiy  reviewed  by  old^lpbiotied  rrU 
tics ;  but  it  wa«  not  addreaaed  to  Ihem  :  **ilim  we 
will  aeek,"  the  poet  oajBt 

**  ait'd  noiK  b'^t  lilUL, 
Whoa*  iBmrd  annw  t»th  ^.■•t  gpumti^iml 
Wb^tw  mul  1ft  *t»{ws]  In  K»tnTv'itliw«, 

WtwtPTM  til*  bii*Mt«i«i  laflftifM 

WltlL  djMp  aud  vTPt  tui«'  ditUjsbtt 

And  cmnisHi,  vtHfv'vr  \m  jmn*. 

The  lubom  JWvtoAM  of  tbc  r4«<i 

Tbe  parfaw  as  Of  J*aiadliw^ 

yjia  talfaiuaii  a^OTs  «U  |n-i«— 

Tb»  uptk  iflaai  iliaf  «lui  (Wmij  Cm 

Tbc  mMuiiue  0rtl)(i  otnidit  mtut-^ 

Tbi  kirj  tlut  DjHv  thf  sr*^Atm  driarw 

Vihtn  mrth  ad^  howtvii  lisi«  pKwl  tWlr  tUtrm— 

Thtr  Enagk  rlagt  tlirKa^haolet^»  Hiod— - 

Tbi?  LI  Ue-dwt]  tv  WtmOiTr^Liid  i-- 

Tbe  tti^ijtu  tlut  a*«rbakaUi  mmm^ 

The  flfclTTo  J  ant  nf  lABonOM.^ 

And  the  ctaas  *rbo  pa wthemseNes  reflected  in  tbean 
lines,  and  ui any  others  too,  discovered  meritu  flisdt> 
cided  a*  they  aie  peculiar  iji  Mr^CaAXcn'jN  poelrV' 
He  bori  imagination  aa  well  a«  fane),  great  jhH'tic 
aensibiltty,  and  a  atyle  that  denpife  abundant  con- 
eeita  is  very  striking  and  attractive.  He  hat  pub^ 
ILshed  no  iweond  collection  of  bis  poems,  but  coji< 
tmues  to  be  an  occaaional  writer,  and  fn>a*  lime 
to  time  givea  the  public  speduiens  of  bis  abiiittea 
throug^h  the  columns  of'*  The  Tribune,**  or  some 
favorite  magaxine* 


The  tones  were  sw«et  to  the  ear ; 
But  there 's  beauty  more  rare  to  m« — 
That  beauty  waa  not  here. 

]  alood  in  the  open  ajr. 

And  (^;ted  on  nature  there^ 

The  beautiful  alara  were  over  my  bea*U 

The  crescent  moon  bunff  o*er  the  weat; 
Beauty  o'er  river  and  bill  waa  apresd* 

Wooing  the  feveriah  sout  to  rest ; 
Beauty  breathed  in  the  «neniner-bfeeia. 
Beauty  rot^*d  the  whi^^H^riag  trees, 
Was  mirror'd  in  the  tteeping  billow « 
Waa  bending  in  the  twaylng  willow » 

■itr 
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ON  HEARING  TRIUMPHANT  MUSIC. 

That  jojou*  rtnin, 
Wmke — vrake  i^tn  I 
O'er  the  tlc^ad  EttUnesB  of  my  ft^uJ  it  lingers. 

Ritig  oiil,  ring  oat 

Th*  niUii<>ahout  I 
I  heir  the  Bounding  of  Xhy  flyinff  fingeft, 
Atid  to  mj  ioui  the  hArmoDj 
Come»  Like  a  irenhemng  ne^ 

Agwtfi,  »gmiti  t 

Farewetl^  dull  pain ;  [quiTer  ; 

Tbau  henrt-ftche,  me  DOl  vvhile  lluiie  harp^alriDge 

I  fee\  •  Knsfl 
Of  ft  n«w  Life  come  like  •  ruBbing  nvat 

Fresh etiiTig  tht*  foutitaiiii  parela'd  fisd  dry 
Tb»t  in  Kiy  spirit  Uis. 

That  glotiou4»  utraJn ! 
Oh  !  fruni  niy  hrnin 
I  »ee  the  ^htdowit  flinitig  like  vcared  ^oetel 
A  light,  a  light 
Sbinci  in  ionig^ht 
Eerttnd  the  gciod  nsin^ln  truoping  tn  their  po«l<^- 
And  the  bLick  cloud  i*  rent  in  twun 
Beft^re  ih«  leccnjlmg  iimn- 

ft  di(»  »w*y^ — 
li  will  not  stay — 
80  i^reel— W)  flectinff*     Yet  to  me  it  fpake 
^tringG  p««ce  of  mind 
I  could  not  find 
Before  th^t  mumph-Atmin  thesikxioG  brake. 
80  let  it  c^er  come  lo  me 
With  iin  nndytog  bty-moDf. 


STANZAS. 

TfiiimiiT  IS  dcpfKir  than  all  speech  ; 

Fe4:lmc  drrprr  than  (ill  thciuijbt: 
80 uU  to  ioii\&  c(in  never  leach 

What  unto  LheruiielveB  waa  taught 

We  arc  fpifits  clad  in  Teilai 
Man  t'v  man  wan  never  seen : 

All  aur  dt*fp  cornmuuing  fail* 
To  nfnjo¥u  the  ahadowy  ncreen. 

Ileurt  to  heart  wos  never  known: 
Mind  With  tiiind  did  rierer  mceti 

We  are  columna  left  alone, 
or  a  lemplc  once  cnmpltfte* 

Likr*  th^  stari  that  gem  the  f^ky^ 
Fat  Apart,  thouj^h  Hermiing  near, 

In  Liur  light  we  HOutter'd  He ; 
All  li  thuj^  but  Biarlight  berc. 

Whsii  i«  »:icia]  company 

l!ut  a  haMihuiT  tiummer  atream ! 
What  our  ivwe  philosophy 

iJut  tb**  glanong  of  a  dream  t  - 

Otdr  when  t hi?  nun  of  Ioto 

Mtrtttf  the  itratier'd  Mam  of  thought, 
Oidy  wbrti  we  liie  ahove 

What  ibc  dim -eyed  world  hath  tftught. 


Only  when  oor  aomU  are  1^ 

By  the  fount  which  gave  them  birth, 
And  by  in* [li ration  led 

Which  tlicy  never  drew  from  earth ; 

We,  like  pftfted  drops  of  rain, 
Swelling  till  they  meet  and  run, 

Shall  he  all  abiiorbed  again, 
Molting,  flowing  into  one, 


MARGARET  FULLER  08S0LI- 

OH,«till  sweet ^ummerUays!  Oh,moonlighlnigma, 

Alter  to  drear  a  atorm  how  can  ye  «bine  ! 
Oh,  umihng  world  of  many-h«ed  delight*. 

How  canst  thou  'round  ourfrad  heartH  «tiil  entwino 
Tbe  aecuB  to  m  ed  wreathe  of  pi  eas tire!  H  o  w ,  ob  D 1  y , 
W  ak  e»E  ihon  ao  fu  11  of  beauty  \    Twibgb  t  dt^p^ 
How  lUeat  tbou  no  traJiqutUy  awjiy  t 

And  how,oh3flghl,bring'iit  thi>u  Uie  Rpbete  ofaleep. 
For  »he  id  ix,Qne  from  ua — gone,  loit  (brevef— 

In  the  iriUl  hiUowt  awn Uo wed  up  and  IdnI — 
(■one,  full  of  love,  lt&^  bope,  and  bigb  endeavor, 

Jufit  wben  fve  would  hav«  weleom'd  ber  tbe  moMU 

Was  Ll  Jbr  thfa — oh,  woman,  true  And  pufe* 

That  life  tbro'  shade  and  light  bad  form'd  thy  niinJ 
To  feel,  ima trine,  reaaon.  and  endure — 

To  soar  6>t  truth,  to  lahour  for  mankind  T 
Waa  it  for  thin  aad  end  \kian  triireat  thy  paft 

In  dceda  and  words  fi>r  atrugifting  ftaly, — 
Devoting  tby  large  mind  and  laifcer  h«art 

That  Borne  in  later  Java  might  yet  be  (re©  t 
And,  from  thai  home  driven  out  by  tyranny, 

Dtd«l  turn  to  aee  thy  fatherland  onc«  mom, 
Bearing  alfet^tion'a  deitreiii  tiei^  wUh  ihec^ — 

And  aa  tbe  \emei  bore  thi-e  to  our  ehore^ 
And  bope  rone  to  fulfilmenl— on  the  d^i^ck 

When  frjends  neetnM  abnost  Iwdioning  unto  thee: 
Oh,  God  !  the  fearful  *torm— the  splitting  wrerk— 

The  ilrownmg  hilUiwi  of  the  dreary  «ea  I 

Oh.  many  a  heart  was  atrirken  dumb  witb  ^ef « 

W  c  w  ho  h  nd  k  n  o w  n  tbee  b  ere — bad  met  th  ee  lb  "  f <? 
Where  Rome  threw  goldert  tj»;ht  on  ei'ery  Ira  I 

Life's  volume  turned  in  thut  enchanted  air- 
Ob,  friend  J  how  we  recall  the  llaliundaya* 

Amid  the  (J^sar**  ruined  palace  halla— 
The  Goli»eum  and  the  f>enLnn?d  blaio 

Ofpruud  felt,  Peter's  dome— tbe  Siatino  walli* — 
The  lone  Campagna  and  the  »itlago  gfeen — 

Tlifl  Vatican — tbe  muaic  and, dim  light 
Of  gorgeouf  tem|d<'* — statu e^s,  pictnnw,  aei'iv 

Witb  tbee  :  ibiwe  atinny  dj*ja  peiuni  so  bright, 
Now  thini  art  gone  !     Thou  bant  a  fairer  world 

Than  that  bright  cb me.   The  dn-aoj*  that  fdlV  Thee 
Now  find  divine  fom jdetion, and^ onfurrd»      [hvFtn 

Tby  spmi  wingii,  find  out  tbe ir  own  lugbtLphefe* 

Fare  Weill   t  ho  u  gh  t-gifted .  tioi  ilc-h  ear  ted  on  f ! 

W  c,  who  have  known  tbw.  k  now  thou  ait  noi  loat ; 
The  atar  that  aet  in  atdrmn  «tiU  ibine*  upon 

Tbe  o'en.  had  awing  eloud,  anil  when  wi;  norrow 
In  the  blUF  ■[^acoa  f>f  Ood'tt  Armament        [m^Mt* 

Beam#out  wah  purer  li»i  hi  than  we  bave  knuWQ, 
Above  the  te(Ofjr»t  and  tbo  wild  lament 

Of  ihiifse  who  weep  the  radiant  ihat  ia  Uown- 
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HENRY   THEODORE    TUCKERMAN. 


[Borm  1813.] 


The  TucKERXAir  family  is  of  German  origin, 
and  the  name  is  still  common  in  the  states  of  Ger- 
many, where,  however,  it  is  npelled  with  a  double  w. 
In  a  history  of  the  country  of  Braunselweig  and 
Lunebcrp,  by  Willi  ax  Hat^kxastx,  published 
in  Luncl)crg  in  1827,  allusion  is  made  to  one  of 
the  kindred  of  the  Tuckermans  in  America,  Pe- 
f  TKii  Tl'ckkrmax,  who  is  mentioned  as  the  last 
abbot  of  the  monastery  of  Riddac^hausen.  He 
was  chosen  by  the  chapter  in  IG21,  and  at  the 
same  time  held  the  appointment  of  superintendent 
or  court  preacher  at  Wolfcnbuttill.  By  the  moth- 
er's side,  Mr.  Tuckermait  in  of  Irish  descent 
The  name  of  his  mother's  family  is  Keatitto.  In 
Macaulat's  recent  history  he  thus  speaks  of  one 
of  her  ancestors,  as  opfXMinj^  a  military  deputy 
of  Jamer  IU  in  his  persecution  of  the  Protestant 
£n:Tiigh  in  Ireland,  in  1G86:  «  On  all  questions 
which  arose  in  the  privy  council,  Tthcosxel 
showed  similar  violence  and  partiality.  Johx 
Kr.ATivo,  chief-justice  of  the  common  pleas,  a 
man  distinguished  for  ability,  integrity,  and  loyal- 
ty, represented  with  great  mildness  that  perfect 
r<iuality  was  all  that  the  general  could  reasonably 
ask  for  his  own  church/'  Mr.  Tuckerman  is  a 
ncjiliew  of  the  late  Kev.  Dr.  Joseph  Tl'ckerm  ax, 
a  memoir  of  whom  has  recently  ap{)oarcd  in  Eng- 
land, and  who  is  generally  known  and  honoured 
as  the  originator  of  the  **  Ministry  at  Large,"  an 
institution  of  Christian  benevolence  qnd  eminent 
utility.  His  mother  was  also  related  to  and  partly 
educated  with  another  distinguished  Unitarian  cler- 
gyman, Joseph  Stevens  Buckmi^isteh,  whose 
memory  is  yet  cherished  in  Boston  by  all  lovers 
of  genius  and  character. 

Mr.  TucKERMAX  was  born  in  Boston,  on  the 
twentieth  of  April,  1813.  After  preparing  for  col- 
lege, the  state  of  his  healtli  rendered  it  necessary 
for  him  to  relinquish  his  studies  and  seek  a  milder 
climate.  In  September,  1833,  he  sailed  from  New 
York  for  Havre,  aAd  after  a  brief  sojourn  in  Paris, 
proceeded  to  Italy,  where  he  remained  until  the 
ensuing  summer.  In  the  spring  after  his  return 
he  gave  the  results  of  his  obsi*rvation  to  the  pub- 
lic, in  a  volume  entitled  "The  Italian  Sketch- 
Book,"  of  which  a  third  and  considerably  augments 
cd  edition  appeared  in  New  York  in  1849.  Mr. 
TucKERXAir  resumed  and  for  a  time  pro«ecuted 
his  academical  studies,  but  again  experiencing  the 
injurious  effects  of  a  sedentary  life  and  continued 
mental  application,  he  embarked  in  October,  1837, 
for  the  Mediterranean ;  visited  Gibraltar  and  Malta, 
made  the  tour  of  Sicily,  and  after  a  winter's  resi- 
dence in  Palermo,  crossed  over  to  the  continent 
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The  winter  of  1838  he  pataed  chiefl j  in  Floienn, 
and  returned  to  the  United  Statn  in  the  cooncar 
the  ensuing  summer.  In  1 839  he  pabliibed  **  I» 
bel,  or  Sicily,  a  Pilgrimage/*  in  whidi,  nadcr  tiw 
guiso  of  a  romance,  he  givea  many  intcimiBi 
descriptions  and  reflections  inciilent  to  a  lonr  ii 
Sicily.  This  work  was  reprinted  in  London,  in 
1 846.  In  1845  he  finished  his  ••  Thoughts  on  the 
I'oets,"  in  which  he  has  discussed  the  Gbaneteri»> 
tics  of  the  chief  masteis  of  modem  song.  Iloi 
work  has  passed  through  semal  aditioBa.  In  1848 
he  gave  to  the  press  his  «  Artist  Life,  or  Sketohet 
of  eminent  American  Painters;"  in  1849,  "Cha- 
racteristics of  Literature,  illustrated  by  the  Gcoist 
of  Distinguished  Men ;"  in  1850,  «TIm  Optimiit," 
and  a  <*Life  of  Commodore  Talbot  ^  in  1851, 
a  second  series  of  **  CharaeteristicB  of  latcratorer 
in  1853  '*The  Diaiy  of  a  Dreamery"  '•A  Mcaw- 
rial  of  ORE£NorGn,"and  «  Mental  Portiailif  ind 
in  1854,  ••A  Month  in  England."  A  ooUodion 
of  his  ^  Poems"  appeared  in  1861,  bat  it  enbcacci 
oidy  a  small  proportion  of  thoee  be  had  piMiriwid 
in  the  magazines  and  newspapera. 

Mr.  TucKEBM AN*8  poems  are  in  a  great  variety 
of  mcBsures;  they  are,  for  the  moat  part,  apic^ 
sions  of  graceful  and  romantic  aentiment,  bnt  an 
otlen  fruit&  of  his  reflection  and  illustiaiioiisof  hii 
taste.  The  little  piece  called  *<  Mary"  is  adcUght- 
ful  echo  of  emotions  as  common  as  cultnri  of  b^ 
and  refinement  of  feeUng ;  and  among  his  senaeH 
pre  some  very  pleasing  eismplea  of  this  kind  of 
writing.  In  these  works  he  has  oecaaional^  dons 
injustice  to  his  own  fine  powers  hy  the  cudeii- 
ness  with  which  he  has  adopted  fiuniliar  idcsi^ 
images,  and  forms  of  expression,  from  other  writen 
Considering  the  nature  of  the  poetic  principle,  lbs 
author  of  an  Essay  on  American  Ptoattj  which  ap- 
peared in  1841,  obsenres: 

^  lie  trho  looks OQ  lAkaQsofgi^andassBtkssaa  rissaa 
Mnrkituiw,  or  Ilatens  to  tiM  giand  Mnsla  ef  a  staim.  Is  A- 
TeHU'd,  Ibr  a  ttane,  of  a  porttai  ef  ths  aHfljef  Ui  aslan." 
The  alteration  Mr.  Tucxbbiiav  makes  in  tbs 
paraphrase  of  this  in  his  highly-finished  prodoe- 
tion,  ^  The  Spirit  of  Poetry, "puUiahed  Ihrsaycais 
afterwards,  is  unquestionably  an  improvancnt: 
*'  Who  that  bfts  rocked  upon  Lake  OsoiiA  tUK 
\Vhi>ii  Its  eh«r  ripples  In  ttis  BMOaUiht  glMs .... 
And  who  Magaia's  tofuHniiss  bas  kaovap 
The  rainbow  dhdem,  the  saMrald  sooib 
Nor  felt  thy  speU  each  kaser  tkoogkt  soaftnL' 
Hypercritical  rsaden  may  fcncj  that  tha  gna- 
matical  relations  of  the  last  won!  of  tha  aaeond 
line  here  copied  demand  that  it  ahooU  ba  wiillM 
glidec/,  but  it  wiU  not  be  denied  that  tha  anhrtilip 
tion  of  •<  Niagara*'  for  «a  atom"  iwdMi tepit- 
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ng*  for  1I10TV  Hfttiofiftlr  «ina»  vtOTmi  maj  occnr 
mnvwbiM^  (enccept  in  Eeypt),  while  tbc  gmnJ  c*U* 
net  ti  an  orcbt^lrion  of  vrhof«  wtioroui  music  we 
hmve  t  fbrtmiBtc  monopolj.  Thci  cbangfi  taadf? 
tn  a  Un«  from  JoHTisnif,  which  Mr.  Tuck kkm ax 
tntfXHluce^  into  Ui«  ncit  page  of  thU  efog^nt  poccDf 
auinol,  p«f ki}w,  he  m  catiiy  il«fead^ ; 

"  T«  nte  te  pAtat  tod  to  iD4iu]  tba  bvrt," 
y  made  bf  faim  to  reaJ, 

«  El  alt*'  ia  prtaaihly  a  hellef  word  than  *<raja6,** 

but  Xhn  {Kftct  douLitlcM  lulnititiit^d  *^  retiovnte'^  fbr 
»  metid"  froEQ  an  erroneDii;^  taipressioQ  ibat  il  k 


from  the  m&n  unmcdintd  tofabuTarf  of  eommou 
life,  ai^d  hen<^  ha  tie  preferred  on  Ehe  prinriplra 
announced  by  Mr,  WontniWOiitH;  but  thougli 
thcAc  oceful  induiiirialii  wbo  attempt  u»  obbivrattt 
the  evidencea  of  ago  in  our  seedy  h«bilimrnK  fre- 
quently difplaj  in  cotiRptruoUA  JrtK^n  the  verb 
^'renovaU'*  upon  their  si^ boards,  it  should  not  It*^ 
forgotten  lb  at  thfty  intend  by  it  a  Ifirgei  proD>i#e 
tbwi  that  of  simply  ♦^  raendiJDg/'  w  Mr.  IU'ckkil- 
MAW  9eem9  to  auppoae. 

Of  Mf,  TtJOKiMfA^'i  eharaelerta  m  ruayii^t, 
Homt  more  particular  obaerrattona  may  Itr  ft  mini 
in  ray  ^^  Prose  H  rit^re  of  America.^'  Hv  hm  ip- 
ilded  ibr  wreral  3«afa  in  the  cily  of  New  Yorlt# 


} 


OIOVANNL* 

Wn*f  abade  baa  Wlen  thia1ov«d  ibreabold  o*er 
Without  glad  pre«9g«  nerer  cjon^d  befofe  ! 
Why  tirouijh  tiie  piwtdoei  starUed  mumory  range» 
T\mn  ahrink  to  meet  the  decolaling  chAngo  1 
If  u*bed  il  the  dweUing,  cold  the  beartbatone  now. 
WboMt  |{k»w  playt  not  upon  thy  masllly  brow : 
For  curdiaJ  graE|>  of  handji  the  pleading  eye, 
For  lettemt  talk  the  faintly  amUhered  sigh, 
lot  kboLa  intent  to  folt*,  fwpoiid,  6t  cheer. 
Thin*"  wan  (rtrnt  !»"»,  *»un»  itKotvi^ed  wiih  foar; 
ForHantl  phjlo*ophy  and  ffeTiiml  wit, 
Wontiound  Ibw  grmip  iimtiiu'tivdy  io  (lil, 
Half-tittervd  pmyct**  the  iiiilncfrb  of  diiiuay 
fn  draad  flO^penBe  eibau^t  tlu^  wmter  day. 
Tbe  lt«en«al  )>aTiK  biittmnity  mn  ]e«l 
C»na  in  that  hour  of  nature*a  mut«  appeal, 
Aa  waned  oupTirssioo  to  vm  la^t  ecli{wn« 
And  ipt'ech  k^^^  pakii'd  on  iby  Ui^id  lips; 
Xvl  ibuught  and  love  before  the  pnrling  sigh, 
Conv^ilji'd  and  Hitlicrcd  in  thy  glazmg  cifC* 
The  arliAt-fncnd,  who^e  triumph  thou  believed 
Ere  bn^e  oriiiune<i  or  gtutus  had  acbioTcd, 
Ctoucbt'd   by    lb c  form,  now  stilled  m  dcatb'a 

Strove  vshh  ditn  eyefi  thy  lineaments  to  trace. 

**  Yet  ejtn  it  In-  V  our  htartA  Iwwijdercd  cried, 

M  Thiti  he,  the  idi>J  of  thiM  home,  haa  died  V 

The  Umrti'i'r  which  in  calm  delight  he  hung, 

Tbeplatnlkve  ihyinelbat  trembled  from hia tongue, 

I'he  bohnrrd  viTiiiW*  h»  fondly  fii>ugbt| 

(K  ihtme  who  comjiieri>d  i)t  iho  realm  of  thought, 

BiA  demenU  of  Lfe— tln^ae  all  are  here, 

Atul  itinm  than  theac — >ll]e  los^ed-<»nea  round  the 

hier. 
Two  wbo«*  gray  b air  with  daily  joy  be  crownad, 
Two  wlio  iti  him  frsiternal  guidance  found. 


■  JfiiiS  W,  f  *^\^(-l«,  )r^  rldi^t  r>Q  of  rfa«i  t^niitn»Dt  mud 

l.rrMi^hi  r<ii  l<y  ftti-i'iuM  JuYijttoti  t<:>  DKtllcMl  i^tuJUs  and 
allPLiijjiirri  Uj^rn  lb*,  pvir.  tlu  wu  a  jouth  «f  miv  pr> 
ial^  itia  irpi**!  (W'(«'^i»ipll>UiHiJftii:  and  p^rbAj*  U»nr(-  wu 

bIbuLii)  r^r  Tni¥*t^}  Ji-vmmrt  [rotn  no  |jing:Q  an*  dUtiagitiiabi 
ti4  «^i  AMb-  mMAifi4  n*  ilMt  wbkb  Mffltu|iaitliid  hia  nnaliiii 

fmoilLi^t'xl  iit  h  ^i*r?  LiuprtwItdiDatiUittyfir.UUttESkan 
«dd  |MntmmE  trlriiil  otiho  EkniUf , 


When  up  the  aisle  jamiliar  to  thy  tread, 
Moved  the  long  train  liy  wbttif-roljed  poator*  lad, 
And  at  the  ali«r,  where  thoti  oft  ba*i  bowiid, 
W«  tearful  kuelt^  and  laid  Ihee  in  thy  nbrnud  * 
When  thoMH  deep  tone*  on  wiild)  with  youtlirul 

pude, 
Fof  wisdom *i  banquet  Uioo  wo  well  rtliffd, 
Ureathcd  Ibo  laat  prayer  that  miMtal  htea  dday, 
In  Altering  aeeenU  o'er  thy  ■en«rle«i  eJay  i 
The  atemevt  wept,  and  e\i-n  i^orlU!^  mt^n 
Felt  the  poor  rpfuge  of  ambition  then. 
The  Chrifitmaa  gartaiida  hiUl  witli  v»  r^lure  bong, 
The  temple  where  thy  funeral  hf  mn  waa  auug, 
And  aa  il  (echoed,  likr  a  l^oly  upell, 
The  bleat  aaaurance  of  a  nhoit  furi^u  rJl, 
A  flood  of  lunibine  broke  upon  our  aigbt. 
And  wrealbed  Ibe  mournen*  wW*  niipfftial  light i 
In  golden  miala  the  peacefbl  eadenca  di^, 
Alid  Nature  bailed  what  Faith  baa  propheaiod  I 
Ab  !  might  Gri^f  nentle  In  ibiii  Mitred  air, 
Shielded  from  view  and  un profaned  by  can! 
Hflw  graiea  the  diacord  of  the  teeming  itreet, 
The  rush  of  steed*,  and  tramp  of  buay  fctfli 
How  v^aiti  the  vtir,  Low  pitile«a  the  glare. 
To  tboae  wbo  aorrow^s  aching  badg(?!a  wearf 
Yet  even  here  our  brother 'a  worib  appeara, 
To  fill  wiih  honour  bia  remembered  yeara; 
In  yonder  pile*  —  the  wretch'a  laat  rcirca.t, 
Where  Charity  and  9cien«s  nobly  meet. 
With  flteulfoftt  heart,  with  lore-inapircd  briiji| 
And  patient  x»l,  he  nimiatcred  to  pain. 
Welcome  the  Ttatia  of  the  billa  and  aeo, 
V^'hnse  pure  endianUnonta  ever  aolaced  th«e, 
A  a  from  the  city 'a  alrife  our  dark  array, 
Emerged  to  meet  the  Ibmt  and  the  bay ; 
There  ta  a  halm  in  Nafure'a  open  face 
Tbat  over  angubb  raata  a  aoothing  graee ; 
1'he  nindt  mourn  wiltt  U",  and  ibe  fn'iing  day 
Berenety  whispera — all  must  paaa  awa^  ; 
Each  hc/b  and  tree  wjlh  proMiiiw  are  imbued, 
Withered  10  bloom,  deapodvd  to  hv  reiii^wed; 
From  every  knoll  a  boundlc«a  void  vre  ae«> 
SOf  love  berefl,  appeam  the  worhl  la  tliee: 
Here  where  the  porta  It  of  the  Ea«l  ariie^ 
And  fdfa  Ibe  earliest  grating  from  the  akiea, 
Our  beav^  hurilen  in  the  earth  wa  lay, 
Far  heavier  tliat  our  hearts  muat  bear  awiji 

*  Tbtt  New  York  HupttaL 


I 


r 


BISMRY  T-  TUCKERMAN. 


MABY> 

Wmt  though  the  ^ime  ij  old  And  oft  repeated, 

What  though  A  ihoufiand  being*  bc«r  it  novr, 
Ami  »Tiii?  hpEirtfl  oil  ihe  gently  worti  have  t^r&et(»d — 

What  tJiougb  *tja  huUow'd  hy  a  poet's  ?ow! 
Wf  CTpr  le*o  theroii«>  and  yet  it^  bloom) Dg 

U  «  fii miliar  npture  lo  th«<  eye ; 
AnJ  jon  bni;ht  itar  wd  hail  although  ita  IciaminK 

Age  after  age  baa  lU  the  northern  liky, 

A*  ilftny  beanid  o^er  troubled  tnllowft  ftoaling, 

A 9  ganlen  odouf«  t^i  the  deport  blown, 
Id  bofeoma  ^nt  a  gladrioiLie  bojw  7eve«lingi 

Like  patriot  tntiaic  oi  ^liTiKrUoii's  li^nij — 
Thu*,  Uiaa^  for  aye,  the  name  of  Mint  spoken 

Bf  lipA  or  text,  with  mDj?io-like  rontrol, 
TIm  ecmne  of  prcai^iit  thought  has  quickly  broken, 

And  ilOT  d  the  fountains  of  my  inmoat  sou!. 
The  s^fBtttX  t«.lea  of  hyFTian  weal  and  sorrow. 

The  (iiiTeit  trophies  of  the  liinn^rV  fafne, 
To  tny  fotid  faocv,  Mibt,  w^em  to  borrow 

Celestial  haJosi  from  thy  gen  lie  name : 
The  Gfefiin  artist  gieim'd  from  many  facet. 

And  in  a  pedvct  whole  the  paria  combined* 
So  bare  I  caunted  o'er  dear  woni3n*»  gtaeea 

To  form  the  Miftt  of  my  ardent  njind. 

And  marvel  not  I  Ihua  call  my  ideal — 

We  inly  paint  aa  we  wouhl  have  ihingi  be — 
The  (aneiful  a^^rin^  ever  from  the  real, 

Aa  Aeiiaourrt  roae  irom  out  the  ec^a. 
Who  aiiiilpd  upon  me  kindly  day  by  day, 

In  a  far  land  where  I  witi  sad  and  lone  T 
Who«e  prtienee  now  u  my  delig^hl  away ! 

^uth  angeUi  muat  the  lutnie  blo«f'd  title  own* 

What  (piril*  round  my  weftry  way  are  flyings 

Whai  fortune*  on  tny  future  life  axvait, 
Like  the  mysterious  byintia  the  winds  are  sighing, 

Are  nil  unknown^ in  tru^t  I  hitle  ray  fate ; 
But  if  one  blessing  I  niigljit  erave  from  Heaven, 

'T  would  be  ihai  M*«if  should  my  beiug  cheer, 
Hang  o'er  me  when  the  chord  of  life  la  riven, 

Be  rny  dear  household  wordj  and  my  laat  accent 
b«re. 


«  YOU  CALL  US  LVCOXSTANT," 

Yfir  call  us  inconstantly ou  say  that  we  ceaae 
Our  homai^e  to  |i*y*  at  the  voice  of  caprice  j 
Thmi  we  dally  with  heart* till  ihi^ir  treasures  aieou»^ 
An  !x?ea  drink  the  swtet*  from  a  cluster  of  ttoweri ; 
Fitr  a  moment's  Tefrehhuicut  at  love^a  fountain  atay. 
Then  luni,  with  a  Ihauklc^t  im[^tience,  away. 

And  iLink  you.  indeeiK  we  so  cheerfully  part 
\\  i!  ih  b '  1 1  ft'  *  t  h  J I  fci  i  V  I-  vw  I  i  I  i?B  ti  1  the  o'i!  rw  earied  hea  rt. 
And  LltFd*  rnunil  the  luiur*?  a  [snmiise  ao  bright 
TtiJt  life  *pe™»  n  ^UJ^y,  niul  lirue  a  delight ! 
Fr.im  our  pulhwav  forhTu  can  we  Imnish  the  dove, 
AiwJ  yield  without  puin  the  enchautmenta  of  love  t 

Ykiu  know  not  how  cbiU  and  retentlew  a  wave 
Reflect  ion  v^ill  coat  oVr  the  «oul  of  the  bra  re — 
Huw  ki  rii^y  the  cleyr  ray^  tif  duly  will  ln-am. 
And  fiUrtle  the  heart  hom  it^  pa^M]f>nftte  dream. 


To  tear  the  freah  rose  from  tlio  garland  of  youth, 
And  lay  it  with  tears  on  the  altar  of  truth  I 

We  pass  from  the  presence  of  beauty,  to  think — 
A  a  the  hunter  will  pause  on  the  pre^ripiee  brink— 
*^  For  VK  shall  the  bloom  of  the  f^ladsome  and  fair 
Be  wasted  away  by  the  feller*  of  care  1 
Shall  the  old,  peaceful  nest,  for  my  vako  be  forgot. 
And  the  gentle  and  free  know  a  wearifiome  lot! 

"  By  the  tender  appeal  of  that  beauty,  Wwnns 
flow  you  woo  her  thy  desolate  fortunea  lo  «liarq  I 
O  pluck  not  a  lily  bo  sholterM  and  aweel. 
And  bear  it  not  off  from  it*  genial  relrentf 
Enricti'd  with  tlie  boon  thy  existence  wouUl  Im, 
But  haplesa  the  fate  that  unites  her  to  thee  !'' 

7*hua,  dearest,  the  spell  that  ihy  grace*  entwinqdj 
No  Ockle  heart  breaka,  but  a  reaolute  mUtd ; 
Ttie  pilgnai  may  turn  Irom  the  shrine  with  aJImJIe, 
Vet,  beb'eve  me»  hi*  tiosom  ia  wrung  all  the  while. 
And  one  thought  alone  lend*  a  charm  to  the  pa»t— 
That  hia  bve  conquered  selfUbmesa  nobly  at  l«*t* 
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T«j[  qtiiTTy  wheifcce  thy  form  majeatie  sprung 

Haa  peopled  emzQi  with  grsee, 
Hero«a  and  sodt  thai  elder  bardi  have  «ung» 

A  bright  and  peerleas  race  ; 
But  from  its  aleeptng  vein*  ne'er  roav  befor« 

A  shape  of  lofber  name 
Than  hia,  who  Glory '«  wreath  with  moeknera  worOt 

The  noblest  son  of  Fame. 
Sheathed  la  the  «word  that  Pasiion  never  a laia'd  \ 

Hh  gaze  around  ts  c»^ 
A  a  if  the  joys  of  Freedojo,  newly-gain'd. 

Before  hia  vision  pntmM ; 
Aa  if  a  n alien V  shout  of  love  and  pride 

With  music  fill'd  the  air, 
And  his  calm  soul  was  titled  on  the  tide 

Of  deep  and  grateful  prayei^i 
A»  if  the  crybtal  mirror  of  his  tile 

To  fancy  aweetly  eame^ 
With  scenea  of  patient  toil  and  noble  itTlIb, 

Undimm^d  by  doubt  or  ehimei 
A«  if  the  lofly  purpoac  of  hk  aoul 

Expession  would  Iwiray — 
The  high  resolve  Ambition  lo  <»ntrol, 

And  thrust  her  crowi^  away  I 
Ob,  it  waa  well  in  marble  firm  and  while 

To  carve  our  hero*!  fornix 
Whose  angel  guidance  was  our  strength  in  Bght, 

Our  star  aioid  the  atorm  ! 
Whose  matcld^Ms  truth  boa  made  hia  name  dirinej 

And  human  freedom  surer 
Hia  eoTintry  great,  his  lomb  eiirlhV  dear^t  abnue. 

While  man  and  lime  endure  I 
And  it  is  well  to  place  hi*  image  there, 

Beneath  the  dome  he  blent ; 
Let  meaner  apirita  who  iu  eouneila  ahar«» 

Revere  that  Solent  gucvt ! 
Let  us  go  up  with  high  aftd  sacred  lov« 

To  look  on  his  pure  brow. 
And  aa,  with  toleoin  grace,  he  poinia  ftbov^ 

Renew  the  patriot's  vow ! 
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LUNA;  AN  ODK 

Trt«  wofli  vtmd  hath  it*  htim,  the  «eA  it»  chter, 

Ami ststumn  wooila  their brightatiJ  mymd  btie«; 
Thiti*  i«  ■  jhy  that  love  anJ  loHh  ond^r, 
Antl  Awc  ffubdutfjt: 
The  w»VF-io«*d  «6aftien  anil  th^  harreBl  crew^ 
Wh*Ti  on  rhctr  golden  shpjives  the  quivering  *kw 
Hangfl  like  pure  leara— all  fear  beguile. 
In  glincmij  Irom  their  task  to  thy  malernal  BraUa  ! 
The  mist  c*f  hilllopa  undalaimg  wToatlica. 
#    At  thj  enchanUitg  touch,  a  magic  woof, 
Kni\  curling  ifiwnsc  f«i&tfit  odour  bfcstheft. 
And  m  U^i&porvtit  cloadi  hang*  found  the  Taulted 
Hu^e  iwbergfi,  with  their  cf)'6tal  jpirca      [roof* 

8low  heaving  from  the  north lto  inaiti, 
Uke  frozen  monomenla  of  high  desire* 
JkAinM  to  melt  in  tiothingnesa  again — 
Float  in  thj  mysilic  lieams, 
M  pilei  a^riiil  down  the  tide  of  dreams ! 

A  i^^red  greetif»ff  f»lli 
With  thy  mild  prcBcnce  on  ihe  niinM  fane^ 
Gotomtu  liine^flta]n*d,  dim  frieze*  und  ivi«d  wall«, 
Am  if  «  fi^fid  de Sight  thou  did^t  attuiri 
To  mingle  with  ihe  Past, 
Apd  o*er  her  trophies  lone  ft  holy  m untie  Ci«t  I 
Along  the  billow'i  snowy  creit 
Thy  beama  a  moment  re#t, 
And  then  in  upaikling  mirth  diffloWe  %wmf ; 
Through  fijrMtboughft,  amid  tlie  wither'd  bftvei, 
Thy  Uuhi  a  tracery  weaves, 
Aod  on  Ihi  mo^sy  clam  pa  it^s  rays  fantMlic  pUy. 
With  thee,  ethereal  guide, 
What  referent  joy  to  pace  the  temple  floor, 
An  J  wutch  thy  j&iKef  tide 
OVf  statue, lorrib,  and  arch, its  solemn  radiance  pourT 
I.iki^  a  reWtial  magnet  thou  dost  sway 

The  un turned  waters  in  their  ebb  and  flow, 
The  manijic  ravo*  beneath  thy  pallid  ray, 
And  fjtjft'fl  viiiion*  glow. 
Madonna  of  the  «Lir» !  through  the  cold  priJHm-gTmte 
Thon  ftttalefit,  like  ft  nun  on  mercy  bent. 

To  chwr  the  deiM)]ale,  [«pent ! 

And  uj*her  in  Grief's  tr ara  when  ber  mutu  pang  i« 
I  manrL4  not  that  once  tliy  altars  rase 
yacred  Uj  human  woca, 
Arid  nattooi  deomM  thee  arbitrcaa  of  Fit*, 
To  whom  p»iiimor'd  virgins  made  their  prayer, 
Or  widow*  in  theii  first  dcnpair, 
An'd  wisirful  goird  upon  thy  qufrnly  state, 
As  with  a  rnet-k  oiwu ranee »  ^iidiiij^  by, 

In  mii:ht  and  Uauiy  unci  ate, 
tiiio  lUt^  briihd  chftmherH  of  tlic  »ky ! 
Add  I*-**  I  marvel  that  Endymitin  <igh'd 

To  yield  hii=  wj^irit  unto  thine. 
All!  fi'lt  line  HOuUHied, 
Mikmit  lis  heln^  thy  rece|»live  »hranp! 

A  lulty  (leaoe  is  thine !— the  tided  of  life 
Fluw  tfiiiilv  when  thy  AM^hin^  orb  apfwarft. 
And  TateinnV  le^erM  strife  [Bpherca! 

From  thv  clui^l*'  tjow  imbibe ■  Ihp  ca!mne«  of  Uie 
O  twilsKht  ^lo^>  !  thjt  d<irh  ne'er  awoke 
Eibauatiug  joy,  but  iveuly  ami  fond 
Allii\*  tbt'  iujinortdl  thirst  it  cannot  alake, 
A^^-d  hcASa  the  chafinff  of  the  workday  bond  j 


Give  ma  thy  patiftnt  ipelll^t»  hevr 

With  an  unclonded  brow  the  secret  pain 
(That  floods  my  soul  aa  thy  pale  lieama  the  ftiT> 
Of  hope* that  Rea«>n  quells,  for  Lev*  lo  wake  againr 


TASSO  TO  LEONORA. 

It  to  love  solitude  bee-ans&  my  heart 

May  undisturbed  upon  thy  image  dwell, 
And  in  the  world  to  hear  a  cheerful  part 

To  hide  the  fond  thoughta  that  it*  pulsea  iwell ; 
If  to  recall  with  credulous  delight 

Affection's  faintest  semblances  in  thee. 
To  feel  thy  breath  upon  my  check  at  night, 
And  start  in  anguish  that  it  may  not  lie ; 
If  in  Ihy  presence  ceaiselesiily  to  know 

Delicious  peace,  a  feeling  aa  of  w in gt, 
Content  divine  within  my  bosom  glow, 

A  noble  acorn  of  all  unworthy  things— 
The  quiet  blis«  that  Alls  one's  natal  air, 

\\''hen  once  again  it  fans  ihe  wanderer's  brow, 
The  conscious  spirit  of  the  good  mid  fair^ — 

The  wish  to  be  foreycj  such  as  now  ; 
If  in  thy  abaence  stjll  to  feel  thee  nigh. 

Or  witli  imps! tent  longings  wait«  the  day. 
If  to  be  haunted  by  thy  iove-lit  eye — 
If  for  thy  gtiod  devotedly  to  ptay ; 

And  chiefly  sorrow  that  but  h*Jf  feveal*a 
Can  bo  the  tendeme«*  thai  in  me  lies. 

That  bolieit  pleasure  must  he  alJ  eonceard — 
Bbrinking  from  heartlewa  acoff  or  hft*e  surmise ; 
I^  as  my  being*i  crowning  grace,  to  ble« 

The  iiottr  wo  recognised  each  other' a  truth. 
And  jirith  calm  joy  unto  my  soul  confess 

That  thou  ha*t  realiae*!  the  dreams  of  youth — 
My  «pirit*s  mate,  long  cherished,  though  unknowiv 

Vricnd  of  sny  heart  beitowM  on  me  by  God, 
At  wh*»c  approach  all  visions  else  have  flown 

From  the  vain  path  which  I  ao  long  have  trod ; 
If  from  thy  sweet  caress  to  bear  new  life 

As  one  powess^d  by  a  celcAlial  spell. 
That  armelb  me  against  all  outward  strife^ 

And  ever  breathes  the  watchword— all  is  well ; 
If  with  glad  firmness^  caiting  doubt  aside^ 

To  hare  my  heart  to  thee  without  diJfuise, 
And  yield  it  up  as  to  my  ehoaen  bride. 

Feeling  that  life  vouchsafes  no  dearer  priia ; 
If  thus  to  brend  my  tery  soul  with  thine 
hy  mutual  contccrstioii,  watching  o'er 
The  hollowed  bond  with  loyalty  divine — 
If  this  be  love,— I  Jovc  forover more  \ 


FROM  THE  SPIRIT  OF  POETRY. 

THK  LAvTuF  BEAUTY. 

RiEAo  the  great  law  in  Beauty's  cheering  reign. 
Blent  with  all  ends  through  matter's  wide  domain ; 
She  breathes  Ho|«5*s  language,  and  with  bonndles* 
range  fcbsiige. 

Sublimes  all  fjfmit.  smilee   through  each  suhik 
And  with  in !*eniiate  dementi  combined 
Ordaina  tlieir  constant  ministry  to  mind* 
The  bpoeic  awoke  to  wftft  the  feather'd  seed. 
And  the  cloud-f^uutAina  with  their  dew  to  ^^* 
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Oie^  of  tlie  roofit  trnly  American  of  ocir  poeta, 
th«l  ID,  out  &f  iHmo  whose  charact*ri£tic»  a/e  moit 
directly  and  obviously  rr^ultis  ofi.  Iifpbtii^  fiimiti4ir- 
ity  tti^  the  sceDeiy,  trndiUooB,  and  in«tiiuiji^fiii 
of  OUT  own  (»ucttry»u  William  Hevky  CurEiii. 
Ho^MKR,  of  Avon,  m  wMi*rii  Wew  Ytirk.  Hia 
£i^iher,  a  ilwtio^isheil  Jftwyer,  descended  (torn  a 
Ni^w  EnelAiiil  funilj  whicii  had  furtiLiilie^  in  my 
cm  in  rat  rittuiiH  to  tlie  bench  uiJ  har,  emigrAted  at 
an  Italy  period  from  Connccticiit;  oincl  hid  mat^rw 
qaI  ancp»i*ir*  were  Ihe  firtt  ««iUer»attiong  the  Sene- 
carf,  wbi^iMi  laii^a^e  he  loarntrd  in  tnfaocy  from  hi» 
motlwr'a  tip«,  and  ^hoa^  mythdogy  and  pubLte  and 
ptivit^r  lif«t  be  baa  underaLood  aii  familiarly  as  if 
Uiry  were  hi*  nalaral  inherttance.  He  wtia  bom 
»t  Avon,  on  ihe  Mb  of  May,  18 14,  and  vta*  edu^ 
cated  at  the  Templo  Hill  Academyi  Genciseo,  af 
whkh  the  teanird  Profcaaor  C.  C.  Fklton,  now 
of  H*rr»rd  Univenity,  waa  the  priacipal,  and  at 
OiTir^B  Coilege,  Fm  hi*  literary  pjodueiiona  he 
bad  already  rvcs^vtd  the  honorary  dngrtw  of  tnn*- 
ter  of  arta.  hnm  HamiUtin  College  and  the  Uni- 
TcnHly  of  Vermont,  1»lore  it  waa  conferred  in 
cutine  by  hia  alma  tnater*  He  »ub«K|uei)tly  atu- 
dinl  the  liwj  m  the  office  of  hia  father,  and  oa 
bebg  admitled  t&  practice  became  hia  partner. 
The  renlc  he  baa  held  in  hia  profeaaion  ia  indicated 
by  the  fa^t  that  he  #iiccecded  the  Ute  Honorvblo 
JoR7(  V'orsfj  ai  m&RUT  in  chancery. 

La  1^36,  whdc  Wt«conain  waa  i^tiU  in  almost 
Dndiitur[«d  poieefwion  of  the  Indianrt,  he  apent 
atifnr  time  in  that  territory,  and  for  severai  taonlha 
during  ihe  *i>uibem  liorden^^ar  of  I  Sag  and  t839i 
iccum[janied  by  his  v^ile,  to  whom  be  had  juat 
been  murri^l,  he  was  an  invaliid  among  Ihe  ever- 
gb*le*  of  Florida,  In  iheio  esi  cum  ions  ho  had 
iinpli"  opjMirtunily  of  siudymglhe  Indian  cbarae- 
U^r  iiii'  tt  kji  diii[»Uyed  in  thoac  regions,  and  of  com- 
parir^g  it  with  that  of  the  Irot^uoia. 

Mr.  Hu»Krii  began  Ui  wuie  vfr»e«  at  a  very 
e«el^  lik'e,  and  baa  been  an  mdyttrinua  and  a  pr(K 
tiltc  siuitior.  In  1830  he  composed  a  drama  en* 
t»tlf  il '  ■ '  rhe  Ta  II  of  T  Ki?  L  «  s  i;  h  "  H  is  fm^i  pu  bhca- 
UimietcejFt  fontrifautionatothejcmmttlsind  maga- 
»4  «e*,  w  s*  "  Vhii  The  m  ea  of  S  kirig, '  *  con  tii  a  in  g  aboat 
^1^  hutidrtHt  and  ^fly  hnrfi;  thin  appeared  in  18>34, 
and  VfiiA  fikjiiui^ed  by  "'rbc  Pioneen*  of  VV'eatern 
JS*?i*  Vi»rb,"  in  l^US;  *^Thu  IVosperU  of  the 
A,^*"/'  m  lw<L;  **  Vonnondjo,  or  the  Wurriora  of 
l>,u  i;t'ta%ri*/"in  }h;\;  «'  Hr'  MoiUhs,'Mn  ia4T; 
**l|jhl  ,\wli'ii,"  **  Lifgiutda  of  the  ^eriec-aa/' amj 
^Indian  Traditinna  and  ^onge/'  in  185^1;  and  ft 
ri»iU|TJetc  callin'tirvn  of  hw  "  Poetical  Worlta,"  in 
two  volnmea,  In  1S53, 

The  |otigi««t  if  not  the  mo4t  important  of  the» 
pifmUtinuinri  i*{  Mr,  Hti^MRit  ia  **  Yonnondio,"  a 
t.i]e  of  the  French  dominat;oii  in  Amrrka  m  the 


seventeen tb  centary.    It  is  in  octosyllabic  vmv*, 

occaaionally  Taried  to  suit  the  Tequirementa  of 
hia  subject;  the  narrntive  i*  apirtled  uml  int#f- 
eatiDg ;  and  all  the  deUih  of  Indian  cuuljomH,  coa* 
turner,  aupenititiona,  and  chtiracter^  a«  well  u»  the 
I  dt^Uneationa  of  eitenial  natnre,  fttudioimly  t  ttrmi't. 
It  u  a  defect  in  the  comiUuetioD  of  the  aiory,  tb  at  no 
GUtBdent  catiae  is  presented  f&r  theeondnH  of  one 
of  the  principnl  actora,,  Da  Graj  :  a  quarrel  on  an 
unjnat  im  potation  atlording  no  prosier  ground  for 
bin  leaving  France  ;  generally,  however*  th*»  dm- 
matic  proprietiea  of  the  piece  are  aa  welt  pf  eaervcsd 
aa  the  descriptive ;  and  itabouttda  wilbpietureiiqaa 
toucUe«  which  betray  a  irery  <»refiil  ohaar^atiltfx, 
and  unusual  felicity  in  eoloring.  In  the  aecount 
of  an  Indian  ninrcbi  we  are  told  i 

**  Th*.  nxt  ^ri,4ct|  poifb'A  In  arbt^ar  gim^r 
^ii  ntkitjpipi'1  «^  tlia  <iaM  BH«ais 
W  bUu  HJutflftiT,  tbc  ittm  4y\nt  poo, 

rUlwttl  not  htfT  niiitU^  ■  Lsf  to  fiji 
Ai  tfwiipt  ihtrnt  vlKtbt  iwArHors  bj  i 
Tha  irCKKlKHrl:  lu  hia  mL>lrit  ntnal, 
JJwril  d^  tb«  f^Uiag  of  tMr  ftali 
On  Mf  dftrk  rTKMt  Oia  gmj  mil  il^; 

Nur  Wfl  thv  d«i*r  hia  iirat|irto|Milaii» 
Bo  bitalHid,  «D  ft^MliA  waa  lluir  paea" 

In  a  aifnilar  trein  ia  the  following  finely  B nibbed 
paaaage  describing  the  pa^Nigc  of  an  Indian  maid^ 
ea  through  the  valley  of  the  Geneaee : 

**  TmdlDf^  npoD  tbr  fitiumy  iod 
Ai  If  li«r  fcjt  nith  mnfu  irsK  abodt 
Fl«d  OD  hm  orraud*  Wam-jivt-vat  ; 
Stjt  paused  to  Jlft  Of  look  bvhtad. 
Whiles  IfTuvcta^  of  r>iittli](}  UDnltfliii^ 

Bi'^ir^  th<r  dirkl j  taj  : 
Btfildlj  Uia  plunged  tbolr  depth's  wUUla 
Tbrmgb  tbflTDs  pievwd  thRnurb  h^r  mnrnaloi 
And  the  hUc^  eJoudt,  tuutmld  at  kit, 
PL^faaivcd  th«1r  foiil^nitft  tbkk  aud  ft^ 
|>rfltirh^iilt  tuT  JfH.:kff  and  rctittir*  ulljEbt^ 
Aod  bUndkng  vLtb  lari!»  dropfl  bm-  tlijIiL 

"  Tbe  ftiatj  woJf  ma  oa  tbo  trmmfi  • 

To  «(iia  the  cot«rt  of  hUt  IaJt; 
Flvitv  ^j«a  ifUrvd  ca  lii^r  bom  the  rpam|)i» 

Aalf  tbv;  4»1[«Nt  hitri*rran4  lhi?ru; 
Tb«  InathiiTwJ  bpTjtiH  of  Uan  d>1l 
in«w,  biHittiiif.  tc»  bta  ■vkf'A  <«I1 1; 

To  gmj-fuiD'il  ifl^ul*  i>f  the  *irt» 
Hwuiiu.  ttkp  A  rAt**\IV  lijriMiii'd  #KniaiI*) 
lirirtttiir  l^n^-^th  ft  imttk  fifrJ^^UEU. 
finui  ih*  [^Ti#«'  bi^cwatid  ^iMlttv^i  ifioiva 
r«mv  w'tiliinj^  lad  uoaarthl^  tnanat 
Whtia  Iraoka  ^itmy*d*  of  iina*iifw  T*rt, 
foaght  l»1te  luit  Utna  with  Uiii  hUai, 
And  IMT  bar  ftU  vltll  mMdiliig  r«r, 
That  Rtnoit  tltoewulwHl  Awwt  Qotir.'^ 

There  are  aeatltfrvdtluouch  the  ptwm  paaaagea 
of  reUcclion  in  their  way  »tH  leaa  et editable  to  tii« 
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BATTLE-OBOUKD  OF  DK?fOJiTILLE. 

Oh!  whftC  aecr«tt  are  TfTealcJ 
fn  tbis  atidetit  battb-field  f 
Boutid  9te  BcAtl^rcd  akull  nnd  bone. 
Into  ligiil  by  nrofkmen  thrown 
Wbo  «crcwA  this  vnlJey  Tair 
Ftir  the  tram  a  mj  prcpAftf* 
Piettifci  brigbicrj  ihkk  ftnd  fut 
On  the  mirror  of  the*  pdBl; 
To  poeUc  Tisian  plain 
Plume  and  banner  Ho  At  again; 
HounJ  are  mangled  trodic«  ly'itig, 
BonoiD  al  r^il,  and  otbers  Jjiii^^^ — 
Tbufi  the  8wan*n&-boon£  gr<?et 
Thdte  who  phnt  invading  fif«t 
On  iLe  cha6P-g round  where  Uicir  atfta 
l^ng  have  kindkd  couneiJ^tirH. 

Fr^gm«tiU  uf  the*  de^ly  branJi 
Lying  in  th*;  ycUow  sand. 
With  ibc  JIntr-JtMa  ta  tcIL 
Of  ibe  Frank  wh*J  clenched  it  well^ 
Vif'beii  bin  face  encpunltfmi  bere 
Tameieca  chaaers  of  the  tlcer' — 
Arraw*hcadl  and  baicihfit-bUde, 
Waf-club  Itrok^ii  autl  JeeayocT, 
Brlta  in  part  rcsoJved  to  Juatf 
Oun-locka  red  with  gnawing  rail* 

Other  aounda  than  pick  and  apade, 
When  tbU  vallt^  liny  In  ahade, 
Ringing  on  Lho  sunimiT  air 
Bctred  the  panther  fjfom  hi*  lair; 
Oilier  pounds  than  aie  and  bar, 
Faibway  buijdinf;  for  the  car, 
Bujoing  flaw,  or  hammcr-ittoke, 
Edirj  wild  from  ^lambor  wok^, 
W  \wn  N«'W  Ffaiice  her  lilioa  palo 
Hrrc  urifiilJL'J  lu  ihe  g:lle  — 
Hidc<rat"k  iinj  mu>kri-pi*alt 
Whi*  ur  jthaft  iinil  di^h  of  nlocJ^ 
I*itiMtcd  forms  iVurn  tm^T  leap  in  g, 
CrimioM  awythi*  ihn^ugh  foenien  reaping, 
Wlidr  rejdicd  rath  savaj^c  tbjxrat, 
y^  the  rutlying  bugle-noto, 
\\  ub  n  uidf-howl  liing  and  Inud* 
Thai  Ibc  Bioutcpl  v*  icmn  cowed. 
Mingled  in  ono  feiirlul  din 
Where  Ihetac  grnv«i  arv  etumblin^  in. 

lltisy  actors  in  thi^  fray 
Were  ihcjr  tenunU  nn  that  day ; 
But  each  n&me,  forgotten  lon^t 
f^rtrinut  now  be  wove  irj  pong. 
They  had  wives,  perch ance,  who  kept 
^Ve^try  watch  for  them,  and  wept 
Uitter  team  nt  1^**1  to  learn 
'J'hry  would  neviT  JDore  return ; 
And  in  hut  mu^  well  as  hall 
Childlc^fl  rnotbrrtf  fxiourned  their  fall 
In  a  \ain  attempt  they  dted 
To  brmg  low  Ka*do-wa  pride, 
A  (III  futrnd  the  Bourbon' a  reign 
O'er  this  brood  atid  brighL  domain. 
When  the  whirlwind  of  the  fight 
Sunk  itjto  a  wht^^per  light, 
Uiifldy  opened  wn*  ibe  nionid 
t^iT  iheur  bi>dte«  siifT  and  cold ; 


Brush  and  leave*  were  loose ty  piled 
On  their  grate-eoiich  in  the  wild, 
That  their  place  of  re^t  the  foe, 
Drunk  with  hbiod,  might  nevtr  know* 

When  the  aettlpr  for  bifl  hearth^ 
Cleared  a  spot  of  rirgin  earth; 
And  it*  amoke-tbrflfjd  on  the  brceie, 
Curled  abovp  the  (oreM  trees, 
Nor  memorial  aign,  nor  moiind 
Told  that  this  was  byriid  ground. 
Since  this  bank  received  its  dcad^ 
Now  unroofed  to  atartled  iight, 
With  tta  skeleton's  all  white. 
More  than  eigbtucore  years  have  fled. 
Gather  them  with  pious  care* — 
l^t  ihem  not  be  mouldering  there* 
CfUfihcd  beneath  the  grir*di»ig  wtiml. 
And  the  bhirer's  be!i*y  hi^el. 
Ah!  thisfmefured  »kuU  of  mnti 
Nursed  a  brain  once  i^uick  1o  plan, 
And  iheifc  ribN  that  fiHind  mn  lie 
Hearts  L-iVLtoved  that  once  beat  higb» 
Here  they  fo  ugh  I,  and  here  they  lell^ 
Bftttte'ii  roar  their  only  kncfU, 
And  the  a&il  that  drank  their  gofo 
Sbmild  «eiibnic»  ib«  brmvo  once  oiore. 


MENOMINEE  DIRGE. 

W»  bear  the  dead,  we  brut  this  dead, 

In  mhm  of  «tter  habited, 

Froim  tke  quiet  depths  of  the  gnsenwocnl  Nhadff, 

To  hm  \(mif\y  caiaeh^n  tb«  hUl^top  niadu. 

There,  there  the  snn  v^hen  dica  On*  djiy 

Flinga  mourn  fully  bia  partiitg  ray  ^- 

Iti  vain  the  winda  bll  her  trej*ea  black — 

Ke-lon-ee-rni-coo,  W  a- w? as-te-nac  I  ^ 

W*ben  j^lnuirbs  tear  up  the  forest  floor. 
And  hunters  follow  the  deer  no  more. 
When  the  red  msn'ji  council  hearth  is  c^jld 
Hia  glory,  like  a  tale  that 'a  told, 
Spare,  white  min  1  spare  an  oak  lo  wave 
lu  bough  above  the  maiden'a  grave. 
And  the  dead  will  stnd  u  bleaamg  back — 
K  e-ton  ^e  e-m  i  -coo,  Wa- w  as-te-nae ! 

Another  race  are  building  fire* 
Above  the  bonea  of  our  buried  sire* — 
Soon  will  the  homes  of  our  people  be 
Far  from  the  bngbt  Menominee; 
But  yearly  to  yon  burial -pi  ace 
Some  mourning  band  of  our  luckle*ss  race 
To  imrx^th  the  turf  will  wander  back— 
Ke-lon-ee-tui-eooj  Wa^was'te^nac ! 

On  the  wafting  wjnga  of  yeslcf night. 
The  soul  of  our  p^^erleaa  one  took  flight ; 
She  heard  i  voice  from  the  clime  of  aouUf 
Bweeter  than  lay*  of  orioles^ 
Soy,  ■^Cnnie  to  that  bri;^ht  and  blissful  land 
Where  Dculh  wave*  not  hi*  skeleton  hand, 
Where  tho  sky  with  storm  ia  never  Widt'^ — 
Ke-ton-ce*mi-coo,  Wa^waa-l*  nac ! 

•  flows*,  ftirtwslll 
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The  •ttttUH-  of  «•  Alice,  ot  1h«  New  Un«,"  i«  of 
lb«  fmiaertt  fiirnilies  of  Hp^Tiwora:*  and  T»cji- 
»r  Lu  to  CoDn«ctkiit,  and  w  B  brother  of  Mr.  Hu  ir- 
Xixn-ro.f  the  painkr.  He  was  ham  m  ISlfi,  and 
wan  rducatml  for  Iho  profoAiiim  uf  phytic,  which 
htt  pr«c(iMj  for  ivverBl  jean ;  bul  turn  tug  his  at* 
tc^Eitiofi  u  tbeatugj*  be  becmnw  in  1839  a  otndidAte 
Urn  OPJen  in  the  Protcatant  Epitt^opal  Chynrh,  and 
•OOD  iftcp  woi*  appdnt^  one  of  Ihe  proteaaor*  in 
81,  fVuTa  CoUeg«,  Long  Uland.  lU  wa#  nubae- 
^•Mitlj,  dBiinf  tt  ahort  jicnod,  fvctor  of  a  ^burfh 
tn  Mydlcburj,YeTn><inl;b«tthwbiilifeiHiniSib« 
went  (^  Europe,  and  pWM^Win]  jflSl  In  1ta|jr. 

I  ft  1843  h^  publifllicid,  fn  New  Ywk,  t  v«litma 
qC  PcMMna,  comprisiiig  *■  The  TrTating*Pla,ci6/'  a 
romatilic  tlofy;  "  Fnij^ments  and  Injeriptjona  from 
1^  Uftek  "t  "  Inatriplttma  and  Pragmeolafrom  the 


Female  Poeta  of  Greece  j"  »  Sacred  Pi«'ihi*''  con.'^ 
mating  dilrAj  of  h-anslatiotin  from  ancient  Lutin 
hymna ;  "  Tha  NorLbern  D«wn,^'  "  ^krkhv^i  in  tba 
Open  Air»"  and  miscpllaneoys  aonnetH  and  oilier 
abort  pieceip  all  of  whicli  are  ia  a  «tyle  of  icKol- 
arly  eloganc^^ 

Li  184U  Mr.  Hcwri^^nTcra  publiKhod,  iri  Lon- 
don, "  AJice»  or  the  Hew  Una,"  a  lomanc<*  tvbtch 
attracted  nmrb  attention  for  ita  llteruj  ami  »{»!«- 
idativfl  cbaracteriHtica,  \la  ing^ntotiflly  dramatic 
though  ffcijurnll^  improbable  Lncidenta^  Itn  highly* 
0nuli»]  and  poetieaK  diction,  and  the  »kiU  with 
which  t!m  view*  of  the  author^»lho«  of  thr  <?x- 
tntme  "  Traotariana** — ^are  n]«intaine4i  ind  ilttup 
trated,  aecured  fof  it  at  oiwc  thr  tavouf  abli*  cuniMd* 
eration  of  ctitjm  m  M%  sud  tbo  apphiQUA  of  a  n^li* 
^otia  party. 


80XNET9 
BT  TH£  (^OitOKATIOM  OW  UVtSM 

AtrouiT  4,  ina 


K   TUm   ABBlt. 

WmitJT  the  tnuiHter'*  ¥enoTab!o  pile 

What  poiTips  unwonted  flonh  upon  our  eyeal 

What  fmileriesv  in  ffold  and  crimson,  rijse 
Belwero  the  antique  piUara  of  the  akle^ 
(/mw  Jrd  with  En«1andV  gayest  Ufe ;  the  while 

Ifeririilh,  ber  dead,  unconiflcioiii  glory  liea ; 

A^rvc,  bi*r  aucienl  faith  aiill  secha  the  akiee; 
And  with  Mpiwn  iil  Hfe  doth  wcjI  beguilo 
Out  -sfOM**  in  that  ever-^o^uig  ro<*f ; 

U  hence  on  Ibc  soul  retuni  those  recollpcriona 
Of  htT  iSTt^nt  rtiinala— hoiU  to  !»■  tiot<vproof, 

Wfutb  rhirtly  nmke  ibid  #pot  the  fittest  acene 
W* herein  to  rnriaecralc  those  new  afli*ctiona 

M'e  plight  Ihi^  day  to  BritaiJi'a  virgio  queen. 


II.  THE  cii  ee:v. 

How  iiiranc'*  to  ih*(?  a  creature  young  and  fair 

AMMttte  the  ivcptrw  of  thew)  wide*|jfead  landi  I — 

How  {El  hrr  femininely  feeble  handa 
T  t<e  k>rh  of  empire  fihall  the  eter  be*r  I — 
And  rrriwiji^  ihey  nay ,  not  mora  with  gi.'mf  than  eare 

Are  wi'ii^hty  :  yet  with  iiriiimeat  mien  uhe  atanda^ 

AUuua  ill  tnnoc**nte  heraejf  conynanda, 
A'l^  Will  thai  Ktatcly  burden  lightly  wear. 
L'laiini  auraly  iiioflVnaite  ! — »What  i»  abo  ? 

Uf  :mdent  enverciitnly  a  hvini»  ahool ; 
Tlie  iiiiert  bloitfoiu  on  a  rwyat  tree 

Drf'p  lu  tbe  pa^t  etlend*  whoae  f«moua  root ; 
And  E«*dliiiji  ftiMu  a^i;  to  age  aecurely  (ree^ 

Gather  nf  lucial  peaee  iu  yet  unfailing  fruiL 


ni.  Tit*  fni<iw?rfira^ 

How  dazzling  flaeh  ihe  atreanu  of  eoUiurM  light, 
When  on  her  ftt^red  hrow  tlie  crown  iai  placed  t 
At)d  atmight  her  peera  and  damcn  with  hatigbty 
haate 

ITieir  cickraneta  aotfume*  aa  ta  their  right. 

With  94iiJdot]  blixe  making  tbo  templt?  bri^iht* 
Doea  man'ri  enthuuaam  run  to  waxle. 
By  whjth  t  queen's  inrostitwe  is  graced 

With  deafening  demonatntiona  of  delight, 

That  from  the  outnon  ■  roar  pi'otect  Ihe  ear  1 
We  may  not  daro  to  think  ko»  for  Hjn  aak^ 

Whose  word  ba4  link'd  king'a  hon4>ur  and  Gos*a 
fear. 
Nor  ix  it  aerrile  damotir  that  we  make. 

Who,  bom  ourwltea  to  rergn,  in  her  reTere 
Tbe  kingly  nature  that  ounselvea  partake* 


ON  RBADINO  BRYAirTS  POEM  OF 
"THE  WrNDS." 

Ye  Winda,  whoee  varioua  vaic«a  in  hia  lay 
That  liard  interpreted — your  uiterance  mildt 
Nor  leaa  your  mitiiattation  fierce  and  wild. 

Of  tbove  resictleaa  law*  which  ye  obey 

In  yoiir  apparent  lawleaanea* — oh  mj  I 
la  not  your  will-leas  agency  reviled 
M'hen  il  U  liken'd  unto  what  ia  atyW 

By  auch  unwise  the  Spirit  of  ttve  Day  T 

Not  all  the  ialanda  by  lomadoea  awept, 
EVr  knew  cuch  ruin  aa  brfalLa  a  atato 

When  not  tbe  winda  of  G^id^  but  morial  bre^tV 
With  tlirealeniog  awertneaa  uf  mehsdioiiB  hate, 
AiHiiulta  the  fatirica  reverent  aicea  kept 

To  ahelter  ancient  loyalty  and  laith.     ^^ . 


CORNELIUS    MATHEWS, 

tBofO,  1115] 


Mv<  Mats  c  wi  wm  bom  ii|  New  York  in  1 S 1 5 ; 

WM  grvdufltcd  Ht  Colambu  CollcgCj  m  that  ciij, 
ID  1835  ;  WM  admitted  an  aUornoy  anJ  codtiteU 
im  b  IS37 ;  and  tifi«  nnco  devot^vd  bU  attention 
cbiefll;  Ic^  fiteratoTfiL  A  notice  of  bis  novfilu  sod 
CMt^t  mi  J  be  found  in  **  The  Pro»*  Writeri  of 
Am crici,"" pages  543-554,  II »  pKfidpfll  poc Il- 
eal eompodtiona  ^re^  "  Wakoadabi,  iho  Mavtrr  of 
Life,'*  founded  upon  an  Indttn  tradition,  and  "  Man 
in  the  He  pubJki  a  wn«  of  Poe  mwJ  *  Eacb  of  thcae 
irari»  ho*  tpftc^ared  in  Mverd  editioiia,  Tbpic 
[i  a  divfrnl]^  of  opinions  as  to  the  mi-ritsi  of  Aff. 
M4^THawa,  He  hoa  hecn  waraily  praised*  and 
ridkuled  witb  tJ^utparing  h; verily*  The  "  North 
Amtrrkan  Heiiew  "  whirh  indcod  does  not  prof^ia 
tmj  oonaiateiicy,  hai  ip^iken  of  bia  *'  Man  in  ihe 
Efpuhlk"^  with  both  deryoti  &nd  reipccit  and  for 


whai«Ti;r  eondetntiatiofl  oth#t«  hafe  ^xpr^med,  h'm 
fneoda  can  perhapa  cite  aa  fdgh  nutboritiea  tn 
apjmiTaL  Tbia  tnaj  douMlen  \m  ^id,  both  of  hia 
profie  and  \PtM^  that  it  illuatratfa  truly,  to  the  ex- 
t«"nt  of  the  autbor'a  aMfitieBrdirff^ted  by  tnueb  and 
honest  observation  f  the  proscnt^  in  our  own  country; 
or  perhflpft  it  may  be  said  with  more  jiutioe,  ]f| 
New  YorL  The  poems  on  "  Man  in  the  Rcpul>- 
lie"  ara  entitled,  "The  Child,"  ^-The  Father," 
"  The  Teacher,"  ^*  The  SUteamBo/* »  The  Refbnn. 
er;'«TJie  Maaaefl/*  ^te. 

In  the  last  edition,  the  author,  refemnif  to  iomo 
fiiendLy  (rriticiama,  obierifea  i  **  J  have  carefdly  ooih 
aidctred  whatever  has  been  ptrjccted  to  them,  and 
where  I  cotild,  in  gtKjd  eonadene^p  *nd  aco>rdiiig 
to  Ibe  motiona  of  my  own  Uato^  hsvtt  made  amend- 
meiit*' 


THE  JOURNALIST. 

Am  diakea  tSie  canvaas  of  a  thousand  abijA, 
Strndi  hy  a  heavy  Jand-breexe  far  at  ^a — 

RbSa  tht  thousand  broaiiJ*iheetj  of  the  land, 
Filkd  with  the  peo|>leV  breath  of  potency. 

A  thaunitd  ima^c^  the  hour  will  take,       [4ng«; 

From  him  who  ^Irikcft,  who  rulea,  who  vpeakj^  who 
Many  within  the  hour  their  ip-ave  \o  make- — 

Maiiy  to  live  liir  In  tlio  heart  of  thingsL 

A  darkncyed  apirit,  he  who  eoins  the  time, 
To  virtu e'i  wrong,  in  baso  diiiloyal  lies — 

Who  make#  the  momingV  brcathfthc  evetiing^fi  tid^t 
The  utterer  of  hU  blighting  forgeries. 

How  beautiful  who  ar^ttei*,  wide  and  free* 
The  gold-bright  aceda  of  \Gvcnl  nod  Inving  truth  1 

By  whoAe  perpetual  hand  eacb  day  euppliedi 
Lea|M  to  new  life  tha  nation'*  heart  of  youttu 

To  know  the  instant^  and  to  npeak  it  tmef 
Its  paling  light!  of  joy,  ita  dark,  aiid  cloud — 

To  fit  «pon  the  unnumbered  guxeni'  view, 
la  to  thy  ready  hand'a  broad  strength  allowed » 

There  is  so  inwrought  life  in  erery  hour, 
Fit  to  be  chronicli^  at  targe  and  toW — - 

'Tis  thine  to  [t^nck  to  light  iu  Kcret  powwr. 
And  on  the  air  ita  many-colourod  heart  unfold. 

The  angel  that  in  sand-droppM  minutes  Uvea, 
Demands  a  meaaage  cautious  as  the  agea-^ 

Who  stuns,  with  whirling  words  of  hate,  his  oar. 
That  mighty  power  to  boundless  wrath  enrages. 

8hake  not  the  quiet  of  a  chosen  land, 
Tliou  grimy  man  over  thine  cngiue  bending ; 

The  spirit  ()ent  that  breathes  the  life  into  its  limbs, 
Docile  for  love  is  tyrannous  in  rending. 
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Obey,  riiinaceroa  I  an  infint^a  hind- 
Lev  jathan  !  obey  the  finher  mild  and  young  f 

Yex'd  oeean  !  smile,  for  on  thy  broad^beat  saml 
The  tittle  cttrLcw  pip^  bis  ahrilly  ion$. 


THE  CmZEN* 

WtTK  pkinneaa  in  thy  daily  pathway  walk^ 

And  disencumber'd  of  eitcess  ;  no  other 
Jostlingt  xrviJe  to  none,  none  ovenstalk, 
I     For«  right  and  left,  vrbo  ptaaes  t*  thy  brother* 

I  I^et  htm  who  in  thy  npwanl  countenance  looks^ 
''     Find  there  in  m^ek  and  eofWn*d  mnjrsty 
I  Thy  Country  writ^  thy  Orotber,  and  thy  God; 
I    And  be  each  motion  or^ward,  cahn,  and  free. 

Fee!  well  with  ths  poised  ballot  in  thy  hand, 
Thine  unnmich*d  sovereignty  ot  right  and  wroog, 

^is  thine  to  ble«s  Of  blast  the  waiting  Iand| 
Tu  shorten  op  its  life  or  make  it  long* 

Who  loots  on  thee,  with  glwlnen  should  behold 
A  aeif-delivcrad,  aelf-aupported  BLm-* 

Trilo  to  his  beinp V  mighty  per piieo^lrue 
To  this  heave n=bless*d  and  God-impartftJ  plan* 

I  i>iowDere  witmn  tne  great  gtooe  s  skyey  roand 

Canst  thou  escape  thy  duty,  grand  and  high — 
I  A  man  nnbtdged,  unbonneted,  onbound — 
,     Walk  toibs  tropic,  to  the  desert  fly. 

A  foll-firaught  hope  npon  thy  shoulder  leans, 

And  beats  with  thine,  the  heart  of  half  the  world ; 
Ever  behind  thee  walks  the  shining  psst, 
i     Before  thee  bams  the  slar-stripe,  far  unfbri'd. 

fits 


I»  t 


WILLIAM  JEWETT  PABODIE. 


[Dftm  at 

Mft,  Ptaoait  it  M.  n*lim  of  Provkdenoe,  m 
Bttcnk  UlncicL  He  wan  adimltcd  to  the  bu-  b  tt]£ 
vprinf  of  1837,  rt}()  ha«  mnce^  i  beBevo,  prectked 

Ilia  pmfeftsion  ki  hi«  ttmwe  city.     Hin  pnneipal 
wo  A  b  **C!ilidoric,  ALegcnJoiy  Poem/*  publiaticd 


t  in»4  '^ 

in  1839.  It  posscKtes  conaiderabb  manL  but  b 
n(>t  so  enfefuUy  iirtished  as  f»ome  of  KIb  tnin^r 
jtiec^a,  nor  w  there  any  Uiing  Bbrikin^Ij  original  in 
its  fiible  or  fspntitn^nts.  Uk  writings  are  inoro 
diAtin^uisbcd  for  ok? gan^c  than  for  vigour* 


GO  FORTH  INTO  THE  FIELDS. 

tie  fijrtb  Ititd  the  fields,  f ,      .  - 

Yt  iUntMus  of  Ibe  pent  dtj-'s  roart ! 
Go  forth  and  know  the  gUdnesa  nature  jieldt 

To  th«  care-weftjioil  heart 

Le«fc  jf.  the  fc^ertflh  gtrife, 
Thei  jo^lling.  vu^ctf  Klf^levoted  throng  ^^- 
Ten  thonfland  Toiir^,  waked  mew  to  Ul^ 

Call  jou  with  tweetfHt  soDg. 

If  ark  I  from  eof'h  fr^Ah-ctad  bough, 
Or  bh'sEilul  toarin^  in  the  golden  air, 
Bright  Kirdi  with  joyoua  mu«ic  bid  you  now 

To  springV  loved  haiinta  nrpoir* 

The  silvpry  gleaming  rilla 
Ldf^  with  9oh  murmura  from  the  gna&j  hOt 
Or  g«jtj  dancing  down  the  «anny  hill% 

Call  loudly  iti  their  g(ee  ! 

And  the  young,  wanCbti  brwxe. 
With  breath  nil  oJoroui  from  her  blo«omy  ehaae. 
In  Toicv  low  wbivp^nng  *mong  th'embowering  tree*, 

WiKrt  JOU  to  her  erobr^ce* 

Go — breAthe  the  air  of  heaven, 
Wlyre  violets  mwkly  smiie  upon  your  way; 
Or  on  anme  pine^-crownM  iunitnit,  tempest  men^ 

Y<>ur  wandering  footsteps  stay. 

Seek  ye  the  iolemn  wood, 
VTicwe  tnnnt  trunks  a  verdant  roof  aprear, 
And  LiKtPTi,  while  the  rear  of  some  far  jlood 

Thri!U  the  young  lp«ve*  with  fear  I 

SimMi  by  the  tranquil  lake, 
Sjeifping  mid  willowy  tflinka  of  ^mcrahl  dye^ 
Save  when  ttie  wild  tjirtUit  wijig  iu  aurfaco  bfeak, 

Checkering  the  mirror'd  sky — 

And  if  within  your  breftat, 
Hallovv'd  to  nature'*  touch,  one  chord  msdn ; 
If  aught  Pitve  worldly  honours  find  you  btei^ 

Or  hope  of  ^onlid  gtm, — 

A  strange  delight  ahull  thrill, 
A  quiet  JHiy  btooi!  o*cr  you  like  a  dove ; 
Earth 'i  placid  beauty  ahall  your  boaom  0,11, 

Siirring  iU  depthi  wilh  love. 

O,  in  the  calm,  atiU  hours. 
The  holy  8abholh-hour«,  when  slftrp*  ibo  air. 
And  hiiivrn,  and  rjirth  derk'd  with  her  beauteoua 

Liehuiih'd  ill bf?alhicv« prayer,'-  [flowery 


I  Pas*  ye  the  proud  fane  by, 

I  Th«  vaulted  aiiilea»  by  flauniing  folly  trod, 
I  rAnd,  *neath  the  temple  of  the  uplifted  nkyi 
Go  forth  and  worship  Goi»  I 


TO  THE  AUTUMN  FOREST. 

H£arLiitn£NT  huea  am  thine  1 
TriuTuphant  beauty^-giououfi  aa  brief! 
Buideoing  with  holy  lovo  the  hean'«  pure  nhfiiMV 

Till  teain  afford  relief. 

What  though  thy  deptha  bo  buah'd  T 
Mors  eloquent  in  breathleiiii  alienee  thou. 
Than  when  the  muak  of  gUd  RoiiRTstem  guab^d 

From  every  green-robed  bough* 

Gone  from  thy  walks  the  flowera  \ 
Thou  a^ikeat  not  their  forms  thy  paths  In  fle<:k  ;-- 
Tb«  daz^Eling  radian<?e  of  the«  aunlit  bow  era 

Their  hoes  couM  not  bedeck. 

I  love  thee  in  the  apring, 
Earth-crowiitng  forest  ?  when  amid  thj  shadea 
The  gentle  »outh  first  wave*  her  odoroua  wing^ 

And  joy  filb  all  thy  gladca*. 

In  the  hot  Kummer-time, 
With  deep  delight  thy  «ombre  aiide*  I  rtwrn, 
Or,  aoolhed  by  aome  coo)  brook^a  melodioos  chime, 

Reat  on  thy  verdant  losun* 

But,  O^  when  autumn*P  hand 
Hath  nuirkM  thy  heauteoua  foliage  for  the  grave, 
How  doth  thy  splendour,  a«  entranced  I  ataadj 

My  willing  hoart  enala^^l 

I  linger  then  with  thee, 
Like  «ome  fond  lo^er  oVr  h^  stricken  bride ; 
Who*e  bright,  unearthly  beauty  lella  that  «h« 

Here  may  not  long  abide. 

When  my  laat  houra  are  eome, 
Or^at  God  1  ere  yet  lifoV  fpan  ahatl  all  be  fiUM 
And  tb^ie  warm  lip«  in  dc^th  he  ever  dumb, 

Thia  healing  heart  be  attird, — 

Bathe  ihou  in  hue*  i«  htnit — 
Irfl  gleams  of  Heaven  aW»ut  tny  apirit  play ! 
So  ajiall  my  «du1  to  it^  Hrrual  i*^ 

In  glory  puj«  awa*  ! 


I 


EPES  SARGENT. 


E^H,  ltlfl.3 


Ttti  author  of  **  Velmaco"  b  a  TiAlhe  &f  Glou- 
e«M«t,  A  town  on  the  «efr<4^l  of  MosaairhiiAettB, 
wmJ  nru  barii  on  the  t«reutjr-«Ten£h  of  September, 
1816.  Hifl  father,  9  Tispei^tabLe  mctchant,  of  the 
nme  nime,  b  itill  living,  and  re^dra  m  Boston. 
The  flubjcct  nf  thk  wketch  wa«  educated  in  the 
fchooU  of  tbiit  city  ind  the  neighbourhood^  where 
he  ^vtd  untU  hk  remoTal  to  New  York,  in  1837. 
BU  earlicM  lucftrieal  eon]|iOi»ition«  were  printed  in 
«The  Volkgvm*'  a  monthly  niiscciljiny  edited  by 
wreral  of  the  fitutlent*  of  Harvard  Colk^,  of  the 
jiuuoT  anc]  wetiiot  d^ksfvi  of  IB^O.  One  of  hid 
«oii.lhbal3ona  to  Ibat  work^  entitled  "Twtlig-ht 
BkMehmt"  eihiliitst  the  grace  of  «ty1e,  ease  of  ver- 
flfleatioti,  «nd  variety  of  dewriplicin,  wluch  are 
ch*raft«rkltc  of  hh  mora  recent  effoBions.  It  was 
a  vLeteh  of  the  Summer  Gardens  of  8t,  Peiers- 
barg,  and  wa«  written  during  a  rialt  In  that  capi- 
tal in  the  sprmg  of  t82S. 

Mr.  SiHaK^fU  reputation  resU  principally  on 
bU  dramas,  whkh  bqar  a  greiiler  value  in  the 
dovt  than  on  the  stage.  Hb  fi»t  appearance 
ma  a  dnuoattc  author  waa  in  tbe  winter  of  1836, 
when  tua  »  Bride  of  Genoa"  was  brought  out  at  the 
IVf  motit  Theatre,  in  Boston*  Thia  wiui  a  Bvc^a^t 
pby^founded  on  incidents  in  th*  career  of  Ahtoxjo 
Mo3rTAC.iio,  a  plebeian,  who  at  the?  age  of  twenly- 
Ivto,  made  him^lf  doi;;e  of  Genoa,  in  ]fi93,  and 
who  ia  dracrilwd  in  the  history  of  the  times,  as  a 
roan  of  **forgifine  temper,"  but  daring  and  ambi- 
ticnH,  with  a  genius  adequate  to  the  accompLish- 
mefit  of  vast  deiifigua.  In  the  delineation  of  his 
herd*  the  author  ban  followed  the  hiatorical  record, 
though  the  other  chara^tera  and  Lnddents  of  the 
draoia  aM  entirely  fictitious,     It  waa  aiu^ccufully 


aECORDS  OF  A  SUMMER-VOYAGE  TO 
CUBA, 

T^^ — TO  a  DaPAATraa. 
Ar.4i7r  ihy  wind«  aro  pealing  in  mine  ear! 
A^Aiii  thy  wavc4  are  flashing  in  my  eight ! 
Thv  iiiL'tiiory-hautiLing  tone*  again  1  he-ar, 
A^  iltniui^h  the  upmy  our  ve«se(  wing^  her  flight ! 
Oil  ttiy  ceruteari  breaJiL,  now  (twelUng  high, 
A^<|,  thi^u  broad  Adantic,  am  I  Ciut! 
Ht%  veafs,  with  nuWU'sw  treatl,  have  glided  hy^ 
Since.,  an  advpnturouu  Ikw,  I  haird  tliee  last. 
The  nea^birdij  oVr  nie  wheel,  aa  if  to  greet 
An  iM  mmpanion ;  on  my  naked  brow 
ThH  ipirkUuff  foamnlrops  not  unkindly  beat;  [now 
Floiv»thft>u^h  my  hnir  the  freshening  breeze — ^and 
The  horijoir*  risiff  enchwjH  me;  und  1  rfand 
Oozifitt  where  fadea  from  vie  w,  clond-like,  my  father- 
land f 


performed  in  Boston,  and  fiLufe  in  M,tny  of  the 
finst  theatrea  of  the  country.  Hi§  ncit  pr^netion 
wa£  of  a  much  higher  order,  and  aa  a  apccimen  of 
dramatic  art,  has  received  warm  commendation 
from  ihemoftcompetcnt  judges.  It  was  liie  tragedy 
of  "Volasco,"  first  perfofmed  at  Boston »  in  IV O' 
vcmhcr,  1B37,  Miss  ELiaar  Thkk  in  th«  rhamettfr 
of  IierDeBJi,  and  flubaoqnently  at  the  prinri|ja1 
theatres  in  New  York,  PhilaJolphio,  WaibKtoo^ 
and  New  Orleonii*  It  woa  publish  eil  in  IVi?w  V«jk 
in  1 839*  "The  gericnil  action  of  the  pi<«e,"  navs 
the  author  b  his  preface,  'vifl  derived  from  incidents 
in  the  career  of  Ronjimo  Dm,  the  Uid,  who«e 
ttchievcment*  conetituia  so  considerable  a  iKkftiun 
of  the  historical  and  romantic  literatui*  of  Spain," 
The  aubject  hod  been  variausly  treated  liy  Ffi'nch 
and  Spanish  dmrnatiat*,  among  otliem,  by  Cmi- 
iraii^ia,  but  Mr.  BAnc^srT  was  the  tirat  %o  intro^ 
duce  it  ttuocessfoUy  upon  the  English  fttngt^.  It  h 
a  ehajite  and  elegant  perforraancet  and  jmHiably 
has  not  been  Borfias«?d  by  any  iimilar  work  by 
so  youthful  an  autlxor.  It  was  written  before  Mr. 
S^a^iKXT  waa  twenty-one  years  of  agr. 

In  the  beginnings  of  1847  Mr.  StaiiBTfT  t>ub- 
lished  in  Boston  a  volomo  enlitlt'd  '•l^nga  of  the 
Sea,  and  other  Poem<^  and  a  now  edition  of  his 
playsL  Tbe  ffmatorzaint  written  during  a  voyage 
to  Cuba,  in  the  spring  of  1835,  appear  to  be  anions 
the  moHt  elaborate  of  his  «eit  pieo<«,  bat  mtob  «f 
hia  nautical  lyrics  are  more  ^rited. 

Mr.  S  AUG  EM  has  edited  **The  Modem  Acting 
Drama,*'  and  «evertd  modern  Britiih  poela;  and 
recentlyhaa  done  the  public  an  important  service 
by  preparing  the  best  series  of  reading  books,  h^ 
adhoolip  ever  publiahcHl  in  thia  oouauj. 


n, — TWt  011-1* 
The  night  came  down  in  terror* 


F 


Through  the 


Monntains  of  clou  da,  with  lurid  summita,  relf'd  \ 
The  lightning  ktndlini|  with  its  vivid  gluj-e 
Their  outhne^,  as  they  rose,  heap'd  fold  on  fold. 
The  wind,  in  fitfnl  sugha,  swept  o*er  the  sea ; 
And  then  a  suilden  lull,  gentle  aa  sleepi 
Soft  as  an  infantas  breathing*  acem*d  to  be 
Lain,  Ukeenchantmentf  on  thtf  throbbing  deep. 
But,  false  the  calm  [  for  aoon  the  fttrengthen'd 

gale 
Burnt,  in  one  loud  ei:plosion,  far  and  wide* 
Drowning  the  thunder's  voiee  !    With  ever)'  salt 
Clo?«e-teerd,  +>ur  groiining  «hip  herlM  on  bef  «iide; 
The  rorfi  waves  roinh*d  the  deck  ;  while  o*ei  the 

maal 
The  meteoTi!  of  the  atown  a  ghasitly  radlan^v  e»it ! 
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League  of  blue  ocean  a/g  between  MB  «pnrod ; 
And  I  cannot  b<;hold  tlir o  wtve  in  dreamfl ! 
I  m*y  not  hear  ihy  Toice»  nor  y*t  ttiy  tremj^ 
Nor  «e  Ibe  light  thM  ever  found  thee  gleam** 
Furrst  and  best!  mid  Hummer  joys,  ah,  saji 
Dost  thou  e'er  think  of  one  who  thinks  of  iheo — 
The  Atlantic- wanderer,  who,  daj  by  day, 
Lookft  for  thine  tmiig«  in  the  deep,  deep  sea  1 
Long  months,  and  y earn,  perchance, will  pa^  awaj, 
Ere  he  flball  fue  into  thy  futr  a^Jiin ; 
He  cannot  know  what  rockjt  and  qnickfancla  may 
Await  him,  on  the  future^  ghl(de'H!t  nmin ; 
But,  thanked  Im  memory  I  there  are  tren^ures  elitl, 
Whkh  the  tiiumphAnt  mind  holda  subject  to  its  will. 

3CM* — CUBA* 

What  «oiiiidi  arouse  me  from  my  ihimberi  light  T 
"  lMr%d  ko  /  ait  hand*  ah^y  /^^ — I  *m  on  the  deck. 
*rii  early  dawn.     Th*  day-«tar  yet  la  bright. 
A  few  white  vapoury  bare  the  zenith  fleck* 
And  bl  along  the  horizoo,  bold  aad  high. 
The  purple  hUU  of  Cutw !  hail,  all  hiU  I 
lale  of  undying  TDfdurr,  with  thy  aky 
Of  puri'M  Ktuw  *.     Welcome,  odoroua  gale ! 
O I  acene  of  life  ami  joy  \  thou  art  array 'd 
In  hue*  of  un imagined  Lovelii^eBs-^ 
8ing  [ooder,  brave  old  mariner!  and^aid 
My  awtelttng  heart  it*  rapture  to  e:£prie« ; 
F«r  from  «ncbanted  tnemory  never  more    [shore ! 
BhaU  f»de  thia  dawn  aubliioe,  this  bright^  celestial 


THE  DAYS  THAT  ARE  PAST* 

Wi  win  not  deplore  Ui^m,  the  dayv  that  are  pa«t; 
Tht  gioom  of  misifortnue  is  over  ihem  *ait ; 
Tl»ey  are  lengthen^  by  aorrow  and  auUied  by  mm; 
Their  griefi  were  too  many ,  their  joys  were  loo  rare ; 
Yet,  now  that  their  ftliailows  are  on  us  no  more, 
Let  u*  welcome  the  prosjiecrt  that  brighteni  before ! 

We  hrt¥e  cherished  fair  hope*,  wo  bflve  plotted 

brnTo  scheme*, 
We  have  livetl  till  we  And  them  illu-tive  a*  dreama ; 
Wealth  htm  mirlted  like  snow  that  is  grasped  in  the 

hand* 
And  the  step*  we  hove  climb'd  have  departod  like 

fiaod ; 
Yet  uliall  we  denpond  while  of  bealth  unbereft. 
An  J  honour,  bright  honour,  iind  freedom  are  left! 

O  !  shall  we  despond,  while  the  pagcji  of  tamo 
Yi-t  o|WTi  l^fore  ub  their  rf»"on!a  sublime  f  [itold, 
White,  ennobled  by  Ireasurca  more  precious  than 
Wf  CIO  walk  with  the  mflrtyrs  ami  heroe*  of  old ; 
While  humnTiity  whiii|W'Ts  («u<  h  trutha  in  the  ear, 
As  it  jkifteii*  the  heart  like  sweet  mu<ic  to  H^r ! 

O  !  shall  we  despond  while,  with  Tiaionfl  atiU  free* 
We  rsin  c;:iZK  on  the  wky*  and  the  earth,  and  the  sea; 
Wtiik  the  ^unsihine  ran  wjikmi  a  hurst  of  delight. 
Anil  Ibe  sltrs  arv  a  joy  nnd  a  ^hiry  by  night; 
Whil«-  rarh  harmony,  runninaf  throujgh  nature,  can 

Tn  our  ?»pirita  the  impulse  of  fbdneii  and  pmUe ! 

O  !  Ift  un  no  lonijer  then  *aiii!y  lament 

Over  scenes  that  are  laded  and  day*  that  ar«  apent: 


But,  by  faith  unfttnaken,  una  wed  by  miachance, 
On  bopc'a  wavbg  banner  still  fi*M  be  ourfllance 
And,  ahould  fortune  prove  cruel  nod  faljte  to  thi?  liut, 
Let  ua  look  to  th«  future  atvd  not  to  tlie  pant  J 


THE  MARTYR  OF  THE  ARENA. 

Ho^oFU'o  be  the  htro  evermore. 

Who  at  mercy**  call  ha*  nobly  died  ?■ 
Echoed  be  hi*  name  from  »hore  to  ahonr. 

With  immortal  chronicle*  allied ! 
Verdant  be  the  turf  upon  hi*  dust. 

Bright  the  sky  ahnve,  and  ftoH  the  air  I 
In  the  grove  eel  up  hia  marble  bunt. 

And  with  garlands  crown  it,  fresh  and  fioTi 
In  melodious  numbers,  that  nhnll  live 

With  the  mu»ic  of  the  rolling  »phei?«^ 
Lei  the  mtnstrerB  inspiration  give 

Hh  eulo^um  to  the  future  years  I 
Not  the  \'ietor  in  ni*  conntry'a  eau»<e, 

Not  the  chief  who  leaves  a  people  frw. 
Not  the  frauicr  of  a  nation's  Inwa 

Shall  deserve  a  greater  fame  than  he ! 
Ha£t  thou  hetHTd,  in  Home's  declining  day, 

How  a  yotith,  by  Christian  seal  impel  I'd, 
Swept  Uie  sanguinary  game«  away. 

Which  the  Coliseum  once  bebeW  ! 
Fiird  with  gazing  thuusand^  were  the  tiers, 

With  the  city**  chivalry  and  pride^ 
When  two  gladiators,  with  their  apeanif 

Forward  sprang  ft-om  the  aienaa  aide. 
Hang  the  dome  with  plaudila  loud  and  lonsr, 

A*,  with  shields!  advanced,  the  athletea  atu^^- 
Wa*  there  no  one  in  that  eager  throng 

To  denounce  the  spectacle  of  Mood  1 
Aye,  Tklk?i*csp»,  with  swelling^  fmrner 

Saw  the  inhuman  *port  renew *d  one*  more; 
Few  amonj?  the  crowd  could  tell  bi*  name — 

For  a  crosa  was  all  the  bacli^e  he  wore  ! 
Yet,  with  brow  elate  and  sod  I  ike  micn^ 

Stepped  he  forth  upon  the  circling  sand ; 
And,  while  all  were  wondering  at  the  scene, 

Check*d  the  encounter  with  a  daring  hooJ« 
**  Homan* !''  cried  he — "  Let  thia  reeking  sod 

Never  more  with  Human  blood  be  »taili*d! 
L«t  no  image  of  the  living  Gon 

In  unhallow'd  combat  be  pm&ned  I 
Ah !  too  Ions  has  thi*  eotcKiiHil  dome 

FailM  to  sink  and  bide  your  brutal  *bowa  I 
Here  I  call  upon  a^embled  Home 

Now  to  swear,  they  ahall  forever  close  T' 
Parted  thus*  the  combatant*,  with  joy, 

Mid  the  tumult,  found  the  meann  lo  fly; 
In  the  arena  stood  the  undauntevi  boy^ 

And^  with  look*  adoring,  gaxed  on  higlu 
Foard  the  shout  of  wrath  on  every  *ide  | 

E  very  hand  w»«  eager  to  sMail  ? 
"  Blay  him  !  slay !"  a  hundred  voice*  criM, 

Wild  with  lury — ^but  hf  did  not  quail  \ 
Hesn  he,  at  entranced  he  looks  above, 

Strains  oelertial*  thai  the  menace  drown  ! 
Sec^n  he  angel*,  with  theif  eye*  of  luve. 

Beckoning  to  him,  with  a  martyr  a  crown  t 
Fiercer  swellM  the  peopled  ffuntic  shout ! 

Launizh'd  agtdnit  him  flew  the  ttoije*  tike  lain  I 
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Pittrrr  FtmntvtQUt  Cooke  wai  bom  In  Mwt- 
tkrabufg,  Bcrltplej  county,  Viri^inia,  on  the  tw?nly- 
■ixth  of  October*  1916*  Hi«  faiher,  Mf*  Jo  Hi* 
R.  Coo^E,  wu  honoumbly  distzngubhed  mt  the 
Wt  ■niS  hifl  inoth*r  wm  of  th*t  hmilj  of  Piex- 
i»L£-ro37s  jKhich  ha»  famished  00  lainj  fltnment 
]iam««  to  that  part  of  the  UnioQ. 

At  £Ac«n  be  i^pt^Ted  Princeton  College*  where 
be  bftii  a  rcfputntion  for  piLTtSt  ihoy^h  he  diet  not 
dkttngubh  himaelf,  or  take  an  h^^nour,  amd  covtid 
]i«vGr  t^'U  how  it  happened  th*t  he  t*Maincd  &  de- 
ffve«  an  he  wu  noleismitied  with  his  class.  Ho 
liked  fi«htng  and  h anting  belter  than  the  bwiks, 
■nd  CiTAtcfcB  and  Hpexseh  modi  more  than  the 
doll  Tolume^  m  the  "  cotirve  of  slndy.^'  He  bad 
•Ixvady  made  rfaymea  before  he  became  a  ^e»h- 
8i*n,  and  the  eppearanee  of  the  early  numbetB 
«l  the  ^*  Knickerbocker  Mag^a^ine'^  prompted  htm 
to  new  cflbrt*  in  thia  way ;  be  wrote  (br  the 
*Kniekerbocker»*'  in  hii  «eventecnth  year,  "The 
Bctug  of  the  Sioui  Lover  "  and  **  The  Consonip- 
tire/*  and  in  a  villaf  e  paper^  about  the  aeme  time, 
Olher  humourou*  and  w^ntimental  f^craeB, 

When  h(j  left  college  hla  ftther  wat  living  at 
Wincheiiicr,  and  ihero  he  hiini^elf  punued  the 
ttttdy  of  ihe  taw.  He  wrote  pio^^es  in  vorae  and 
froK  for  the  **  Vir^niufl,**  and  "The  Southern 
yftfraxy  MeMenfer/'  (then  joit  vtarU^d,^  and  pro- 
jected novejf  end  an  exlefiBiTe  work  in  literary 
eritid»m,  licftore  he  wna  twenty  •one  he  waa  inar- 
fied.  admitted  to  the  bsr,  BJid  had  a  fatr  prospe<^t 
of  practice  in  Frctlertek,  JeircnM>n,  and  Berkeley 
ootintie^,  "  E  am  blesfted  by  my  fireside/'  he  wrote^ 
**here  on  the  bank«  of  the  Shenandoah,  in  view 
and  wilhin  d  mde  of  the  Blue  Ridge  ^  I  g^  to 
county  townn  st  the  titiisLoni  of  the  courti,  and 
hunt  and  fish,  nnd  make  myself  aa  hftppy  with 
my  rtimpiinionii  as  I  can."  **  So,"  he  writes  to 
me  in  iHifl^  *'■  have  pancil  Ave^  di,  aeven*  eight 
year*,  and  now  I  am  Ktriving,  after  Jong  divuiO 
of  my  literar)'  irpins*  to  g<*t  the  mbbiah  of  idle 
habit*  Hwsy,  and  work  them  again ^  My  fruit' 
trees.  n>«*inishi*s,  jmultry,  g:una,  fii*hmg-tackle, 
good,  biird-ndint;  fnenda,  a  long-necked  bottle  on 
my  »i<lelM»ftril,an  occaiiional  dient*  &c,  Ac*,  make 
it  a  l;iule  dlfhruU  to  gt^t  from  tlu;  real  into  the 
doudft  ig%m.  It  ri'ijuirc^  a  rr^olule  hiibit  of  setf- 
C>onceiitrHtiurt  to  enaNc  a  man  to  irhnt  out  thc*e 
and  all  huHi  rejtl  concernii,  nnd  give  him^effwann- 
ly  tn  iliL'  nohtrr  or  more  trmler  »Trt  of  writing — 
inil  I  iiin  *kmly  acrjuiring  it/' 

'J'lii-  RlmriiHphi're  in  which  he  lived  wa<  not,  U 
a«m».^  wNi^i^rthrr  eangenial— ■«  far  m  literature 
w»ii  r'oofei'ruF'd — flnd  1  iind  in  one  of  his  letters : 
"\^  lint  dii  jou  think  <tf  a  gtMwl  frtend  nf  mme^ 
1  ni(>*t  vjiliifli.fe  nnd  worthy  and  hard -riding  one, 
aay  tiiEE  jjntcly  tf>  me  a  filiort  lime  ago,  <  t  would  n*t 
^a«|p  time  on  a  damned  thing  like  poetry;  you 


might  make  youreelf,  with  all  your  lente  and  jud^* 
mentf  a  usefui  man  in  aettltng  neigh  boo  rhipod  die- 
pntee  nnd  dillicnltiea,*  You  have  a*  mneh  chance 
with  inch  people^  aa  n  dolphin  would  hare  if  jn 
one  of  hia  darta  ho  pitchcil  in  amongat  the  ma- 
chinery of  a  milh  'PbiloBophy  would  clip  an 
nngere  win gi/  KfiATS  saye,  and  pompous  dulnaaa 
would  do  the  same.  But  these  very  personi  I 
have  been  talking  about  are  alwaya  ready»  when 
the  world  generally  has  awarded  the  honoun  of 
unece^iEral  authorshtp  to  any  of  our  mad  trilM!,  to 
ceme  in  and  confirm  the  award,  and  buy,  if  not 
read,  the  popular  book*  And  00  they  are  not 
wholly  without  their  uses  in  this  world.  13u(  wo 
to  him  who  seeks  to  dimb  amongat  them  I  An 
anther  must  avoid  them  until  heia  alre^idy  mounted 
oti  the  platform,  and  can  look  down  on  them,  and 
make  them  ashamed  to  ahow  their  dulncss  by  keep- 
ing their  hands  in  their  breeches  jjocket*,  while 
the  reat  of  the  world  are  taking  theirs  out  to  give 
money  or  to  applaud  with.  I  am  wanting  my  let^ 
ler  with  these  people,  but  for  fear  you  mny  think 
I  am  chagrined  or  cut  by  what  I  ahuHe  them  for, 
I  muit  say  that  they  suit  one- half  of  my  eharac- 
ten  moods,  and  pursuit*^  in  being  g^jwl,  kindly  men» 
rare  table  c^^mpanions^  many  of  them  great  in 
field  fiporta,  and  moit  of  them  rather  deficient  ill 
ietten  than  mind ;  and  that,  in  an  everynlay  sense 
of  the  wordft,  I  love  and  am  lie  loved  by  them/' 

Boon  afterwards  h©  wrote  i  «*Mr*  Kenneu¥*8 
assurance  that  you  would  find  a  puhlkber  ht  my 
poems  leaTea  me  without  any  further  exeuse  for 
not  collecting  them.  If  not  tba  mo«t  detoted, 
truly  you  are  the  most  serviceable,  of  my  friends, 
bnl  it  is  bocaujte  Mr,  Kenijedy  has  overfjf aified 
me  to  you.  Your  letter  makes  me  feel  aa  if  I  had 
always  known  yon  intimately,  sod  I  haie  a  pre- 
sentiment that  you  will  counteract  my  idleness 
and  good -for-no thingness,  and  that,  limited  on 
your  shoulders  I  shall  not  be  lost  under  the  feet 
of  the  crowd,  nor  left  behind  in  a  (en^  comer.  I 
am  profoundly  grateful  for  the  kindness  whieh 
dictated  what  yoy  have  done,  snd  to  show  you 
that  i  w  ill  avail  myself  of  it,  I  enclose  a  proem 
to  the  piece*  of  which  I  wrote  you  in  my  ]nsC* 

The  proem  referred  to  waa  so  beautiful  that  I 
asked  and  obtained  permission  to  print  it  in  t 
roagaiine  of  which  I  wa«  at  that  time  editor  ^'be 
author's  name  was  not  givcn^  and  it  excited  much 
curiosity,  a*  but  two  or  three  of  our  poets  wcr» 
thought  capable  of  such  a  performance,  and  thera 
wtis  no  reason  why  one  of  thi^m  should  print  »1kj 
thing  anonymously*  it  was  moit  commonly, 
however,  attributed  to  Mr*  Willis,  at  which  Mr. 
Coo&E  was  hiijhly  gratified.  The  piece,  which 
was  entitlLHi  **  Emily,"  containe^l  aliout  ihrve  bun* 
dred  lines^  and  was  a  feigned  history  of  the  com- 
position of  tales  ilesigned  10  fellow  it  exciuisitely 
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vviier,  whteh  I  r«iD  in  and  check;  and  then,  ws 
bodi  kbuiw  bovv  gloiif^ui  it  u  U>  make  the  gallant 
duh^  and  rQund  ufT  tbe  sUnz^  with  the  ionorDOi 
oouplel,  or  with  some  rhyme  «»  natural  to  iu 
plare  ms  a  leaf  on  a  Ue^t  but  loparatewl  from  it«i 
uialc  that  pecrps  down  to  it  over  the  inky  endii  of 
many  iiilerveumg  !ine«» ,  ,  i  ♦  That  uiiepi»lolafy 
ietitetiffi  haa  i^onaidrrably  fatigued  me.  I  was  saj* 
ingf  or  «botjt  to  saj»  that  I  would  bi*  obliged  to  you 
Car  infortnation  aa  to  the  progialilenc«s  of  writing 
Sot  periodicala," 

FroTD  thia  time  Mr.  Cooee  wrot^  much,  but 
in  1  dceultory  way,  and  a^tned  in  a  pn-owing 
devotion  to  a  few  friend  a  and  in  the  happioesa 
Ibat  wsa  in  bta  home  to  forget  almoKl  the  dreama 
of  ambition.  Of  this  hom«  he  dwelt  with  a  ten- 
der eothiuiaim  in  bia  corretipondence^  and  we 
liavfl  gjimpiaea  of  it  in  «ozne  bt'autiful  verse  a 
to  hia  Jaughler,  in  which  he  haa  written  with 
cbartniiig  aimplicity  an  intefniting  portion  of  hia 

"TO  MY  »AtJOIITBlt  tlLT. 
**  0tX  chani^ef^l  ysam  ar^  ^ovuf^  LUT» 
Finrw  jou  wt-rv  born  to  N 
A  dar{)iii;e  (oyour  tnntbar  gtXMl, 

Voit  »«»  to  toocti  And  f  tew, 
But  wt  ecu  Id  VM  m  prcnnlw  la 
YoQjp  tttbjr  9y*it  cJ  ttlua. 

**Y0a  JSiaitiHtd  va  our  baai^Iivri 
Mm  4ay  by  d^  won  by, 

Itti  bw«U  inv  upon  jam  chmkt^ 

And  daaptmad  la  ycntr  w$»i 
A  fmtwmOm  dtmpli^  in  ^our  band^ 

And  pinniped  four  Uttlu  AkI, 
And  r^^iJ  bflit  Uwru'id  inm^  ttieiry  ir*]ri 

%  lUi'b  ITU  fiti'juiflii  TL'ry  iwtxfU 

■  And  when  th«  tnst  s«wt  irt>Td,  UiTi 

Vciuf  mvt  manih  Wm^l  to  uj, 
Your  luutbfT  XLx*.-^!  ii  fifty  tlm^ 

Ahd  uurkvd  tb^f^^ouJ)  day. 
1  kQL<v  nut  L-Tcn  now,  my  dfitr, 

If  It  wpn?  (julttt  Ji  wrjrd, 
Btj*  yotir  piri^iid  mot  In  f  NUfflf  Isaew, 

Far  who  th^  utiUnd  tud  bmr  J. 

*•  Whfn  jnu  w*TO  fi.^r  ymm  old,  Lilt, 

Yrjii  w<'ri*  mj  lUlte  frlt^od* 
And  w«  tud  w&]k«  and  nlj^hity  pUyc, 

And  taiki  without  an  i-nd. 
Yqii  Uttk  onniani  knih<  rlnn^s  wi>«% 

For  jon  am  uDdi-flUsl; 
A  (rr»¥f  Kifown  roan  wjEl  itart  In  hmr 

The  «tniu;!e  wordd  of  a  rhlld. 

•  Wbniii  «ni  pri»wed  on  our  bouw*  Lilt^— 
fn^aflml  witli  an  iroti  hjind— 

Wfckh  ft-^tcwil  Ln  Ihfl  Land; 
ttut  wbi-n  t  rwad  >«itir  j^titipt  frank  ftc^ — 

TtJi  tni^ntu^n^  ■*£*«?*  and  eciodi 
5il>  r1uHli«<ii  pFK»f  rli=af  agnin, 

I  &'Lt  m^  brotikurhood. 

*^  Ani  ■'■roctlnm  tt  wouLld  bv.  LtlT, 

My  bith  \n  tk>d  rri-w  mid, 
For  T  vit«  T^riufl  k^  In  tm^y^ 

And  f  |f*^  In  rlrnth  df  f>Ail; 
HuUn  your  iTintK:^?nf<n  my  i^bllO* 

And  In  jour  H»fKlb*r'*  b¥*, 
1  It^mi^  tb^iitL-'  b'>KMim  uf  Urn 


"  Albi»t  4»tir  eafw  ara  irono^  LUt, 

And  jNM^  In  1j«€ k  aeotiSf 
Ar  ynu  h4Tfi  HMfeiu  tlui  tun  iMos  oat 

Allflf  tht?  gliprinj  iatn; 
lu  ibit  R«odUnd  vbcre  wa  van  bQnt, 

AHb  of  kvra  iHU  blaaa  our  1una»* 
Ilw  twoa*  l^pB  tb<i  liilL 

^Ttiaaka  to  year  ficntlo  &«i^  XjltI 

It4i  lnnt«»nr«  wna,  ptrtrng 
T^  %vvp  me  «pi^i«Uiit  tfl  iliM-  rigbtt 

Wb«nla]Dpl«d  bj  this  wniiiff. 
Tha  Utli^  OI14  W4»rr<  dmr  (a  |t}m 

Who  dli?d  Tip>t\  til*  rood — 
1  uk  Ulp  |Ei<ndi}  titni  tir  joitt 

And  fbr  jour  inutliff  foad. 

He  ct^mmoneed  a  hiatorteal  no^iel  fo  bo  callctl 
*«  Maufke  Wet^rbern/'  in  which  the  (treat  battle 
of  Lutxen  woa  lo  end  thf  atlvi^ntun'H  af  liia  lienv 
♦'What  it  ia  yon  will  some  time  or  olhri  afa/* 
he  wrote  to  me  ;  &rn!|  aa  if  doubtful  wbetbtr  thia 
were  a  aafe  predietion,  added,  **  1  am  bi'stowtiiff 
great  fa«,  bwl  little  tahor^  tipon  jt,"  Tbia  ho 
threw  aaide,  and  hit  love  fur  that  age  epf>f'ared  in 
"  The  Chevalier  Merlin,"  aup^eisietl  by  iliti  l»eau- 
tJfuL  atory  of  Charlb^  the  Twelfth,  aa  Riven  by 
VOLTAmR,  eereral  rhapter*  of  which  ar>|*eiir(*J  in 
the  "  Southern  Literary  Meiaienger/'  hi  the  name 
magazine  he  printed  '•  John  Car]>e,'^  **  The  Two 
Country  Houaes,'*  and  other  tale§  :  parta  of  a  w^ 
riea  in  which  he  intended  to  draraatije  Ihr?  bft> 
and  mannen  of  Virginia,  He  albO  oontrilmtcd  to 
the  *'  Literary  Aleaaenger**  a  few  piocea  of  critic'jarn, 
Ofie  of  whi^  waa  ■  reviewal  of  the  poema  M  the 
late  Ei>QA*  A.  Pok,  Aa  for  any  appUu»e  Iheac 
might  win  far  him,  he  wrote  to  hia  iriend'Joiiif 
R.  THOJiPflON :  "I  iook  upon  these  maltern  se- 
renely, and  will  treat  renown  aa  Sir  Thomas 
MoBK  adviaea  concerning  gueat^:  wHcotiic  it« 
coming  when  it  comelh*  hinder  not  with  opprea* 
«%o  cagerneai  its  going,  when  it  goeth.  Fnr- 
thennore  [  am  of  the  temp«r  to  look  filacidly 
opon  the  pro&le  of  tbia  aame  renown,  if,  inatead 
of  Atoppingr  it  went  by  to  take  op  with  Another ; 
therefore  it  would  not  rufHo  me  to  «ee  you  win 
the  hon^^ura  of  aouthcm  tetters  away  from  me/* 

Henewing  bii  devotion  to  poetry^  near  the  cIohc 
of  the  year  }M9,  he  wrote  frngmenta  of  "The 
Women  of  Bhakspeare,"  *-  The  Chariot  Race," 
and  a  political  and  literary  aatire.  He  pr^pjected 
worka  enough,  in  prose  and  verae,  to  acci^py  an 
induBtrioua  life  of  twenty  yeara.  In  one  of  hia 
letten  ho  remarked,  **I  have  lately  apgrred  niy- 
aelf  again  into  eontinuoua  compoaition,  and  mean 
to  ^  ith  books.' '  B  ul !  n  lb  e  m  idat  of  h  ia  re* w  a  ken- 
ed  activity  and  ambition,  ho  ■nddenly  died«  on  the 
twentieth  of  January,  18&0,  at  the  ago  of  thirty* 
three* 

Undoubtedly  PiirLirP£?(DLETOHC(>t^KEwaa 
one  of  the  trueat  poeta  of  our  eountry,  and  what 
he  baa  left  ua  waa  full  of  promiae  that  he  would 
vindicate,  in  other  worka,  ihe  rank  with  which  he 
waa  accredited,  by  thoee  admihnfC  friend*  who  eati- 
mated  bia  abilitieA  from  hiaconvc>ruti>m  more  than 
from  anything  he  bad  printed.  Ilia  miml  Idoom- 
ed  early*  though  it  waa  late  in  maturing*  Many 
of  hia  moat  pleaaing  poema  were  written  at  ml- 
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lege,  or  soon  tfter  his  retorn,  between  his  fifteenth 
tnd  eighteenth  yemra ;  bat  they  had  not  the  moet 
noticeable  characteristics  of  his  later  productions. 
The  chivalric  poetry  occupied  his  attention  early 
and  long,  and  he  wasonly  banishing  it  for  the  more 
independent  and  beautiful  growth  of  his  own  na- 
ture, when  his  untimely  death  destroyed  the  hopes 
of  fruits  which  his  youth  foretold  in  such  prodi- 
gality and  perfection.  Of  his  love  poems,  the  lit- 
tle song  entitled  "  Florence  Vane,"  written  when 
be  was  scarcely  more  than  twenty,  is  perhaps  the 
finest.  In  the  lines  «  To  my  Daughter  Lily,"  may 
be  discovered  the  tenderness  and  warmth  of  his 
affections ;  in  his  **  Ballads,"  the  fiery  and  chival- 
rous phase  of  hb  intelligence ;  in  **  IJgolino,"  his 
pathos ;  and  in  «*  Life  in  the  Autumn  Woods,"  his 
love  of  nature.  "  Ugolino,"  was  fn  his  own  opin- 
ion the  best  of  all  his  poems,  but  it  fell  far  short 
of  his  estimate  of  the  capacities  of  the  subject. 
<*  I  have  merely  tried  my  hand  in  it,"  he  said, 
"  and  can  only  praise  what  I  have  done  as  true  to 
Fboissabt.    I  shall  do  much  better  than  this." 


Ai  a  boy  and  u  a  joang  nu,  I 

his  life  WW  alwaja  poatieal— ■part*  orifiMl,  nd 
eommandiag  iflMtkMiato  ypiia.  Aa  ha  gm 
older/and  marriedt  Im  becuM  piaclkal  in  hii 
iriewf,  reaching  that  point  in  Iha  Biiof  gnmiB 
which  its  beantiflil  idetb  taka  tiia  fiinna  ef  dulj 
or  become  the  strength  of  wim  lawlnai.  Te- 
ward  his  family,  indudtaiflr  hb  thduTi  aothvibi^ 
then,  and  sisters,  ha  cherwhed  a  daap  and  aafil- 
tering  devotion.  A  ahorl  tioie  bt&n  his  Ian 
illness  he  introduced  inta  his  boo— hold  ■arning 
and  evening  prayers.  Ha  diad»  as  ho  had  Ried, 
a  pure-minded  gentleman,  and  hnoddo  Chris- 
tian. 

His  voice  has  bam  doaeribed  to  DO  ■•  naiiedlf 
joyous,  sometimeo  Tarfing  to  a  sad  laeelats^ 
sometimes  wild.  Hb  canriago  was  giaeefsl  sod 
upright ;  hb  fVama  vigorous  and  alasliei  tfiiaed 
as  he  was  by  constant  banting  in  tba  Bloe  Xidge; 
his  hair  was  black  and  curling;  hb  9j9 dork  aod 

\  bright;  bb  expression  calm  and  thoagfatfti;  hii 

i  manner  impressed  with  dignity. 


EMILY: 
PROEM  TO  THE  "FROISSART  BALLADS." 

You^ro  Emily  has  temples  fair, 
Care88*d  by  locks  of  dark  brown  hair. 

A  thousand  sweet  humanities 
Speak  wisely  from  her  hazel  eyes. 

Her  speech  b  ignorant  of  command, 
And  yet  can  lead  you  like  a  hand. 

Her  white  teeth  sparkle,  when  the  eclipse 
Is  laughter-moved,  of  her  red  lips. 

She  moves,  all  grace,  with  gliding  limbs 
As  a  white-breasted  cygnet  swims. 

In  her  sweet  childhood,  Emily 
Was  wild  with  natural  gaycty, 
A  little  creature,  full  of  laughter. 
Who  cast  no  thought  before  or  after, 
And  knew  not  custom  or  its  chains. 
The  dappled  fawns  upon  the  plains, 
The  birds  that  love  the  upper  sky, 
Lived  not  in  lovelier  liberty. 

But  with  thb  natural  merriment. 
Mind,  and  the  ripening  years  have  blent 
A  thoughtfiilness— not  melancholy-^ 
Which  wins  her  life  away  from  folly ; 
Checking  somewhat  the  natural  gladnest^ 
But  saved,  by  that  it  checks,  firom  sadnesiH-* 
Like  clouds  athwart  a  May-mom  sailing. 
Which  take  the  golden  light  they  arc  veiling. 

She  loves  her  kind,  and  shuns  no  duty. 
Her  virtues  sanctify  her  beauty, 
And  all  who  know  her  say  that  she 
Was  bom  for  man's  felicity — 
1  know  that  she  was  bom  for  mine. 
Dearer  than  any  joy  of  wine. 
Or  pomp,  or  gold,  or  man's  load  praise, 
Or  pur^ile  power,  art  thou  to  me— 
Kind  cheerer  of  my  clouded  ways- 
Young  vine  upon  a  nigged  tree. 


Maidens  who  lova  axa  InJI  of  hops^ 
And  crowds  hedge  in  its  goUoi  ssops; 
Wherefore  they  love  green  fftWtndfis 
And  silence  for  their  better  moodSi 
I  know  some  wilds,  where  tolip  Inwtj 
Full  of  the  singing  toil  of  beei^ 
Depend  their  loving  branches  ovar 
Great  rocka,  which  honeysocUes  cow 
In  rich  and  liberal  oveiflafw. 
In  the  dear  time  €€  long  ago 
When  I  had  woo'd  yoong  EniQyy 
And  she  had  told  hn  lova  to  ma^ 
I  often  found  her  in 
Quite  rapt  away  in 
Or  giving  earnest  o 
To  leaf^  or  bird,  or  ^ 
And  once  I  heard  the 
Until  the  very  woods 
Singing  an  old  song  to  tha  Honnl 
I  well  remember  that  ran  oon|^ 
It  charged  the  Hours  with  cnnl 
Wrong  to  the  verdure  of  tha 
Wrong  to  the  lostra  of  &i 
Its  music  had  a  wondrous 
And  made  the  greenwood 

But  I  delay:  one  jocund 
A  mom  ofthatUitfaotinio  ofqafa^ 
When  milky  bloonnM  load  Aa  than. 
And  birds  so  prate,  and  aDar,  and  m^ 
That  melody  b  eveiywhara^ 
On  the  glad  etrth,  and  in  Aa  av^— 
On  such  a  mom  I  went  to  aeak 
In  our  wild  haunts  ftr  Emily* 
I  found  her  where  a  flowaring  tiaa 
Gave  odours  and  cool  diada.    B 
A  litUe  rested  on  her  hand ; 
Her  rastb  skill  had  made  a  bond 
Of  rare  device  whkh  gariandcd 
The  beauty  of  hor 
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From  the  ead  violet'a  vje  of  htaa. 

WcTO  dimly  btiming  in  her  cy«* 

Or  cbaH!  the  boui^-muktng  th|ev«« 

Whfii  r  Iwheld  bcr— fonn  and  &ce 

From  oif  the  m«e,  and  shut  it*  (eavei 

So  littip,  flo  fair — the  Bpirit  race, 

Against  the  eold  of  April  eT««. 

Of  whom  flu^  l*tu-r  jwcU  dr«aai\)p 

PerbafM  its  dainty,  pink4ipl  handa 

Cum  to  my  thtmght,  and  I  Mf  dwm'd 

Havu  plied  »uch  tijaka  in  far  off  landji 

My  #»ytli*bqra  mi*tfes«,  pure  witJ  goal. 

And  now,  peivhanci^  some  grini  foe  (uHowi 

Was  some  iudi  lady  of  the  wooil 

The  tittle  i^ight  ioVtit^w  grtvn  hoUowa." 

At  fiKe  who  work'd  nt  upoll,  and  subw, 

Such  gentle  wordis  hoA  Emily 

With  Huon  of  the  dusky  hmr. 

For  the  »onib  wiiid  in  tho  tuUp  tnib                          ' 

And  {!«].  in  UJuiuvs  of  n  doc^ 

A  nuinelf  bidden  by  tha  ti««a, 

Before  th*  flc^t  yoalli  Aiig<^li>. 

Gare  mit  Bdme  natural  intilodifiit 

Bat  the«e  uifmn  imAgmlng^ 

She  aakl,  ^^Tbo  hroott.  among  tbe  tftiiiia% 

Flew  quite  »w«y  on  hietant  mng$. 

Iji  Bolemn  in  ita  tuuScsriiMicia; 

I  caird  her  name,     A  swUl  auffinte 

How  like  a  hymn  !  the  singing  eifrataf© 

UwBC  whttepty  to  her  ftv^e,  but  wou 

Is  wonhipiiirig  the  God  of  nature.** 

It  Oeil  befbrv  *ofiie  d?iinticr  dye*, 

But  I  r*>plied,  **Mr  dear— not  w>j 

And,  laughing  like  a.  brook  in  Jui]«, 

Thy  eolemn  eye*,  thy  brow  of  anow. 

Wiih  wdw*  Bceoit  ah^  welc^jmt^  iwr, 

And,  more  than  thesne,  thj  maiden  m«rtt 

And  1  ME  Ifim  with  EmiJy. 

Have  won  Undlno,  that  gentle  apiril, 

The  ^ods  w*re  TCTj  good  to  btetH 

To  sing  her  songa  of  love  to  thee." 

Mj  life  with  so  mucb  happtiiow. 

8 wilt  anfwer*d  mciry  Eniily — 

Thtf  rojiideo  on  Ihnt  U>wly  «?ftt — 

w  Undine  in  but  a  girU  jou  k^iow. 

i  BSUing  cLt  her  Jiltlo  fei^l ! 

And  would  not  pine  for  love  of  mo ; 

Two  happi«r  lovcra  nutrr  idpI, 

8he  him  been  peem^  from  the  brook. 

En  de«r  and  talk-«-h«iTa'd  privacy. 

And  glimpitcd  at  you."     She  said  and  Mhfxk 

It  was  a  ^Idcn  day  to  n»e. 

With  a  fare  fit  of  ntlvory  layghtt^r. 

And  tu  great  blUi  \»  with  tni?  ye^ 

I  was  more  circum"tn"Ct  therraflcr,                               i 

Warning  like  wine  my  inmo«t  hi^^rt —                , 

And  dealt  in  homelier  talk.     A  man 

For  nwtnorie*  of  Imppy  houre 

May  call  a  white^brow*d  (jirl  *♦  01^^,'* 

Aftp  like  th*  cordials  prcsii'd  from  flowera, 

But  likts  not  to  be  tum'd  npon, 

And  madden  awisctly.     I  impjirt 

And  niek-named  •*  Yonug  Endymion/' 

Naught  of  ibti  love-tM^k  J  n?mf?mb«r, 

My  Emily  loved  very  well^ 

For  Mftv's  yoimg  pleastjfra  arc  bf*l  JiiJ 

At  time«,  thoM  andcnt  Iayi»  wtiich  tell 

FrtMn  the  cold  prmienoe  of  Bcf«mhcT* 

Rude  natural  tale« ;  ahe  luid  no  loru 

Which  clip*  ajid  chill?  all  vi^nial  wings: 

Of  trouvere,  or  of  troubadour^ 

And  Love'*  own  sanclitiea  tor!jid, 

JVor  knew  what  dilleiencc  there  mighl  bo 

Now  at  of  old,  smth  cnfiupiiiga 

Between  the  Imtgiiea  of  oc  and  oni  ; 

In  Hall,  of  what  Mall*  in  Baw<?r, 

But  hcahn^  obi  talcs,  lored  ihem  all 

Bui  oilier  matte ns  of  the  liour^ 

If  truth  but  made  them  natural* 

Of  which  it  bfeaka  no  fiulh  to  tclU 

In  oar  good  ialks^  we  oft  went  o'er 

My  homely  rhyme  shijl  elironicle^ 

TTie  little  horde  of  my  qnaint  lore, 

Aj  ■ilontly  we  snX  fllone — 

CuU^d  out  of  old  meiodiouB  fable.                               , 

Our  lo¥<NiAlk  spent — two  mated  birds 

She  little  caTt^  for  Arthura  table. 

Be^%ri  to  prate  m  loiring  tone ; 

For  talea  of  doaglity  launcelot,                                   1 

tjtjoih  Emily,  *-  *rhcj  sure  hove  word*  I 

Or  Triatram,  or  of  him  who  smoto                           ' 

Didiit  hear  tbera  say  *  %  Mintt;  *  My  J/flrV 

The  giant,  Angoulairo  highly 

And  Qii  th*"y  chirp'd  wc  laugh'd  to  ho 

And  moan*d  for  low  hy  day  and  night* 

^)QU  ailcr  thiA  a  Muth^m  wind 

S^ho  bttle  cared  for  EFuch  £ia  thi4»et 

Came  Mbbing  like  a  hunW  hind 

But  if  I  cToafl*d  the  Pyrenoea, 

Into  the  quit^t  of  the  gb^n  J 

With  the  great  peers  of  Charlemagne, 

The  maiden  niuiMsl  awhile,  and  liwn 

Descending  toward  tho  t^paniah  plimi. 

V^'nrd^'d  her  thought  right  jdny  fully. 

Her  eye  would  lighten  at  the  atraiu; 

**  The  wirida,"  iho  stiitJ,  *♦  of  land  and  sea, 

My  fricnil,  arc  atinly  living  thing* 

The  sad  end  of  that  talo  to  hear^ 

That  come  and  gt>  on  nnscen  win^ 

How  all  aweary,  worn  and  ^hite, 

The  tet^mitii^  air  ond  protliipj. 

And  nrginij  hia  failing  ateed  amain, 

M'hich  droopti  itf4  iizure  over  all. 

A  courier  from  tlie  aouth,  0110  night. 

I*  fui!  of  immortaUtit* 

Reach  d  the  great  eity^of  ihm  Btsm; 

That  ioiik  on  UH  with  un«r<*n  eyess. 

And  how  at  1J] at  same  time  and  houTf                       11 

ThiF  sudden  wind  thai  hath  come  here^ 

The  bride  of  Robind  by  tn  Bowet  *                           [ ; 

With  ttf  hard  Kb«  of  pain  07  i«ar, 

Waktfful,  and  ijuick  of  ear  to  wio 

It  may  be,  it  a  spirit  kindp      • 

'      Some  fumo«r  of  her  Hakdin — 

Tliat  loven  the  bruited  flowers  to  luid. 

And  how  it  came  in  sudden  cxti% 

Wbo^  tuk  il  ia  to  ihak^  the  dew 

That  shook  tha  earth  tad  rent  the  ddea; 
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And  Jiule  tbouKht,  u  up  Ihe  boM  deer  bounded. 

Of  the  ud  cn^atura  woutid^d* 

A  hnvc  tnd  good, 
But^vorlJ-wom  knight'^^soul  TwcarUsd  with  hiip«it 
Ifi  thvA  vexi  life — ^vfl  man  for  voUtudc^ 
Aod  built  a  lotige^  and  lived  m  Waiitiey  wood^ 

To  hcnr  the  bclliftr^  Hnrt- 
ft  wm»  a  gtfntiti  tast«,  Imt  its  ewtxi  sadness* 

YieUl«  to  thiC  Hunter's  modncaia. 

Wtiat  pawionate 
And  ktvn  JeUgbt  in  in  the  pmnd  flwrft  cJiosfi ! 
Go  out  what  titne  Ihc  iork  at  heiivpn^ft  jtd  gmto 
fkmn  jo^voualy  aitiging — quit*  infuriiito 

Wiih  the  high  pride  of  hi«  pbc^  i 
Whftt  time  the  unriaen  mn  mrays  the  moniiiig 

In  its  first  bright  ftddfniiig; 

Hark !  th**  quick  hmn^- 
A*  ms-ect  to  hear  a*  tny  clarion — 
Pkrrdji^  with  Rilver  caJJ  the  ear  of  mom ; 
And  mark  the  sleeda,  staut  CuTt«J  and  Tcipthonts 

And  Gtvpteii  and  th^  Don — 
Each  OOP  of  them  bis  fiery  mood  dinplayin^ 

With  pawing  and  with  neighmg- 

Urge  your  ewift  horae, 
AAer  the  rrying  hounds  in  thifi  fi^csh  hour, 
Van^iuiiih  hii^rh  h]11«— «tem  perilous  atrciuns  porfoitOr 
Chi  iho  free  plain  ^vo  frp©  wtiigs  to  your  ^Kmrse^ 

And  you  will  know  die  power 
Of  the  br^ive  cElsw — and  how  gX  grii3&  the  sorail 

A  cure  iH  LQ  thu  fare«L 

Orstaik  thf^dfieur; 
TIhj  aame  Tvd  Up  of  dawn  has  1tiss*d  the  haK 
TTie  ftLkiih^t  sounds  are  ciowdinrt  on  your  ear. 
There  h  a  Jifw  b^  all  the  atmoftphere ; — - 

Vour  very  nature  Gits 
With  the  fnf*h  hour,  as  up  the  hiils  aspiring 

Von  diinb  with  llmba  untiring. 

It  is  a  £iir 
And  gvmlly  sit|rht  to  tee  the  antler'd  0ta^, 
With  tlie  long-  sweep  of  hji  swift  walk  repair 
To  join  hi^  brother* ;  or  the  plctlioric  Bear 

Lying  on  some  high  erag. 
With  pinky  eye^  half  closed,  but  brood  head  ^a^ing, 

An  gad'Qies  keep  him  wakingt 

And  thn*  you  we. 
And  seteiitg  them,  you  travel  to  thdr  death 
With  a  *lv>w  stralihy  step,  from  tree  to  tree, 
iVotin^  thf  wind  however  faint  it  be, 

7'he  hunter  draws  a  breath 

"  24ir  TntiHii  WfmTLFV. 

t  iffihm^  it  an  vid  word  flir  ih*  peculiar  ery  Of  the  Hart, 
6#*  a  (piii-r,  wrU[«ii  by  OeoROS  Cllia,  in  Loeasiat*! 
Lift  itf  ttcoTT,  ilvtnit  an  ftce<»unt  of  Kir  Tuoa^t  Wat^ 
lAw  and  hit  leaion  fur  buUdifii  hit  todfe. 


In  tinjes  like  thoafe,  which,  he  wiH  aaj,  repaya  him 
For  sdl  caiT  that  waylays  him* 

A  strong  joy  fitla 
(A  joy  l«yond  the  tongue's  expresat*  power) 
My  heart  in  autumn  weather — fills  and  thrills  f 
And  I  would  nither  statk  the  brecs^  hills, 

Descending  to  my  bower 
Nightly^  by  the  sweet  spirit  of  Peace  attended^ 

Than  pine  whene  tilu  is  splendid. 


FLORENCE  VANE, 

I  LOTKn  theo  long  and  deiJ'ly, 

Florence  Vane; 
My  life 'a  bright  dream  and  oady 

H^th  come  again ; 
I  roneWt  in  my  fond  vision* 

My  heart's  dear  pain^ 
My  hopea,  and  thy  derisioni 

Florence  Vane* 

The  mini  tone  and  hoary. 

The  ruin  old 
Where  thou  didst  hark  my  story, 

At  even  told, — 
That  nfxit— the  hues  Elyiian 

Of  fiky  and  plain — 
I  tfVBsure  in  my  vimonj 

Florence  Vi^ne* 

Thoa  wast  loT^U^r  than  tibo  t^um 

In  their  prime ; 
Thy  iroice  eteetj'd  tlie  c^osea 

Of  Bwe«et«i  rhyme; 
Thy  heart  wu  as  a  tivmr 

Without  a  main* 
WouliJ  1  had  loved  thee  nerer, 

Florence  Vane  I 

But,  fmmst*  coldest,  wonder  ! 

Thy  glorious  ctay 
Lieth  tlie  green  md  under — 

Ala#,  the  day? 
And  it  boots  not  to  remember 

Thy  disdain — 
To  quicken  lofe's  pale  erobei, 

Florr-nee  Vane^ 

The  tilies  of  the  vafley 

By  young  g^vcs  weep^ 
The  dai^  love  to  daily 

Wtim«  maidens  steep ; 
May  their  hlooro,  in  beauty  vying, 

Never  wane 
Where  thine  earthly  part  is  lyings 

Fbm»eVaBe! 


^^ 
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Joftw  Q^  S^XB,  of  Highgftt^i  Franklin  cotintj, 
Vermont^  was  bom  in  that  town  on  the  fsecoad 
day  of  June,  1816.  Hi*  youlh  waa  pajtsed  in  ru- 
nt occupational  until  he  wels  aevrnteen  yvarv  of 
age*  when  he  determined  to  st^dy  on«  of  llie  Ul> 
eni  profession*,  wjd  with  this  view  entered  the 
gntnmar  xhooi  at  SL  Albany  and  after  the  usual 
prclnninarj  course ,  ^ha  collets  at  MiddJebury, 
where  he  gradti»ti*d  h«chdor  of  arts  in  ibe  »um- 
mer  of  1 839.  He  aubwqaently  read  Law,  at  Lock- 
port  in  New  York  and  at  Si*  Albans,  and  waa  ad- 
mitted to  the  tmr  at  the  tatter  plac^,  in  S^fitember, 
1843,  since  which  time-  he  has  been  prmdisiiig  in 
tbe  conrtft,  with  morv  than  the  aTorage  «uccesa  of 
joung  ailomeja. 

I  remember  that  when  Mr.a^xi  Wa»  tn  edlege 
be  was  well  known  for  hia  tnanly  character,  good 
aenm^  genial  huDiour,  and^  for  an  underg^raduatCp 
laige  aeqnaintanee  with  literature*  He  preaetTes* 
with  fitting  increase,  hia  good  rpputation,  «  Be- 
lidea  writing  with  snch  delightful  point  and  facil- 
it?/*  obserTea  a  friend  of  hia,  **  he  i«  one  of  the 
beat  fif  coQ^erMtionijiU,  and  wa«tea  more  wit  tn  a 
4aj  tllan  would  set  up  a  Yankeo  '  Punch""  or  a 
■eon  d  *  Yankee  DoodleL*  He  h  a  good  general 
«tiwlart  wdl  read  in  the  beat  Engfuh  attthora.  and 
beaidrst  ht*  comical  composittonftj  ha  a  produced 
many  ptece»  of  grace  and  tendemen  thai  erince 
■  genuine  pieticat  feeling  and  ability/* 


THE  PROUD  MISS  MACflRIDE, 

A  LEGIST  or  GOTHAM. 

O,  Tf  aaTBLT  proud  was  Miaa  M  jicBmn);. 
The  Tcry  pcnouifjcalion  of  pride, 
Aa  4  he  naineed  along  in  fiuihionV  tide^ 
Adfjwn  Broadway — on  the  proper  aid^ — 

When  the  golden  fan  waa  setting ; 
Tliere  wfl#  priiie  in  the  h^ad  fihe  carried  ao  high. 
Pride  in  her  iip>  and  pride  in  her  &j% 
And  a  world  of  pride  in  the  very  aigh 

Thai  ber  atittety  bo«om  waa  fretting : 

A  sigh  thai  a  pair  of  elegant  feet, 
San  da  r  J  in  satin,  ahouU  ki^  the  atreet — 
The  very  esaie  that  tlie  vulgar  greet 
In  com n ton  leather  not  over  *^  neat"-^ 

For  fuch  ia  the  common  booting ; 
(And  ChriMian  ieat^  moLj  well  bo  shod, 
That  even  among  our  gentlemen-bred, 
The  j^fioua  Day  of  Morocco  ta  dead, 
And^ar  and  Martin  are  rrugnin«  inaiead, 

On  M  niui'h  inferior  fooling  t) 
I  ^4 


Mr.  Sa^t  eicsela  moal  in  fun.  hurl^ne,  and 
eatire,  £elda  upon  the  oon6ne«  of  the  domain  of 
[loetry,  jn  which  wc  have  muny  of  the  finest  tpo 
cimeng  of  lyncol  cxpreasion*  and  which  have  fur- 
nished, (lom  the  tim^  of  J  t:  venal,  a  fiiir  propor^ 
tion  of  the  noblest  illujtrationa  of  crefitiTe  energy, 
H inverse  ia  nervous,  and  generally  hij^ly  finiahed  ; 
and  in  a  [moat  all  eaa^es  it  is  admirably  ealculnted 
for  the  production  of  the  desired  eirecta.  One  of 
the  happiest  exhibitions  of  hia  skill  in  languagie  la 
in  the  piece  printed  in  the  Knickerbocker  Maga- 
line,  commendng^ — 

Singing  ^rougli  the  forett^ 

SbkiDd])^  unrfer  »fc^e*. 

RiiinbUnie  ovfir  btUvcf  ;  I 

WtiUdog  thfijujjh  th«»~mnitni 

Boziiuf  o'er  the  r  ulii  — 
'*    I  ra«  I  (hit  Li  |iic»«»fit. 
"   I  on  a  f  tU  T 


The  whole  eompofttion  a  an  tcho  «nd  rcflvction 
of  the  crowded  railroad  ear. 

The  longest  of  his  production*  la  **  PtogreM^  i 
Satire/*  which  haa  paaaed  through  two  editionap 

and  been  largely  quoted  for  its  feticitoutt  rbamr- 
tenia  tion  of  popnlar  foibles^  His  *'  ?iew  Rape  of 
the  Lock,**  written  in  1947,  and  *' Proud  Mita 
MacBriJe/*  written  in  1S49^  are  in  tht^  *wiii  of 
Moo  II,  hut  are  full  of  verbal  fclictlies  ami  hmuour, 
and  are  fruiu  of  anginal  observation  of  infJtnera, 


O,  terribly  proud  was  Miss  Mac  Bit  mil. 
Proud  of  her  beauty  ^  and  proud  of  her  prtJ», 
And  proud  of  fifty  matters  beaidc — 

That  would  n't  have  borne  diaaettion  j 
Proud  of  her  wit,  and  proud  of  her  walk* 
Proud  of  her  teeth,  and  proud  of  her  tatk« 
Proud  of  *'  knowing  chceae  from  chalk," 

On  a  very  alight  inapection  !^ 

Proud  abroad,  and  prond  at  home. 
Proud  wherever  she  chaneed  to  come — 
When  ihe  was  gind,  and  when  ahe  waa  gluiii 

Praud  aa  tlie  head  of  a  Baracen 
Over  the  door  of  a  tippltng-ahop ! — 
Proud  a»  a  ducbeas,  proud  aa  a  fop^ 
**  Proud  as  a  boy  with  a  bran-new  top," 

Proud  beyond  comparison ! 

7t  aeenis  a  aingutar  thing  to  say, 
But  her  very  aeneea  led  her  aatnj 

Rf^pecting  all  humility ; 
In  sooth,  her  dull,  auricular  drum 
Could  Gnd  in  humhk  only  a  "  hum/* 
And  heard  no  «ound  of  **  gentle*'  comCt 

In  talking  about  gentiUty. 
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Who  cut  him  oA'  with  a  nw^-and  \»de 
^'Tbc  eobblsf  keep  l^  hta  C4|]jmgr 

(The  miiR«  mufll  let  m  «fci«t  oat : 
Tlwf*  Un't  the  fiynlest  iluidoir  of  doubt 
That  Iblks  who  oflene^t  gnctr  and  flout 

At  **  the  dirty,  low  medifliiicftJft," 
Kn  Xhvy  wfaoAC  ■!?««,  bj  poundmg  Iheir  Imeesi 
Or  ^Ling  llielr  lege,  or  Cradea  like  ihcM^^ 
CbatHved  to  win  their  children  ease 

From  po^ertj'i  gnHtng  manad^.) 

A  rich  tobacxroniat  cotupji  utd  buck, 
And,  ih inking  the  lady  would  scarce  refiuse 
A  man  of  hli  we»lrh  and  lib<ral  vioww, 
Begsn.  Bl  once,  with  "If  >ou  ehoosf — 

And  could  yoo  re*lly  U«e  him—** 
But  tho  Udj  apuil'd  hi.$  speech  in  «  haft 
Wikh  an  amwer  rough  and  ready  cnought 
To  let  him  know  she  wa«  up  to  snufl^ 

And  ahogether  abo^e  him  \ 

A  young  ■ttorneyf  erf  winning  gra<«v 
\V«  acsTce  allowed  to  **  open  hn  fac«," 
Ere  MiH  MicBainK  had  ckiAed  hta  cue 

With  true  judicial  celerily  ; 
Foff  the  lawyer  was  poor,  *nd  "  aeedy**  lo  botitf 
And  tn  aay  ihia  lady  diacarded  hia  buH^ 

It  merely  a  double  verity  I 

The  laat  of  thoae  wtto  came  lo  court, 
Wiia  B  lively  beau,  of  the  dapper  aort, 
"  Without  any  visjlite  meann  of  fluppofit," 

A  crime  by  no  meana  flagrant 
En  OEM  who  we«r«  an  elegant  coat, 
Bui  the  %ery  point  on  which  tbey  Toto 

A  ragged  fdlow  "  t  vagrant  1" 

A  courtly  fellow  wm  dapper  Jix, 
Bleek  and  supptc,  and  taU  and  trim, 
And  #riiooth  of  tongue  ai  neat  of  limb ; 

And  tnaiigre  bis  meagre  pocket, 
Vou*d  t^Y  from  the  gljticring  tales  he  loldf 
lliat  JjM  had  alept  in  a  cndk  of  gold, 

With  KoftTi7!T4Tva  lo  rock  it  I 

Nnw  dapper  Jim  hia  courfahip  plied 

(I  wiab  the  fact  could  be  denied) 

With  an  eye  to  the  pune  of  the  old  MacBi)i>k, 

And  really  "nothing  vhorler!'* 
For  he  aaid  to  himaelf,  in  hia  greedy  lailp 
"  WheneTcf  he  die* — a«  die  he  mu«t — 
And  yieM«  to  Heaven  hU  vital  truft* 
He^i  very  nure  to  'come  down  with  hia  duit,' 

In  behalf  of  hia  only  daughter," 

And  iho  very  magnificent  Mi«a  MicBaioif 
Half  in  love,  ind  half  in  pride, 

Quiie  grariouily  relented; 
And.  to«iing  her  head,  and  turning  her  back, 
>'o  token  of  proper  pride  ti^  lack — ^ 
To  be  A  Bride,  without  the  "  Mac," 

With  much  diiulain,  conaenled! 

Alaa  !  that  people  who've  got  their  box 
Of  e«ah  beneath  the  beit  of  locka^ 
8ccur«  from  all  financial  nhocka, 
£4iould  atoek  thrir  fancy  with  fancy  itockvi 
And  madly  runh  upon  Wall-atreet  rQek% 
U  jthout  the  teaat  apolOf;y  ! 


Al&fl  I  that  people  wboae  money-aifaiTW 
Are  sound,  beyond  all  need  of  repaira. 
Should  ever  tempt  the  buEU  and  heara 
Of  Macpmon^a  fierce  lodlogy  ! 

Old  Jobs  MiLcBnina,  one  latol  day. 
Became  the  unresiiting  prey 

Of  Fortune's  undertakera ; 
And  Making  all  on  a  cingle  die, 
Hia  foundered  hark  went  high  and  dry 

Antong  the  brokera  and  breakers  I 

At  hia  trade  again,  in  the  very  «hop 
Where,  yeara  before,  he  irt  it  drop, 

He  folio wi  hi4  ancient  calling — 
Cheerily,  too,  in  jKJverty'a  spile, 
And  ilecping  quite  oa  aound  at  night, 
Aa  when,  at  fortune's  giddy  height,  • 

He  u«ed  to  wake  with  a  dixxy  fH^ht 

From  a  dismat  dream  of  Calling 

But  alas  for  the  haughty  Mm  MacBbiuk, 
*T  woa  such  a  shock  to  her  pr^ious  pride  1 
She  could  n't  recover,  although  ahe  tried 

Her  jaded  tpiritf  to  rally ; 
'Twaa  a  dreadful  change  in  human  affairs. 
From  a  Placo  •*  up  town,'"  to  a  nook  **  up  <tairs»*^ 

From  an  avenue  down  to  an  alley  '^— 


'Twaa  little  condolence  she  had.  Goo  ^ 

From  her  '*  troop*  of  friend*/'  who  hadii*t  forgot 

The  aira  she  uted  to  borrow ; 
They  had  civil  phraaca  enough,  hut  yet 
*T  was  plain  to  aee  that  tho ir  "  deepest  regret'* 

Was  a  diflerent  thing  from  sorrow  ! 

They  own'd  it  could  n't  have  well  been  worae 

To  go  from  a  full  to  an  empty  purp*  : 

To  expect  a  **  reversion,"  and  get  a  reverve. 

Was  truly  t  diamal  {eaturts ; 
But  it  waan't  strange— *  they  whijfter'd*— at  all! 
That  the  etunm^r  of  priile  should  have  its  fall 

Was  quite  according  to  Nature  I 

And  on«  of  those  chape  who  make  a  pun. 
As  if  it  were  quite  legitimate  fun 
To  be  blaxifig  away  at  every  one 
With  a  regular,  doubt^loadod  gun — 

Remarked  that  moral  tranigreaaion 
Always  brings  retributive  sting* 
To  candle-makers  as  well  aa  kings: 
For  **  making  light  of  crreat*»  thinga** 

Was  a  very  wick-eJ  profession! 

And  Tulgor  people^  the  asucy  churk^ 
Inqiiiied  about  "  Ihe  price  of  prtrta,* 

And  mockM  at  her  situation: 
'*She  wasn't  ruTn'd^they  venture!  lo  hop* — 
Because  she  was  poor,  she  needn't  mope; 
Few  people  were  bettur  off  for  soap^ 

And  thai  was  a  consolation  V*  t 

And  to  make  her  cup  of  wo  run  ovpr^ 
Her  elegant,  ardent  plighted  lover 

Was  the  very  first  to  fonsake  her ; 
"  He  quite  regretted  the  step,  't  wta  frui  — 
The  lady  had  pridfj  enough  -  for  iwo^' 
But  that  alone  would  never  do 

To  quiet  ihe  butcher  atul  b*k«r  *7 
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Mn.  Hrftrr  wtif  bom  in  Philadelphia,  on  tha 
rweiiiy  ihkd  day  of  Augqsi,  1817.  His  father^ 
TiaJiA.1  HrmsT*  vns  a  rir|JtJtBble  iTii^rehant  or 
iliac  city,  aad  held  in  lijgh  respect.  When  only 
a^^l  jpian  old  he  entered  the  lit w  ofEce  of  hU 
h$BiQimt  WiixuxM  h.  H[*»Tt  Esq.f  and  at  the  age 
ti^ighntcn  he  u-nj  roistered  Hi  a  student.  Hi« 
pn^essional  jFtiidies  were  riow  ijitcfnipt*d  for  a 
]fmg  peritNJ.  and  he  engngtKi  in  mercantile  pur- 
ttntti  but  Mt  fhe  age  of  tM*eiit^-iiTc  h«  made  hifl 
sppl)C«ebn  fur  admi^ton^  and  gmduaied  wiih 
the  highest  honctr^  in  the  e^tif  part  of  1843,  and 
in  tiow  in  aiwc«taful  pnustice  ai  the  Philadelphia 
Bbn 

Hf.  Hj»af  *■  flr»t  attempi«a(  poetry,  be  infbmiB 
nie,  wetnj  in  hi*  twentjr*£tit  or  twenty-second 
jeatf  about  which  ttmo  he  became  a  eontfibuloi 
td  GmfaKn'a  Itfopzine.  Hid  pot^ma  wer?  very 
•ooocHftl  and  sttezifiTely  copied.  Iri  1S45  h^ 
ptibliilted  tn  Boatan  hj«  first  volume,  •*  The  C<Mn- 
mg  of  the  Mannntnh,  the  Funeral  of  Time,  and 
oCber  Poemi,'*  a  hook  whtcrh  certainly  received  all 
tbe  praises  h3  which  it  was  entitled^  It  waa  not 
withoat  graceful  lande«,  bist  its  Lno«t  atrikihg  char* 
aeled«tici  were  a  clum<y  eitrava^nce  of  inven- 
tion, and  n  vain  ofaentijnent  neither  healthful  nor 
poetita]^  U  had  the  merit,  however,  of  muaind 
thoui^h  somewhat  nicchanicaf  vf;FiiiBration>  and  its 
reception  wa«  anch  oa  to  encourage  the  author  to 
new  and  more  ambillouft  efTorta, 

In  the  mmmcr  of  1 948  he  puhUihed  *■  Endyra* 
ion,  a  Tule  of  Greece,"  an  epic  poem,  in  four  can- 
tar.  It  wa«  a  Long^mcditaled  and  earcfully  clabo- 
raleil  production,  aome  part^  of  which  had  been 
kept  the  full  Horatian  period.  Et  may  he  regard- 
ed, therefore,  aa  an  exhibition  of  hia  best  ahilitiea. 
He  eviiicud  a  ceriain  hold  new  in  suhjecling  him* 
■elf  to  a  compariaoii  with  Kkats,  whose  fine  fan- 
eic*,  woven  aliout  it,  wili  ishare  the  i  in  mortality  of 
the  Grecian  fable.  In  the  finish  and  muntcal  &QW 
of  hiM  rhythm,  and  m  die  distinetneafl  and  jual  pro- 
portion vrith  which  he  hna  told  his  «tery,  he  haa 
pi|uai[ed  Keatk  :  but  tn  nolhino:  ejfie.  With  jjai- 
Mgois  of  c^Taphic  Bitd  l>eautifijJ  de*criplion,  and  a 
happy  rlcarneafl  in  narrative,  the  Iwst  pniififi  of 
Mr.  K)a«T'i  [^e^^o^manct■  U,  that  it  in  a  fine  piece 
of  p^tical  rhctoriLV  There  u  not  much  thooj^ht 
In  tbe  puem,  «nd  where  thert'  h  any  that  arreita 
attention,  it  whi^pcra  of  familiar  reading*. 

*rbe  fault  of  the  Liook  i^  the  want  ofa  poetieaL  del- 
ictcy  of  ftvlin^ ;  il  i«  n^jt  claii#ucftl  i  it  is  not  beauti- 
ful ;  il  i*  merety  wnnual;  ihtve  ia  nc^ne  oflhe  diviner 
odour  of  poetry  about  tL  Mr*  H  i  aaT*4  '*  chaate  Dt^ 
an  a"  ia  a  film  m  i^n'  t,  Th  e  me  tre,  t  ho  u^h  i  nappropri- 
ale,  to  liuch  a  poem,  in  nnu^uaL  and  ii  managed  1^ 
Mr.  Hi»t*T  with  sinvfuldr  akitL  To  tlloBtrtta  hi< 
mattery  el  veT»ificaiian,  and  it  the  Mme  tioM  to 


present  one  of  the  mtMt  at^f'tiva  p«Hfl|rM  of  the 
pofrn,  the  followiDg  linea  are  quoted  from  the 
first  canto  ; 

Thruagh  a  deep  dall  wttb  moMy  betalock*  fipda4^ 
A  duH  b^  nunj  a  syWvi  Urjvd  pmiC/— 

Flttiif  half  io  iliadow— wbrfa  tbe  ntd  i«er  bttAM— 
WliLle  sieilltiw  tnarman  Altook  the  fofvau  (T^y-- 
ExDTitioit  took  Mm  w«iy...» 

Mount  LatmcH  \ay  beAjm  him.    Gmitlj  i^leiusitiif, 

A  rute^ts  biio  ftom  iha  tvrllli^i  dim 
lltmg  TtnmA  ItM  crwWB.  To  hiio 
T]»  rcmfk  ucem  wu  li^t;  for,  far  oC  beaaklDiTt 

Orion  rtiia— Md  5lHiti,  )di«  a  wUtid^ 


At  iut  ho  f»hi*d  the  Iqp,  mid,  erowa'fl  with  mpUtoAonr, 
Tbp  mooD,  arlilnv  frum  the  l^atifiiiBt  »6ig, 
Sfep|ii*d  cjr'enr  Uhs  ticMLVtsnIir  Jea* 
FUcf  Ing  bpf  tfiiitjr  £biae»v,  Difwk  mieI  iwndHr 
Am  h  yowig  tirgiti%  o*tn  bu  nivtla  brow 
That  ^M»[K3i'il  Tf  Itb  [belr  fluw* 

BvMif  him  gvUfO.  a  ■prlof  Ikal  ta  a  ballftw 
Htd  Buda  a  ajmal  lake,  hy  wbteb  b»  vtuod 

To  c&A  tik  baased  blnod— 
Hii  Mood  re*  torei'd,  for  tbe  fierws  A^ollci 
*     Tlirou|rbaat  ibA  lonf,  itw  bcd^  tbe  truple  d^y, 

Bmhnf  nl  iilin  with  bit  raj* 

Bealdft  Ihf  Inkc  ^hOE«  wm^*?!  wpt«  fluXlr  gtflvAtn^ 
A  wlJlow  itood  In  DuV^i  ri«isf  nja, 
And  (t^m  tho  w^Kittlaoi  wajra 
lu  (m^ihtsfA,  l«nt<vHke  le^rfcn  w^t^  iretKljr  itraaiiilDf 
Alonf  tJjp  trutftr*  with  t^eij  lucvnt  tip*  . 

KiHlnf  in  sUv'vr  Up*, 

Add  itfll  th(^  tnooa  ktosc^  fvmspljt.harsHasr, 
DcjTo  Jill*?,  abav«  iIk*  horiroti.    Lkie  b  queen 
Bb«  Wft]kM  In  lUhc  batvrem 
Tlie  tfar*— tier  tovelj  bandmakW-^oftlj  covwtDf 
^'a}k■7  ud  wold,  aud  n^aoattin-tiA^  aad  plaliL 
WiLti  itfvttm*  uf  lucLd  raim 

ElfPYMiaN  vEidi'd  Tier  Hjp,  bki  Immqvi  bqnilDiif 

Wltb  pr1rK»l]r  ibfMKlit#  ^  ft^  tboufli  ■  ibephai^"!  loiv 
He  felt  [li&t  fBine  id  wcm 
By  blf b  avptrtDj^i  ;  intl  n  lofty  yesnitsf , 

Ffutu  the  Lti jtlii  bicitttoisii»f  Of  hit  boyUb  di^rai 
Mibde  bii  d<MKli  lbo«e  of  prvl««. 

Like  h^r"*,  bt#  tJtek  vm  TruaqiiU :  ko  h»d  |ii£b*rM 
By  •l«rfr  deimMV  ttw  eioiivo*,  eoId«D  lorty 
Hollow Jn IT  hk  naCive  •bore ; 
Aod  wkm  at  itlent  eve  bti  ftock  wu  tetber'd, 

Hv  PtvX  itio  iiart,  and  drrtik,^  mt  tmta  a  ■tnam, 
Onsol  knowl<,'d£(i  frmtj  ibpir  jfkam. 

Aod  HI  be  fTTvw  a  divuiiffr — one  1*110,  punlof 
For  tlioJQwy  objpct*,  lu)g)ii*h*d  like  al3|T4 
That,  iTrlTiiii;  to  be  bemnl 
Abortf  il9  PtilQwtt  fkilj,  tbfi  fllnlfflfl  kaunMng- 
lu  nH^ninrj  «v«r,  for  «v«r  the  itrlle  ^'ufiulttif 
To  lit  a  WD  dirk  itikiloinif^ 

In  the  aummt?T  of  1^40  Mr.  HTa^r  pobUthed 
in  Uovton  a  third  voliitne,  entitled  **  l*he  Penance 
of  Rolandi  a  Eomanre  of  the  Peine  Forte  et  Dure* 
and  other  Poeui*,'*  from  wbieh  the  e^traeta  in  liie 
net  I  pa^ea  are  coptech  It«  con  tetvt&  4re  all  well 
veraiBed,  atid  their  rhetoric  it  generally  poetkaJ* 
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HENBT   B,   HIHST, 


5aa 


Of  pftaiiaiiAte  lave — th«  A  starts  of  Ibeir  ipac«  t 

Tbia»  in  poitie  (|uirt  4^cl]Qmfl*d  f-himber,  wb«re 

iTie  gUre  of  sunlight  d^u,  yet  n.li  h  light ; 
With  aM  around  ua  ruddy,  rich*  on  J  r»ro— 

Boolis  red  with  i^olJ,  ind  mirron  diamond ^hrightt 
And  eboke«t  p«hi tinges  and  rich  flowcf*  which  bear 
Their  beauty ,  bloom  ,«ncl  frttgninccilaj  and  nigh  I, 
And  Btatf  ly  «tatupfl,  whit«  &s  gods*  between 
Thr  acarlet  Moewma  and  tb«  Jeav^i  of  gr^ft, 
With  aJi  th«l  Art  creates,  and  Fancy  rear*. 
And  Genioii  ■nitcliea  from  supernal  ephcre& 

AJI  diy»  ati  day,  dear  lo^e,  wooiil  I  Yw  there^ 
W^ih  elbow  10 nk  in  some  «oft  ottoman. 
Feeling  far  more  than  man, 
Bretithing  the  frai^nee  of  the  enchanted  atr 
Swimming  around  thee  ;  whiJe^  with  tiook  in  band| 
I  wouU  unfold  to  ihee  the  ancient  sigea-^ 
PoetV  like  Os^criLaV  quahit,  ddieiou^  pa^^ 
And  wander  thoughtfully  through  the  poet's  tnnd — 
Through  it  by  nigbt^a  edm,  unclouded  oight, 
Full  of  fweet  dream*. 

By  moRBiiTOua  vtreams, 
8{i«it1uig  wilb  atajTy  ffleami, 

W«'4  paiiae,  antra  nc«d  by  DtaaV  amber  ligb^ 
And  wmich  the  Ncfeid  riaing  from  the  waife. 
Or  aee  tb«  Dread  !aif« 

Hef  ^Itlew  feet  in  lodtJ  ripplea,  white 
Aa  Indian  iTOfj  with  the  mtlky  rBy, 
TrembEinf  around  their  ferma  in  liquid  play* 

Then  to  iome  taU  olJ  wood,  beneath  old  tre«% 

Which,  in  the  primal  houT% 

Ga*e  birth  to  0oweis 
Fairer  than  iht^se  which  Jewell' J  Grecian  leia 
What  lime  the  Dryads  wooM  the  summer  breeze* 
We'd  seek  aome  mo«9y  bank,  and  lit,  and  scan 
The  ttafB,  forg-etting  earth  and  miin. 
And  all  that  ia  of  earth,  and  watch  the  tphere*. 
And  dream  we  heard  their  music ;  and,  with  temra 
Bom  of  oar  hlia*,  arise,  an<l  walk  again. 
Languid  with  pajnion*a  epicurean  pain. 

Treading  the  feathered  gTaa«ea, 

l^hrough  misty,  moonlit  paaaea, 
On,  on^  alorig  sfome  vernal,  verdant  plain 
Our  itep«  cbouiJ  fuller,  while  ttie  llnnet^s  itraUl 
Made  muaic  for  our  feet,  and,  keeping  tioie. 
Our  hearti  lepticd  with  gentle  chime, 
A I  our  iouli  throbb'd  responsive  to  the  rhyme 
Of  perfect  love,  which  Nature  murmur'd  found, 
Making  earth  holy  ground, 
Aivd  aa  the  gods  who  ruled  atl  things  wa  aaw. 

Then  fating  way  to  mad  imagininga 
Born  of  the  time  and  pisoo — 
The  j(erfumfi  which  pervaded  apace. 
The  natural  emotions  of  our  race— 
We'd  TOW  that  love  should  be  the  only  law 

Henceforth  for  earth ;  that  even  the  rudest  thii^ 
Should  loTe  and  bo  beloireil :  while  we^ 
Tlie  An  Alt  and  Eva,  should  tit  enthroned,  and  see 
All  earth  an  Eden,  and  with  thankful  eye* 
Reference  God  in  our  new  paradise. 


THE  LOarr  PLEtATl, 

BaAtTTfiTi  atstera!  tell  me,  do  you  aTer 

Dream  of  the  loved  and  loat  one,  she  who  feQ 
And  &ded  in  Lf^fve's  turbid,  crimson  river ! 

The  sacreil  iiecret  telU 
Calmtj  the  purple  heavi^na  repoaetl  around  her^ 

Aa,  chanting  harmonies,  she  danced  along; 
£re  £ro4  in  his  ailken  meshes  bound  her^ 
Her  being  passed  in  song. 

Once  on  a  day  she  lay  in  dreamy  a| umber; 
EeaiJe  her  slept  her  golden-ton gu^cl  tjrre  ; 
And  radiant  visions— fancies  without  number — 

Fiird  breast  and  brain  with  fif*. 
She  dream 'd ;  and  in  her  dreams  saw  bending  o*er 
her   ^ 
A  form  her  fervid  fancy  dei^cd  ; 
Andp  waking,  viewM  the  noble  one  beJbre  her. 
Who  woo'd  her  as  his  briile. 

What  wonls^  what  paaaionate  words  He  breatbad, 
beseeching. 
Hive  long  been  lo«t  in  the  detaeending  yearaj 
Nflverthelesa,  ahe  listened  tn  his  teaching, 

Smiling  between  her  tears. 
And  ever  sittee  that  hour  the  happy  maiden 
Wanden  unknown  of  any  one  but  J  (ire ; 
Begretting  nol  the  loal  Olympian  Aidcnn 
In  the  Eljatum^Love  I 


NO  MORE. 

Nd  Mo  a?.- — no  more  *    What  vogue,  myakrriuua, 
Ineipticable  terrors  in  the  sound  ! 
What  imul-diiiturbing  lecrecies  abound 
In  thoae  sad  syllabi e«  I  and  what  delirioua, 
Wild  phantaiiea,  what  sorrowful  and  what  senona 
Myatcriea  lie  hid  in  them !  NoMore — No  Morel 
Where  is  the  «iZent  and  tlie  aotetnn  ahnref 
Wash'd  by  what  sound!  esaaeaa,  where  all  imperious 
Ho  reigns  T    And  over  what  his  awful  reign  T 
Who  qucationa, maddens !  what  ia  veil*d  in  shade. 
Let  sleep  in  shadow^  When  No  More  waa  made. 
Eternity  felt  hia  deity  on  the  wane, 
And  Zeus  rose  shrieking,  Batum^Uke  and  hoar, 
BeioTe  that  dread  Prometheus— No  Moas  ! 


ASTARTB. 

Tut  luatre,  heavenly  hUt  \  ahinea  ever  on  itm^ 
r,  trembling  like  Endymion  oveT4>ent 
By  daziling  Dian,  when  with  wonderment 
He  saw  her  erescent  light  I  ho  Lalmian  lea ; 
And  like  a  Naiad's  sailing  on  the  sea* 

FloaU  thy  fair  form  before  me  :  the  iiure  air 
Is  all  amtiToaia]  with  thy  hyacinth  hair  : 
While  round  thy  lipa  the  moih  in  airy  glee 
Havera,  and  hums  in  dim  and  dixzy  dreams. 

Drunken  wilh  odorous  breath :  thy  argent  cjf9 
(Twin  planets  swimming  through  Love's  tualroiia 

skies) 
Ate  miiTor'd  in  my  heart**  sereneat  slrcami — 
Such  ey  essaw  Sw 4a«raa  i,  flaahini  bold  and  bright 
When  queenly  Egypt  node  the  Nde  at  night. 


E.   SFENCEB  MILLER 


tBen,  ifillJ 


Mf.  E.  Spe«icbb  MtLL:Et  is  b  Km  of  the  Itte 
«mmcnt  tfaeoEogiatr,  th«  Reiverend  SAHUSt  Mrt- 
Liit,  D*D,T  <»f  Princeton,  New  Jenejt  wbem  he 
wia  ijorn  on  the  thinl  day  of  Seplember,  1817. 
When  nineicen  years  of  age  he  whs  g:ra4luateJ  ftt 
Ntntti  H&I],  m  hi»  native  town,  and  having  ntu- 
dioJ  the  taw,  and  been  admitted  %o  the  bar,  in 
PhUidelphia,  cha«e  tbst  dtj  for  hb  recldence,  and 
^kiB  alli|n«d  to  %  dktinfukbod  poMtian  there  in 

Mr.  MiLLiR  baa  not  bitberlo  been  known  to  the 
|rablic  aj  a  poeU  The  only  book  upon  the  titie- 
page  af  which  hfi  has  ptaced  his  nHmc,  is  a  stout 
octavo  called  "A  Treatiw  «n  the  Law  of  Parti- 


NIAGARA. 

Ho,  8pmiT  1  I  am  vvitb  thee  ddw  ; 
Mj  stride  ii  bj  the  ruahing  bmw. 
The  miat  w  raund  me  while  I  bow* 

By  mmmer  »treaais,by  land  and  asa, 

Niagara,  I  have  ycflrned  to  thee, 

Aad  dfeatned  what  thou  woulJat  eaj  to  1 

In  fpeTU  of  vtnon  I  bare  itonJ, 
And  with  the  turmoil  of  ihy  flood 
Have  ftruggEed  into  brotherhood. 

The  hour  k  mine ;  the  dream  la  gone  ; 
The  sli^p  of  Suuiiuer  atrFama  ia  done ; 
And  I  ana  by  thy  idde  alone. 

The  hour  is  mine;  I  feet  thy  spray; 
I  pre**  ulung  iby  rainbow  way ; 
God  help  mj  throbbing  heart  ton] ay. 

The  hour  la  mine;  my  feet  nre  near; 
I  fiiJtfr  not^  but  wrcalle  here; 
Eternal  word*  are  ia  mine  ear. 

I  futicr  not ;  I  feet  the  whole ; 
The  myelerien  of  thy  presence  roll 
In  waves  of  tumult  o'er  my  aoub 

1  meri^e  myi^elf,  my  racci  my  dimej 
And  aa  I  trctiJ  thy  pa  lb*  fiubtime^ 
I  aeem  to  itand  alone  with  Time  ; 

To  flUnd,  at]  lo^it,  with  Time  abne; 
He  makej  thy  tuUen  roar  hia  owUi 
An  ijttfinite  is*d  monotone: 

Majeatic  dir^f  of  strirpa  and  sight; 
The  voicea  of  the  year  that  riae 
Between  the  two  eiernhiei*: 

Forever  new,  forever  old. 
Forever  one,  yei  manifold, 
Forever  what  all  time  hith  told~ 


tion,  by  Writ,  in  PennajIvanifti^pobliaheJ  in  1 S47 ; 
hut  while  engag^ed  in  r^iearchea  coneerrdng  thia 
most  unpoetieal  auhject,  in  Jeiiiure  hoom  hi«  mind 
was  tee  min  g  w  i  th  t  b  ose  l»eau  liful  proJ  urt  ions  w  h  ich 
were  given  to  the  world  in  1W49,  in  a  modpttt  anony* 
mouA  volume  entitled  *''  Capricea."  Among  theae 
poems  are  ifome  that  evince  an  imagination  of  un- 
usual aeneibility  and  activity,  and  in  all  are  dia- 
played  culture  and  wise  reflection.  Ko  one  of  our 
poet«  baa  made  a  first  appearance  b  a  Ijook  of 
greater  pfomiacj  and  il  will  be  justty  regretted  if 
devotion  to  the  taw  or  to  any  other  purauit  pre- 
venta  its  aeeompliahed  author  from  keeping  that 
promise  to  the  lovers  of  literature* 


THE  WIXD. 

I  STtK  the  pnUet  of  the  mind. 
And,  with  my  paasive  cheek  inclinedi 
J  lay  my  ear  along  the  wind. 

It  fans  my  face,  it  fana  the  tree, 
It  goes  away  and  comes  to  me, 
I  feel  it,  but  I  cannot  ^ee- 

Upon  my  chilly  brow  it  playa. 

It  whiApers  of  forgotten  daya, 
It  says  whatever  fancy  aaya.^ 

Away,  away  — by  wood  and  plain. 
About  the  park,  and  through  the  lane 
It  goes  and  comes  to  me  again. 

Away, —  again  away,  it  roam  a, 

By  fields  of  floeka  and  human  homea, 

And  laden  with  their  voieea  comea: 

It  cornea  and  whtspers  in  my  ear. 
Bo  etoAB  I  cannot  choose  but  he-tf ; 
It  epeaki,  and  yet  I  do  not  fear ; 

Then,  sweeping  where  the  ahadowa  Ur, 
tta  murmur  aofbcna  to  a  sigh 
That  paina  me  aa  it  paaaea  hy^ 

Andf  in  iu  sorrow,  and  reproof; 
Goes  wailing  round  the  wall  and  ro<^ 
So  sad  the  awaUow  eoars  aloof. 

Away, —  the  old  cathedral  betl 
la  awinging  over  hill  and  dell; 
I>evoicd  men  are  praying  wclL 

Away,—  with  every  breath  there  como 
The  tones  of  toil'a  eternal  hum,*-* 
Man,  legion- voiced,  yet  ever  dumb*  «• 

Away,  aw  ay, ^  by  lake  and  lea,— 
It  C4>meth  ever  hack  to  me, 
I  imi  it,  but  I  cannot  •««.  .... 


I 
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B.   8PEKCER  MILLER. 
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EATUACr  IKvJM  '^ahel;^ 

F»0JI  the«©  pant  and  happy  places 

Ootcflitt  It  riding  forth  thn(»  ^ 
Mournful  eye*  of  all  Ibe  age;* 

Turning  badcward  lo  bii  o»n. 
Striding  forth  alone^  for  rvtr, — 

Burntng  brow,  convuUive  br^alh, 
And  the  mmrk  of  God  upon  him, 

Strange,  mysterious  mark  of  dealt* 
Death, — r«lent]e»,  aiern  intruder; 

Never,  in  the  jeara  before. 
Had  iu  «hill  and  p«i]id  preaence 

Paaaed  within  life  a  iron  door. 
Death,— from  out  the  pregnant  fnture 

Ri«e  il«  tonea  of  fear  and  pain^ 
Voie«a  from  the  grave  of  Abil, 

£ehoe»  of  the  cuiae  of  Caik, 


REST. 


t? — there  ii  no  aoch  thing; 

A  mward'a  baaeleaa  df««m« 
Time  ii  a  ru«hing  flood, 

And  thou  art  in  the  atreaai> 
Thou  majevt  frc^t  and  weep, 

And  turn  upon  tbj  side : 
RemorsetHa  currenu  hold 
Thj  being  in  their  tide. 
Rest? — Up  and  be  a  mtnt 

Look  out  upon  the  night; 
No  atar  atand«  «tdl  in  hdaven. 

In  dl  thine  aching  aighL  .>., 
Thj  mind,  a  mtlp«a  pon]. 

Where  whirling  eddicc  tweep 
Hope'i  dreftnia  and  fanciea  roundt 

For  ever,  in  iu  deep ; 
Thy  frame,  a  battle-field, 

Wherf  every  pulse  and  breath 
Bring  tiJJngti  from  the  ground, 

lA'here  Ijfe  it  meeting  death* 
Rest?  —  chafe  no  more  in  »ain; 

On,  le«  thy  peers  go  by ; 
iTiou  wouMat  not  if  ihou  could  at, 

Evade  thy  defliiny* 
IniatiaLc  nature  crav^a 

£k)me  fuel  for  its  fire. 
Food  for  the  appetite 

Of  unappeaied  de*ire* 
Think  what  a  helplf«  dog 

These  Jimba  of  thine  would  be. 
If  motion  never  atirred 

llieir  paiaive  letbargj. 
Think  what  a  weary  world, 

Were  all  life**  dutieii  done, 
And  knowledge  but  a  goal, 

That  waa  already  won; 
If  Ihii  nm^^jiel  ihnugbt 

Had  roamed  itn  region  through, 
And  piused  li^yond  the  bourne, 

Wiih  nothing  eUe  to  do,  ♦*,, 
Around  thee  and  aUive, 

Wuhin  thee  and  apart, 


Are  izounlleM  goada  and  tpura 

To  rouse  thy  flafging  heart.  »**^ 
Ambition,  fear  and  love. 

Pride,  envy,  discontenla, 
Thofle  ministers  of  change, 

Life*e  eountleaa  itlmulaala. 
Ferment  for  evermore, 

Within  thia  paaaive  form, 
Unwearying  aa  the  wave, 

That  rolti  in  calm  and  ^tortu^  *** 
Resistance, —  pregnant  law, 

That  all  thy  life  attend*, 
And,  in  a  hostile  guise, 

Leada  action  to  its  end*;  .... 
In  thought's  thin  atmoaphere, 

Unhood  thy  flattering  aoul ; 
Resistance  bean  it  up. 

And  speeds  it  to  its  goal. 
As  thou  haat  seen  a  torch 

Burn  with  a  clearer  glow. 
When  flung  far  up  alo^ 

M' here  fresher  hfeisea  blow ; 
So  doea  mj  spirit  burn. 

Brighter,  and  yet  more  bright. 
As  higher  currents  meet. 

And  fan  it  in  its  IlighL 
Then  onward  in  thy  course ; 

When  doubt  obscures  the  way. 
Trim  better  lampa,  to  light 

Thy  spirit  to  its  day .  . . , . 
Want,  sicknesBp  daogtT,  fear, 

Are  ever  tt  thy  hand. 
To  bring  new  foroea  out. 

And  train  them  to  command, 
Thou  art  not  «it  a  man. 

Till  thou  faaet  known  them  all, 
Till  thou  haat  atood  and  faced 

Whatever  oiay  appal. 
Cm  bona? — faithlcsa  worda; 

It  ia  enough  for  thee, 
To  know  that  toil  expaibda 

Thy  weak  capacity*  .... 

Live  one  atep  further  on, 

And  know  that  thou  art,  bere^ 
A  chrysalia,  whose  winga 

Grow  Ibr  another  aphere; 
That  knowleilge,  being,  power. 

Are  onward,  infinite. 
And  every  effort,  now, 

A  progress  in  thy  flight ; 
And  eee  if  thou,  but  one 

Of  all  thia  race  of  men, 
Can'at  look  around  and  ask 

That  failhteM  question  then. 
No!  onward, —  eter  on; 

Time**  earnest  momenta  roll ; 
Leave  reat  to  aickJy  dream*, 

Cui  b^HGJ  to  the  iboL 
Know  thia,  for  thee,  the  whole, 

If  thou  canst  comprehend; 
Toil  and  Development 

Are  wiy,  reward,  and  en*!. 
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(1l«ra.lSU.    tllsd^lMT.] 


G«oxQi  H.  CoiTON,  the  fifth  of  rune  child  fen 
efm  CongregatiaRAl  clor^man  Vfho  bad  emigrated 
to  Uul  pEaee  frocn  Conii{.'elicut,  wbk  bom  m  West- 
tmd,  mbout  tweWc  miih*  nftrth  of  Cooperstowu, 
mmong  the  mountain*  of  Ot^egn  eouRty,  in  New 
York,  on  the  tTWent j-fifth  of  0  clober,  1818.  W  hefl 
mbout  three  years  of  age  he  was  removed  with  bu 
fklhi^r'a  fimtlj  to  RavBltaiip  iien?  I^ockport^  where 
be  remaioed  three  years,  and  then  iviis  carried  to 
m.  ticw  home  in  Elba,  tn  the  county  of  Esmt^  In 
thii  finrly  period  h^  attended  indidlbrent  dbtriet 
»chooU«  Imt  his  chief  means  of  edonitlon  was  the 
Jjbrary  of  hia  father,  in  which  be  Ungerrd,  wjih 
an  insiitiglile  Ioto  of  reading,  so  that  t>cfore  the 
dou  of  Ills  twelfth  year  he  had  made  himeclf 
frmilUr  with  a  large  pardon  of  Englinh  ctnsaical 
litoraiure. 

In  1S3€  be  was  sent  to  New  HaTon  to  pnisue 
hisstudsH  under  an  elder  brother^  the  Rer.JoaN 
O-  CotTON>  then  a  tutor  in  Yalo  College,  which 
bv  himself  entered  in  183C,  and  leiU  with  the  de- 
gnc  of  bichetor  of  arts*  and  next  the  bighcit 
honors  of  bi^  class,  in  the  tumnier  of  IS40.  He 
•uou  »fter  opened  a  grammar  school  in  Hartford, 
but  tbund  teaching  a  dkagreeable  occupation,  and 
gtTc  it  up.  He  hid  indeed  det(?r mined  already 
to  dt^vitit:  hiniaclf  enLirtLy  lu  literature.  While 
an  undergraduate  be  bad  l>een  a  frequent  contri- 
butor to  the  folJege  run  gamine,  and  in  hia  senior 
year  had  wriUen  the  first  canto  of  a  bmg  poem 
entjllcd  *' Tecum*eh,  or  the  West  Thirty  Years 
8Jnce."  Thi#  work  he  now  resutned,  and  cora- 
plrt^'df  with  great  rapiJity,  tbiit  it  might  possesa 
on  tut  publication  all  the  advantagea  which  could 
ah*e  from  the  poJitiraJ  eminence  of  one  of  ita 
pnnapaJ  charartera,  General  H\nit[^oN,  who  was 
at  thai  Lime  acnndjdiite  for  ihe  preaidency.  ft  was 
bruuijht  out  in  New  York  in  the  cpring  of  TS43* 

*•  J'ecutnjwh"  is  a  narrative  poem,  founded  on 
the  ni*tory  of  the  celebraieJ  chief  whoae  name  U 
chi^en  for  it4  title,  and  whose  offorta  to  unite  the 
I'aruiuN  divisions  of  the  red  racis  into  one  grand  eon- 
fL'dcracy,  to  regain  their  lost  inhcrjlanco,  though 
unFUri  t'sftful,  constitute  the  most  striking  and  itub^ 
bme  epiROde  in  the  alniriginal  history  of  this  eoun* 
try.  The  meaaure  of  the  main  part  of  the  poem, 
wbii  b  eitenda  through  nine  long  cantOA,  and 
nr»rly  fuurleen  thotisand  Imes,  is  ocUi-iyllabie, 
Tfic  \cfi!L^c4>tion  is  free,  and  generally  correct^ 
though  in  some  case*  marred  by  in ejt curable  care- 
leu  nt'iis,  and  phraseology  mori;  tame  and  untnean- 
ing  than,  bad  he  kept  hi»  manuicript  the  Hora^ 
Uan  period,  the  author  would  have  permitted  to 
go  t^cture  the  crities.  There  are  scattered  through 
the  work  many  paasagea  of  minute  and  akillul 
deacTiption  of  exiemai  naturer  and  interwoteii 


with  the  main  stoiy  ia  one  of  lore,  resulting,  tike 
most  tatew  of  the  kind,  in  the  perfect  klmi^  of 
the  particsi  Considered  as  the  production  of  an 
author  but  twenty-ihrce  years  of  age,  coitjuiiuiicd 
while  be  waa  still  in  college,  and  finiihed  soon 
after,  under  circumatancfs  mo«t  nntiivorablvt  for 
poetical  compositipii,  it  was  generally  pramed, 
but  it  waa  not  sucdeanful «  it  wai  r^ftd  by  ti-'Wi 
and  the  first  and  only  American  iMlition  was  void 
very  slowly. 

In  the  autumn  of  1844  Mr.  Colto^  lisued  m 
New  York  the  first  number  of  •*Tbe  American 
Review,  a  Whig  Journal  of  PoliUcs,  Literature^ 
Art,  and  Science,**  and  of  this  work,  which  waa 
i^ue4  mo  nth  I J  &om  ih^  commencemimt  uf  tbe 
following  year,  he  remained  editor  and  propristor 
untd  bin  death,  which  occurred  afler  a  long  and 
painful  illneea,  tnducod  by  too  severe  mental  and 
pbyaical  labor,  on  tbe  evening  of  the  ^t  of  Ue- 
c«niber,  1S47. 

Mr.  CotTOSt  waa  an  accurate  scholar,  tfnd  a 
very  rapid  and  industrioui  writer*  Be«idt^  nu- 
merous papers,  in  ptwe  and  ver?^,  printed  tn.  his 
own  magazine,  he  contributed  !TCN|ucntlj  to  other 
periodicats,  and  a  few  weeks  before  his  daaih 
wrote  to  me  that  bia  poema  had  a^eumulated  so 
fftift  that  he  thou  Id  phnt  a  new  vDlume,  nearly  as 
large  a«  ♦•  'J^ecuniseh,"  in  which  tlw?  leading  and 
title-giving  piece  would  be  "The  Forsaken" — the 
story  of  a  young  girl,  nurtured  to  the  forest,  and 
abandoned  by  a  stf anger,  from  the  city,  who  bad 
won  her  hearts  which  be  bad  publt»hed  in  the 
eleyenth  volume  of  the  *♦  Demo^^ratic  Uevien-/* 
Nearly  all  his  poems  are  di{rui«,and  they  all  neeiU 
ed  the  file ;  hut  though  he  saw  iheir  defecii^  he  bad 
no  patienco  for  reviaion,  and  probably  they  would 
noTcr  have  been  improved.  A  severer  tfty  le,  bow- 
erer^  might  have  been  atuined  by  him  if  be  bad  ^ 
lived,  and  the  baraasing  carea  of  hm  pfofeaainn  bad 
permitted  him  in  new  compiisitioits  to  attempt 
thofie  exceltcncea  of  execution  which  no  one  more 
readily  appreciated  or  confeiied  to  \t€  of  higher 
importance. 

Tbe  diatinguiabing  and  most  poetical  element 
in  Mr.  CotTi>?i*a  character  waa  an  intense  1lh«s  tif 
nature*  Tbii  is  evident  from  his  |>oems,  and  waa 
much  moreao  from  bis  demeanor  and  convematjtiii. 
Beautiful  scenery  and  the  more  remarkable  phe* 
nomena  of  the  seasons,  produced  in  him  fre- 
quently a  spedes  of  intoxication*  *^  I  #bal|  never 
do  myself  justice,*"  he  said,  rcfetriog  to  a  du- 
cour»o  which  he  had  deliven*d  on  the  Eloquence 
of  the  Indians,  "until  I  can  write  in  tbe  wooda, 
and  by  the  untrodden  sborea  of  the  Jakea.  I^et 
roe  become  rich  enough  for  Ihia,  and  you  sitall 
see  what  I  waa  made  (mtJ* 
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WtTHis  t  wood  extepding  wiJe 

There  imt  upon  i.  fkllen  trve. 

An  rndian  ^irU     The  grmdiial  dmnge 

Making  all  thinp  tnott  iwcetlv  stritiset 

Hmd  come  ■gain.     Tht  autumn  eon, 

Ht.U  up  hi«  morning  journey t  ihonc 

With  conscious  tuitre,  calm  and  atUt ; 

By  delJ^  and  plain^  aud  ^toping  hlU 

8Uhk1  mute  tbe  faded  treea,  in  gricC 

A«  Tamu*  a«  their  ctouded  IvmL 

With  ail  the  hues  of  flunAet  a  ties 

Wcra  atampd  ihe  mtpleV  mourning  djn ; 

In  meeker  aorrow  in  the  vale 

l*he  gentle  aah  wm  drvtoputg  pak 

Brown-aeared  Ihe  walnut  raiaed  it«  head 

The  oali  dUpkjed  a  JifetetB  red^ 

And  gfouping  ba^  and  w bile- wood  hoar 

Sadlj  their  yellow  hoiiorv  bore; 

And  lUvercd  birch  and  popl&r  tom 

With  foha^e  gray  and  weeping  bougha; 

Bulekn  and  etubbom  beach  retuned 

Some  verdant  linei^t  ihough  cfosscd  and  stained, 

And  by  the  river^s  aide  were  aeeu 

Httffl  ani)  willow,  paJely  grcen^ 

While  in  the  wood*,  by  bank  and  «treain 

And  holkiws  phut  from  daylii^ht  gleam, 

Where  UJ[  trees  wept  Ihetr  freshening  dawki 

Ea£h  ihrub  pre^rred  ila  tutnmc r  hue** 

Nor  ihia  alone.     Prom  branrh  and  trunk 

The  withered  wtld-vinei  coldly  shrunk, 

The  woodland  fruiti  hang  ripe  or  dry^ 

Tbe  leaf-atrewn  brook  flowed  voiw|e«  by  ; 

And  aU  throughout,  nor  dim  nor  bright, 

There  lived  a  rare  and  v^ondroua  light. 

Wherein  the  colored  leave«  around 

Fell  noi^eleaaty ;  nor  any  lound, 

Saie  chalterinf  Hquimela  on  the  treeft 

Or  dropping  nuta,  when  atirred  the  breexe, 

Might  there  be  heard  ;  and,  floating  high. 

Were  light  clouds  borne  alone  the  iky, 

Andt  «rarcdy  teen,  in  heaveti'a  deep  blue 

One  Bohtary  eagle  flew. 


TO  THE  NIGHT- WIND  IX  AUTUMN. 

Wiifcscw  art  thou,  ipirit  wind — 
Sooeliing  wiih  thy  low  Toioe  the  car  of  Night, 

And  breithing  o*er  the  wakeful,  pensive  mtnd 
An  inftu«nc«  of  pleased  yet  tad  dehghil 

Thou  lell'»t  not  of  thy  birth, 
O  viewjeiii  wanderer  from  latid  to  land  j 

But»  gathering  all  the  aecreu  of  the  earth, 
M'here'er^  unieen,  thy  airy  wtngt  eiptxtd^ 

At  this  huihciJf  holy  hour* 
When  time  aoemt  part  of  vast  ^rnity. 
Thou  dost  reveal  Ihem  with  a  magic  power, 
tiaddcning  the  loul  with  thy  wektl  mlnatrebiy. 

All  nature  Kcetne  to  hear — 
Tbe  WDodi,  the  watera,  and  each  nletil  itar; 


What,  that  can  thuH  enchain  tbelr  earn  eat  ear, 
Bfing'it  thou  of  untold  Udinga  from  ofAr  T 

Is  it  of  new,  fair  land«* 
Of  fr«rii-ljt  worlds  that  in  the  welkin  burn  T 

Do  new  oaces  gem  ZaharaV  Band«, 
Or  the  lost  Pleiadit  to  the  skiea  return ! 

Nay  I  *l  is  a  voice  of  grieC 
Of  grief  subdued,  but  deepened  through  longyeors^ 

Tbe  >oul  of  Sorrow,  seeking  not  relief — 
Still  gathering  hitler  knowledge  without  tears. 

For  thou,  since  c^irth  wa«  young. 
And  roee  green  Eden,  purpled  with  the  mora, 
It«  solemn  wastes,  and  homes  of  men  among. 
Circling  alt  fones,  thy  mourning  flight  hast  bom& 

Empires  have  risen,  in  mightt 
And  peopled  cities  through  the  outspread  eartbt 
And  thou  hast  pa«eed  them  at  the  hour  of  night. 
Hearing  their  sounds  of  revelry  and  mirth* 

Again  thou  hast  gone  by — 
City  and  empire  were  alike  o'ertbruwn. 
Temple  and  palace^  fallen  eoijfuftedfy. 
In  roar  Me  ruin  on  Lhc  deseit  strown- 

In  lime-long  solitude*. 
Grand  gray  old  mountains  piereed  the  silent  air, 

Fairhvers  rotrd,  and  stretch'd  untraveta'd  woodet 
T  was  joy  to  hope  that  they  wei^  changeless  there* 

Lo  I  as  the  ages  passed, 
Thou  fbund'tit  ihem  struck  with  alters tion  dire, 

The  streatna  new  channerd,  foresls  heading  cast. 
The  crumbling  mountains  scathed  with  storm  iiul 
fire» 

Gone  but  a  few  short  boura, — 
Beauty  and  bloom  beguiled  thy  wandcrtngs, 

And  thou  mad  St  love  unto  the  virgin  flowers. 
Sighing  tlirouf  h  green  trees  and  by  mossy  spriiigi. 

Now,  on  the  earth's  cold  bed, 
Fallen  and  faded,  waste  their  forma  away. 

And  ail  around  the  withered  leave*  are  shad^ 
Mementos  mute  of  Niture's  wide  deoiy. 

Vain  is  the  breath  of  morn  ; 
Vaintj  the  night'dews  on  their  couch^  wee|) ; 
In  vain  ihou  rsll'tt  ihem  at  thy  soft  return^ 
r*f 0  more  awaking  from  their  gloomy  sleep, « . « 

Oh,  huab  1  oh,  hush  !  sweet  wind  ! 
Thou  melancholy  soul,  be  ttill,  I  pray, 

Pi  or  pierce  this  heart,  m  long  to  gtief  resigned, 
With  plaJniDgt  hf  the  loved  but  tifdesa  clay  J 

Ah  I  now  bj  thee  J  bear 
The  earnest,  gentle  voices,  as  of  old  j 

*rhey  speak  In  accents  tremulously  dear — 
The  young,  the  Iwautifut,  the  noble  souWd. 

The  beautiful,  the  yoCkng, 
The  Ibrm  of  light,  the  wbe,  the  honored  head— 
Thou  bring' St  the  muaie  of  a  lyrie  unstrung!^ 
Oh  eea*e  I  with  tear*  I  ask  it — ^they  ar«  tkud*  * .  n 

While  mortal  joys  depart. 
While  loved  onea  lie  beneath  the  grave'a  green  sod, 

May  we  not  fall  to  hear,  with  trembling  heart, 
In  Iby  low  tone  the  -*  ttill  small  voii^  of  Oqd" 
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MANHOOD. 

HOOD  bath  ^tme,  or  ever  [  wbs  Vnre ; 
tke  the  birdfi  that  ha?e  mintr  out  tbt*ur  seafloUp 
r  iwajTt  but  nc*cr  to  ittum: 
-tiJto  the  meinorj  of  a  f^wiiy  Tiftjon ; 
4ike  the  BtaiB  that  have  burnt  out  ui  heaTen : 
Twen  that  open  once  a  hundred  yeftr^ 
Lv«  juat  ft>ic]ed  up  th^tr  golden  petaU ; 
ttidenhoodf  to  one  no  more  a  virgin  ; 
1  that's  bright,  and  beautiful  und  trangie-nt^ 
i|,  in  iti  miTp«Hiitg  lovcLLncsSf 
di^  dii|ienion  into  empty  tiothmg» 
I  dear  self  alone^  Hko  hfep  Uko  Boyhood, 
ti  the  traveraed!  scene  I  leave  for  everg 
►emory  eaat  alrcudy  her  pale  look, 
rough  the  mellow  hght  of  by-gmie  iammers, 
Lkp  Ihe  bnde,  that  leavetli  ber  home-^ley, 
iA  the  PatrJajcb,  goea  she  knows  not  when?, 
ith  faint  bearV  upon  the  bounding  bill-tc^ 
ber  &ir  neck,  one  moment,  ur^beheld, 
rough  th«  aun-^iet,  and  her  tearfui  ej«i, 
her  ^tberV  dwelling,  vtmin^  her  right, 
m  the  roof  tfve,  and  the  lawn,  and  gafden% 
ToRjp  her  younger  sb^terfl^  Ptdl  at  hom^» 
I*  jufft  waken*d  from  a  diirling  dream, 
n  wouM  Aleiip  once  more^  I  have  been  roving 
wet  iak,  and  thither  would  retum. 
ju«t  cume,  metbtfikji,  from  Fairy  land, 
tarn  to  see  Mab^i  kini^om  once  agiiin« 
im  iu  lantLicapea  with  her  I     Ah,  my  soul, 
Jiday  it  over — plaj^tioie  gone, 
ttern  Ma«ter  bidi  thee  to  thy  task. 
'  ifaaU  1  eter  go  through  thit  rough  wwld! 
nd  mo  older  ev-eiy  nelUng  sun ; 
kerge  my  boyUh  hi?art  in  manlineaw ; 
ike  my  part  upon  the  tricksy  stage» 
car  a  ma^k  to  spom  what  I  ain  not ! 
— but  I  furgot ;  the  tiu micry 
Di  Ih?  long,  ere  nil  that  I  had  fingn'd, 
»  m  real,  that  my  ma^tk  will  full, 
ge  ttcrt  Self,  uncostumeil  far  the  play. 
ly  fi^t  Btep  ]  take,  adovtn  the  talley, 
i  J  rrath  ihe  fuot,  my  pace  niui^  cbangie  j 
toil  on*  ai^  man  has  ever  <lone, 
:^^  llie  caujieway,  siuooth  with  endkdi  travel, 
iTifit  the  giant*  of  t^ld  l^ime  descended, 
dam  ira^ling  down  our  mother  Eve, 
i  ekli?r  than  Antiquity, 
jiee,  60  buoyant,  rnuiit  be  all  uiwtmng, 
trpw,  that  chord  by  ('hord  jj^tow  musicleja; 
bemJft  mtiift  totter  on  a  Pimootli^lopp'd  sta^ 
ite  could  whirl  the  t^allnclub  rigoroiiily : 
fe  grow  (^lansy,  that  can  spiirkla  now^ 
I  the  dear  Earth '»  hues  lonk  doatingly  : 
ft«^  brown  Iwka.  which  tender  hands  hav«j 
ig  curia  about  their  tapcr-Hngcnii,      [twifwhl 
iivt  r  soon,  and  bear  about  luch  snowB, 
If?  aw«y  all  touch  of  tendt-Tneaa, 
en^  Ihe  rnd  of  every  human  ito^ 
llitri,  whiitt^ver  its  Ivginning, 
IT  the  mbea  of  heincf — in  tlieir  raga; 
r,  like  iht^  oUl  TuaeAn'a  priftooera, 
«■  Htill  with  UH,  iJniipjKrriaMe  ; 
ten  to  fiink  in  Earth,  like  duft  to  dyM, 
3& 


And  heane  for  evcrfrom  the  gau  of  nien,  [itdio! 
What  long  they  thought — now  dare  to  call — our 
Glory  to  him  who  doth  subject  the  same. 

In  hope  of  Immortality  i <,    . 

I  go  from  Btrength  to  ^^igth,  from  joy  to  joy  t 
From  being  unto  being  I     I  will  anatch 
Thii  genn  of  comfort  from  departing  yonlh ; 
And  when  the  pictured  primer'^  thrown  aaitle, 
rtl  board  its  early  IcsHona  in  my  hearts 
f  isball  go  on  through  all  Eternity; 
Thank  God  *     I  ooly  am  aiT  embryo  stiU  ; 
The  small  begjnnmg  of  a  glorioua  »ool ; 
An  atom  that  »hall  till  Immenaity ; 

The  bell  lialh  tollM !  my  Irirth-houT  ia  upon  me  I 
The  hour  that  tiiade  tae  child,  ha*  made  roe  man, 
And  bids  me  put  aU  child  iah  thiriga  a  way. 
Keep  mo  from  tnl^  that  it  may  not  gneine  mt  I 
And  grant  me,  Loa  o,  with  thia,  the  PKilim«t*a  ptayer^ 
He  member  not  the  Ibltiea  of  my  youth, 
Bui  in  thy  jotvcjt  think  upon  mci  Losdl 


OLD  CirURCHES. 

Ha«T  h««0  wber«  the  fuU-bloeaom'd  bay'Uee  JM  blow- 

Wlth  odoura  like  Eden's  around !  [ing 

Ha*t  seen  where  the  broaU*leaved  palmetto  ia  grow* 

And  wild  viuea  are  frmging  the  ground  I  [mg, 
HaM  aat  in  the  ahado  of  catalpos,  at  noon, 

And  ato  the  cool  gouida  of  iheir  dinw; 
Or  slept  where  magnolias  wen»  acTMoing  Ihf  moon, 

A  [id  the  mocking-lnrd  aung  b«f  aitect  fhym«  t 

And  didat  mark,  m  thy  joumffy,  it  4fw4snffmg 

BfmtB  niin  peer  high  o'er  tliy  way,  (e*«, 

With  Tvolts  whcehng  round  it,  and  bniihe«  to  weara 

A  mantle  for  tuneia  m  gny  ? 
Did  yc  ask  if  aonae  lord  of  the  ciiAaUer  kintl 

Lived  there,  when  the  country  waa  young ! 
And  burned  not  the  blood  of  a  Chr]Htiiin«  to  lirid 

How  there  Ihe  old  prayer-bell  bad  rung  ? 

And  did  ye  not  glow,  when  they  lold  ye — ^the  Lono 

Had  dwelt  in  that  thittle-gnown  pile; 
And  that  bones  of  old  Christiana  were  under  its  eWKal^ 

That  once  had  knell  down  in  its  ai/>le  T 
And  had  y©  no  tear-drop*  your  hluahea  to  sleep 

When  ye thoughl^-o'er your  country  bo  broad, 
Tti9  baid  aeeka  in  vain  for  a  mouldering  heap, 

Save  only  these  chuidlea  of  Got*  I 

O  ye  that  shaU  psaa  by  those  ruins  agen. 

Go  kneel  in  their  alleya  and  pray. 
And  not  (ill  their  archea  ha^e  echoed  amen, 

KIac  tip^  and  Jare  on  in  your  way  ;        [more, 
Pray  Gon  thai  lbo«c  aisles  may  be  crowded  on«« 

Those  altara  BurroutidiNl  and  spread. 
While  anthems  and  ptayera  are  upaent  as  of  ymr. 

As  they  take  of  the  wki«-cup  and  bteod. 

Ayi  pray  on  thy  kneea,  that  each  old  rural  kxit 

They  have  left  to  the  bal  and  the  molo. 
May  sound  with  the  loud-fiealing  organ  again. 

And  Ihe  full  rwclling  voice  of  tlie  aouL     [by, 
Pctadvenidre»when  next  thou  ahall  j"uroey  then- 

Even4H4ls  shall  ring  out  on  llie  alt. 
And  the  dim-hghl^  nindowa  reveal  to  tbUa  eje 

The  snowy  *rob«d  pastor  at  prayer. 
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[■m  ilkvi  iii&) 


M«.  LoBD  u  a  native  of  Wetteni  New  York, 
tad  U  cktfcemlDd  through  both  his  pafenta  ^m  Uig 
New  EttsLind  Puritftju.  Hii  fkihet  wn*  a  Pm- 
bjtetkn  cklsfmaiii  and  hjj  mother,  who  now  n^ 
ttd«t  ifiili  her  eUect  0on«  the  R4?t.  I>r,  Lorti  of 
Bafikv  ia  a  wontafi  of  refinement  find  cultiva- 
tiODip  He  had  thcrerore  the  advantages  of  a.  good 
doQieitic  tmning.  He  exhibited  si  a  very  early 
age  a  bve  of  Icttem,  and  soon  became  &imi]iaj 
with  Sai£«pEiA^  oud  thfii  other  gricat  wntera  of 
1h0  Eliiabethim  age,  and  probably  few  inen  are 
aaw  more  £imiliar  with  EtiglUh  literatuTe  in  all 
tU  dep&timtnU^  During  hia  coUegta  hfe  bi«  health 
frikd,  and  hit  fdenda^  yielding  to  a  dewire  for  a  sea 
Y0yigev  committed  him  to  the  care  of  ihe  niiurter  of 
a  whala  ship,  owned  by  jt  ranuly  friend  at  Nt^w 
London^  AtWr  being  a  Hew  weei&  at  aea  he  grew 
weary  of  the  tuonoteny  of  a  eabin  |>u8age,  and, 
again  it  the  R*.nibnstraneea  of  the  cflptain*  forced 
his  way  into  the  forecai^tle,  where  he  eoon  bwairje 
a  itnrdy  aenman,  and,  during  fonr  jeam  of  service 
in  the  PaciR^^  endured  aU  the  hird#hipi,  priva- 
tloiis  and  peiili of  tliat  adventurous  hfe,  exhibiting 
OD  cTery  oocanon  the  boldest  trmit§  of  character^ 
On  retiunlng  home  ho  r»olved  to  derote  bi«  lime 
la  th^  atudy  of  mord  acience,  and  with  this  ¥i«w, 
m  184U  entered  Ui«  tbeologioai  achool  at  Aubura ; 


but  the  death  of  the  Rev,  Dr.  RreAj.«os,  president 
ftf  that  instituttont  oeeurring  in  1843,  he  jointed 
the  senior  elasa  of  the  Princeton  Theological  Ssmi- 
nary,  in  which  he  c^>ropltled  hi»  course  of  study, 
with  much  credit,  early  in  the  ft;] lowing  year*  Ho 
BUbeeqUfntFy  took  orde/i  in  the  Proteaiant  Epiaco- 
pa!  Church,  and  is  now  (1856)  rector  of  an  £pb- 
copai  Church  in  Viek^burg,  MisKtn^ippu 

In  1845,  Mr.  Lord  puhUnbed  hh  fir^t  volunii 
ofpoemv.  They  were  all  written  the  preceding 
^^ear,  and  have  ttiarkfi  of  haste  and  rarelea^tirea, 
but  audi  proofs  uf  poetical  taste  and  power  aa  non 
praiae  from  Judieioua  critics.  In  1S51  appeared 
hia  "  Christ  in  Hades/'  a  poem  of  eight  booka,  in 
blank  verse,  written  with  finished  elegaoec,  lu*^ 
tained  elevation,  and  much  original  force*  Ita 
expresa  character  is  indicated  by  ita  title.  The 
pervading  lone  of  hia  poetry  h  that  of  reverent  me- 
ditation, but  iomcof  hia  ahorler  piei^ea  are  in  a  ^cin 
ofgraceftil  playfuUieis».  He  haii  been  a  laborioufl 
and  iucce^ful  atudent;  ia  familiar  with  the  an* 
dent  languagea  and  htiTaturea;  baa  been  it  dili- 
gent reader  of  the  hffiil  Gennah  writera ;  and  baa 
cultivated  an  acc^naintance  with  the  arta  of  dt*^ 
sign .  Phi  toKOphy  in  h  t«  fa  t  ou  rite  at  u  djr ,  however, 
and  CoLi:]iLtl>Gl  and  WonPSWonTn  are  his  moat 
famdiar  authors. 


KEATS.* 

On  igold  Hyperion,  bve-lom  Porphyro, 

[II  falrtM  from  thine  orb*d  fine  (rtruck  back 
Ju!*t  a*  the  parting  cloud«  tict^n  to  glow^ 

And  Rtar*,  like  sjHirkitf  to  bicker  in  thy  track  T 
Alas  i  thnjw  down,  throw  down,  ye  mighty  dead, 

The  icavea  of  oak  and  asphodel 
That  ye  were  weaving  for  that  honour^  head* — 

Ifi  vain*  in  vain*  your  lipa  would  Bi?et  a  apell 
In  thr  fi'w  charmed  worda  the  poet  aung^ 

To  lure  him  upward  in  your  eeat*  to  dwell, — 
As  Vain  your  grief!     O  !  why  ahould  one  ao  young 

81 1  crowned  mtdat  hoary  heads  with  wreaths  di- 
vine ! 
Though  to  hia  lips  Hymettua'  bcei  had  clung^ 

His  [i|M  (dial!  never  ttutte  the  immortal  wine, 
Who  ihju^ht  to  drain  the  glowing  i:up  too  aoon, 
For  be  hath  perish'dj  and  the  moon 
H:j[h*iwt  Eiidymjon^ — ^but  too  well 

The  fthafl  that  picnccil  him  in  her  arms  was  aped  >— 

Into  tlmt  gulf  of  dark  and  namelewi  dread,. 

8tar-likfl  he  fell,  but  a  wide  aptendour  shed 
Through  ita  deep  night,  that  kindled  aa  ha  ^IL 


*  Frvm  "*  An  CMe  to  £R|}aDd.*' 


TO  MYSISTER. 

A^a-n  ahati  we  meet  in  heaven,  and  know  and  lor©  ! 
Do  human  feetinga  in  that  world  nbovc 
UnchangwJ  aurvivel  hle*t  thought!  hut  ah,  I  fear 
That  thou,  dear  aiater,  in  eomt  other  ffplieie. 
Distant  from  mirie,  will  find  a  brighter  home, 
Where  I,  unworthy  found,  may  never  eomu  -^ 
Or  be  ao  high  al»ve  me  gloriijed, 
That  I,  a  meaner  angel,  uiideaeriodr 
Seeking  tliine  eye«,  audi  tove  alone  ahall  *M 
Ab  angela  give  to  oil  bestowed  on  me  j 
An<]  when  my  voice  upon  thy  ear  ahall  £iU| 
Hear  only  Auch  reply  as  angeti  |j«n  to  ilk 

Forgive  me,  aiiitf  t,  O  for^pve  the  love  • 
Whoae  aelfiahneas  would  reach  the  life  atxlTf^ 
And  evc-n  in  heaveii  do  ita  obyeet  wrongs 
But  ahould  [  «ee  Ihea  in  the  heavealitlhitmg, 
Bright  aa  the  star  [  love — th«  night  a  lUit  afar, 
tf,  Uke  that  tiar,  thou  atlll  mutit  shtue  aJar^ 
Aiul  in  thy  glory  1  niuat  never  see 
A  waman'a,  aisterV  Umk  of  fove  from  thoe, 
MuM  never  oall  thee  by  a  altlrr'a  nanir, 
[  could  but  wiiili  then  le«^  if  ihun,  the  uimo^ 
My  ajffter  stltl,  dear  Harati  I  tliou  might 'td  La, 
Ajid  t  thy  brother  atill,  in  that  hh^t  eompauj. 


GEORGE   W.  DEWEY. 

Mft^  Bs WKT  (wfao««  fith»  wu  «  prutitcr*  from 
W^AtlielJ,  in  M^aaAehiuetU)  w»j  bom  in  Balti- 
tnorpt  ilk  IStBt  and  from  An  early  age  hmM  t«ajd«d 
in  Phi1u!clphia,  to  Ibe  jou mills  aiul  Iitcrftiy  mifl- 
ceJlantc«  of  fvbich  dtj  he?  baJi  fa«en  a  frequent  c^rn* 
trikiiaT  fof  Mvenl  je4t«.    Hm  timD^oui  poenu 


hoYe  •  nttttiml  grace  ac<I  leodeniew  wWh  hn- 
Jong  to  the  moat  genuiti«  eiprvadDns  of  sockl 
feeling. 

There  w  no  f>ubli»heil  coRection  of  Mr.  Dkwit'a 
po^mft,  or  of  hi4  proee  writiii^,  xrhMk  coirmA  ^ 
moral  e9Mj%  rvTittw*,  vIq. 


THE  RUSTIC  SHRINE. 

*Tli«tr  Dvn^t  w*rv  fuondi  cut  upcm  a  rofml  h*n<tK»  ov4«f- 
irrryro  with  yiiKM,  irbicb  priTrad  ic  bo  fci  cmco  Lvt^c*  fJirliifl 
ud  cmKiiU{ih„"— LtaKHDJ  c»r  tub  Ahihk, 


A  tiAoow  of  the  cjprvflfl-hoTigh 

Lin  cm  to  j  path  t>4A  j  ; 
A  roclancholj— whkb  ia  »«ia 

1  ■iri^e  to  chiue  iwaj. 

Tbf  *ngel  Mcntofj  hfelh  fiawn 

To  Mt]  »Q^  cberish'd  thingpi 
To  bring  the  Light  of  earl;  yean 

Aronntj  me  on  h«r  vringi ; 

And  wber«  the  loTt3]om  birUi  cotnplaki 

Wilhm  their  green  abodCf 
Between  two  e1ro«,  a  rustic  leit 

Invitei  her  from  Ihe  ro«d. 

TbeT«  ihtiJ]  ahe  ml,  as  oft  b«far«, 

And  sigh  as  oft  agAin, 
OVf  nam^i  engraveJ.^hid'i  long  have  braved 

The  enn^hine  aiid  the  rain. 

And  one — it  ia  the  dearcat  name 
G(i  Lovers  unnamber'd  shrine* — 

So  deaft  th»t  even  envLoUd  I'ime 
Ha«h  gustrded  it  with  vines ; 

And  wreathKl  i\  with  hia  choicest  Oowerij 

A*  if  the  bridal  claim, 
Which  Pate  denied  unto  her  brow. 

Should  «tiL)  adom  her  naow ! 

Ah,  weU  do  I  remember  yet 

The  day  I  carved  that  name  f 
The  faille  of  the  lociifita'  drum 

Thrilla  o'er  me  now  the  same  r 

Adown  the  lane  the  wayward  hreew 

Come*  with  a  stealthy  pace, 
And  brings  tlio  perfume  of  tlie  field* 

To  tljia  deserted  place. 

Unto  her  blushing  cheek  a^ln 

It  comea^ — the  bleaaed  air! 
Careu^ingt  like  a  loTer'v  hand, 

Tbe  tnessea  of  her  hair* 

The  brook  rum  laughing  at  her  £*«^ 

n'erbead  the  wild- bird  singa ; 
The  air  is  fill'd  with  butlerfliei, 

Aa  thungh  the  flowers  had  wjnfi. 


But  this  is  Fancy's  ptlgnmigOt 

And  lurea  me  bacV  m  vain  \ 
The  brook*  ttie  bencher  the  do* cirii  and  mea» 

I  ne'er  may  see  agKin ; 

For  ihia  ie  but  an  idle  dreaoi, 
That  mocks  me  evcrmori^— 
And  memofy  only  filla  the  pliee 
The  loved  one  fili'd  of  yopo  \ 

— # 

BLIND  LOUISE. 

Sea  knew  that  she  ww  growing  Uiiid — 

Foreuw  the  dreary  ijight 
That  soon  would  fallf  without  a  at«r. 

Upon  her  (ading  «ight  *, 

Yet  never  did  abe  make  {^mpUmt, 

But  prayed  each  day  might  btiog 
A  beauty  to  her  waning  eyes — 
The  loveUnc«»  of  Spring  \ 

She  dreatled  that  ecljp»e  which  might 

Perpetually  rnoloee 
Sad  memories  of  a  leAflesa  world^^ 

A  spectral  rMlm  of  anowa. 

She'd  rather  that  the  verdure  left 

An  evergreen  to  ahine 
Within  her  hearty  aa  summer  bavei 

Ita  memory  on  the  pine* 

She  had  her  wi^h :  for  when  the  aun 

0*erhijng  hi*  eastern  loweri) 
And  abed  his  benedietiun  on 

A  world  of  May-time  flowen^^ 

We  found  her  seated,  aa  of  old. 

In  her  accustomM  place^ 
A  midnight  in  her  flighlleaa  ey«a^ 

And  mom  upon  her  face  ! 

— * — - 
A  MEMORY. 

If  WW  a  bright  October  d#y — 

Aht  well  do  I  remaniber ! 
One  r&m  yei  liora  the  lilootn  e/  May, 

Down  toward  tbe  dark  December. 

One  rose  that  near  the  lattice  grew. 
With  fraf; ranee  flouting  round  iti 

Incamanlined^  it  b|oi>ms  anew 
In  dreama  of  her  who  T^und  it 
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Pale,  witherM  roM,  bereft  and  ahom 

Of  all  thy  primal  glory. 
All  leafless  now,  thy  piercing  thorn 

Reveali  a  aadder  atory. 

It  was  a  dreary  winter  day , 

Too  well  do  I  remember ! 
They  bore  her  froKen  form  away, 

And  gave  her  to  December ! 

There  were  no  perfumes  on  the  air, 
No  bridal  blossoms  round  her, 

Save  one  pale  lily  in  her  hair 

To  tell  how  pure  Death  found  her. 

The  thistle  on  the  summer  air 

Hath  shed  its  iris  glory, 
And  thrice  the  willows  weeping  there 

Have  told  the  seasons*  story, 

Since  she,  who  bore  the  blush  of  May, 
Down  toward  the  dark  December 

Ptfn'd  like  the  thorn-tree's  bloom  away, 
A  pale,  reluctant  ember. 


A  BLIGHTED  MAY. 

Call  not  this  the  month  of  i 
There  are  none  to  bud  and  bloom ; 

Morning  light,  alas !  discloses 
But  the  winter  of  the  tomb. 

All  that  should  have  deck*d  a  bridal 

Rest  upon  the  bier — how  idle ! 
Dying  in  their  own  perfume. 

Every  bower  is  now  forsaken — 
'i'here  *s  no  bird  to  charm  the  air ! 

From  the  bough  of  youth  is  shaken 
Every  hope  that  bioasom'd  there ; 

And  my  soul  doth  now  enrobe  her 

In  the  leaves  of  sere  October 
Under  branches. swaying  bare. 

When  the  midnight  falls  beside  me. 
Like  the  gloom  which  in  me  lies. 

To  the  stars  my  feelings  guide  me, 
Seeking  there  thy  sainted  eyes; 

Stare  whose  rays  seem  ever  bringing 

Dovtn  the  soothing  air,  the  singing 
Of  thy  soul  in  paradise. 

Oh  that  I  might  stand  and  listen 
To  that  music  ending  never, 

While  thoite  tranquil  stars  should  glisten 
On  my  life's  o'erfrozon  river, 

Standing  thus,  forever  seeming 

Lost  in  what  the  world  calls  dreaming. 
Dreaming,  love,  of  thee,  forever ! 


TO  AX  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE. 

Ofi  pay,  docs  the  cottage  yet  peer  from  the  shodow 
Of  Hnccstral  elms  on  the  sitle  of  llie  liill  ? — 

Its  doorway  of  woodbine,  that  look'd  to  the  meadow. 
And  weleofiieJ  the  sun  as  a  guest  on  the  sill ; 

The  Apiil-wiii-iod  martin,  with  garrulous  laughter, 
Is  he  there  where  the  mosses  were  thatching  the 
ea"e! 


And  dM  dew  fitHe  wran  Oat  cnpt  mdcr  the  nfts^ 

Tha  Milieit  to  eooM,  «iid  tha  Utnk  to  bawl 
Oh  aay,  it  tbe  hswthoni  the  hedgeravr  perfuaiaf 

Adown  theold  laoel  era  the  willoire  Kin  then, 
Where  brieiy  thicketihi  epringthnewerar 

And  breathing  their  lifo  on  the  odorooe  eb? 
And  mne  yet  die  brook  where  Ae  ^iolelBi 
ingf 

Where  the  white  my  eat  Uke  1  awan  oTlhe  itaciii, 
While  under  the  lanrel  the  ahepheid-bojr  ricepnii 

Sew  only  die  gloiy'of  lile  In  hia  dnam! 
Hath  the  reaperbeen  dieia  widi  hia  ackk  lalnllMb 

The  atem  reaper  Death  fai  the  hanaet  oflifr! 
HaOi  hia  foot  criuh'd  dw  bloaeoiDi,  tOl  withered  apd 
aoenUeaa 

They  lay  ere  the  froata  of  the  antnom  w«a  liftl 
Ah  yea,  I  can  hear  the  aed  viUagare  hjmaag 

A  reqoiem  that  ewella  from  my  heart  on  my  §■; 
And  a  gathering  ahadpw  of  eonow  ia  <«ini«im 

Thoae  acenee  that  mnet  ever  ariaB  with  a  laab 


THE  8HADT  SIDE. 

I  aiT  and  gaicd  upon  thee,  Roas, 

Acroaa  the  pebbled  way. 
And  thought  the  very  weaHli  of  mirth 

Waa  thine  that  winter  day ; 
For,  while  I  eaw  the  tmant  n^a 

Widiin  diy  window  glides 
Remembered  beema  wflactad  cama 

Upon  the  ahady  aide* 
I  eat  and  gaied  upon  diee,  Roas, 

And  thought  the  tranaient  bcana 
Were  leaving  on  thy  braided  bmr 

The  trace  of  golden  dreama; 
Thoee  dreama,  which  like  tbe  fiaiy-haife 

On  youth'a  beguiling  tide^ 
Will  leaTo  na  when  we  reach  old  ege^ 

Upon  the  ahady  aide. 
Ah !  yea,  methonght  while  thoa  I  gaal 

Acroaa  the  noiay  way, 
The  atream  of  lift  between  na  flow'd 

That  cheerful  winter  day  ; 
And  that  the  bark  whereon  I  cnM^d 

The  river^e  rapid  fide^ 
Had  left  me  in  the  quietnaai 

Upon  the  ahady  aide. 
Then  eomewhat  of  a  aomw,  Roai» 

Came  crowding  on  my  hni^ 
ReTealing  how  that  current  Bwae||a 

The  fondeat  onee  apart;       f 
But  while  you  atood  to  bleae  ma  thm^ 

In  beauty,  like  a  bride, 
I  felt  my  own  contentadnem, 

Though  on  tbe  ahady  aide. 
The  crowd  and  noiae  divide  xm,  Son^ 

But  there  will  come  a  day 
When  you,  with  light  and  timid  ftet^ 

Muat  croai  the  buij  way; 
And  wheu  you  ail,  aa  I  do  now, 

To  happy  thoughia  allied. 
May  aome  bright  angel  ahed  her  fight 

Upon  the  ahady  aide! 


h 


"WILLIAM  WALLACE. 

[Bom,  IB  JO.] 


Me.  Wallah ii  tb«  mm  q|  in  «3nifi?iit  Pretb^r* 
Ifrfiiin  clergy  mail,  who  dinJ  duriii;^  his  childhcM^i 
WAsbdfn  in  l«exington,  K^ntuclj*  in  1§19.  He 
twedTbi  hw  Gaelic r^  education  at  the  BliH^miti^t<^n 
and  Soulh  Hunoirer  caWe^tt  in  indmnn,  and  aller- 
w^ard  ctudied  the  bw,  m  bi«  n«IJv«  ritj^  When 
aboQl  IwentV'tivo  >«»  ^fage^  having  ilreidj  i^ 
fttimJ  caitBtd^rable  rvptilalton  in  litcfatuiv,  bj  th- 
aOQa  cocilrilititioDi  to  ^cstrrii  ant)  »outhon)  pm- 
OiiK  h«  c«me  to  the  Athmttc  ntdtcf^  and  with  the 
fseepiioii  of  a  few  months  paawd  in  Fhtlfidijltthia, 
•fid  •  ywv  Mild  a  half  in  Eumpf ,  tie  Km  aJQee  re- 
M0d  in  New  York,  nocupied  in  the  prectiee  of  hk 
on  and  an  tbv  p«usaita  of  htefataro* 


Tjii  nation  hAth  gone  mad  wUh  attion  now. 
Oh,  manv'traQblisl  irinnt,  with  A  heated  lifow, 
And  flultrv  Ki^rtt  wit^lLn  whai«  wide 
And  \*>(ky  ehambera  tUilketh  PrtJe, 
And  hunirji  p«le  Atnbitian,  scenting  (lowef, 
Wilt  tboo  not  let  ibc  weari«Hl  river  aleiil 
TbrDugh  qiuft  bilU  (br  one  iibart  bottr. 
And  diram.  un^eied  hy  the  eager  keelp 
Of  tlmt  9Vtvri  pe«ce  he  knew  in  timet  of  tM^ 
When  itn}y  Naturv  eat  near  him  and  rnlPd 
Her  akmpk  wngv  amid  fa«r  flawcry  Md  1 
Atid  iH  lUe  fi^riMit  lift  mm^  uiishum  pi  time* 
Amid  thr  aiicU'Ot  gloom* : 
Fiir  tbU^  )t  pleads  with  treinbhng  hand*, 
Apprahiij^  tiDf«rHr»Teafrom  all  the  mvsdmgbandt! 
And  kavti  the  mountaini  for  a  tiiue  untfod — ^ 
And  thuu  ebalt  •«? 

Thpir  dumb,  gr«y  Upa  yet  ilruggling  In  be  free, 
80  thjit  tliej  inaj  nhout  btckwanj  to  the  «« — 
•*  We  (Jao  know  and  reverence  our  God." 
Ob,  Tidn^  of  the  eagle-eyn  and  growing  pain! 
Wilt  thou  [lot  rv«t  on  Alabama  a  pktnT 
O'er  Huron  lean  and  let  hia  mirror  ab(tw,i 
VnrufflftJ  l»>'  thy  fi*'ry  feel. 
That  harmuniea  of  hght  ye%  fall  below '^ 
That  Heaven  and  Earth  may  nje«t : 
Sle^'p,  *lecp^  thou  widt'-brow'd  power, 
In  Flondd'i^  riiignobaji  l»ower« 
And  whi-re  New  En^jIandV  pil^im-J*el  ffetepteit* 
Of  Uy  Ohi\.*4  Koflly  wnndcring  ware; 
Of  in  tbi'  dijpik  halSa  of  K(^iauek)'V  cav^ 
Or  tin  Ui(^  tlftttefv  and  hruLiJ  pmiriei  r«fl 
Of  IlliiMn*  and  Indiana^ — iilumUf*  m  tbe  mtaHl 

\ti,iif  t^A^lfn  tuuk  thtfb-  Jpfdiy  ea«e 
On  fi'ldrd  wing, 

Aftir  Ji^iNt/urtif  with  tb«^  kas^urt  BreiSM^ 
And  Tlnnidrr,  \v;iU  bniif  bv  bii«  duudy  apru^ 
\\  h*i^  ci**d  ftlrrjiiii  tuuillvd  ta  the  ihif»ly  ieu» 
The  l-mit  wi  fjl  III  I  a-^lc^  p  on  thi^ir  high  reck*^ 
r^ivr  rufl1i»<j  .1  ftuither  in  ilu*  tiidf  ^^Mihtjckv 


The  poetktl  f'Oftipofiitlonanf  Mr-  W^LLiti  «ro 
litimeroUB.  and  ih^y  are  for  tTie  mmt  part  tflaltn* 
gui«heil  fkir  a  ieniuoUA  richnesa  of  atyle,  enmeat* 
noii  of  temper,  tnd  niu^H  tti*n\mti  of  h|»e£uUljon4 
Th«  longest  of  them  i»  *♦  Alban/*  a  rL»fiiinc#  of 
New  Yorki  publi>ihfd  in  1  HiSi,  and  intended  t&  iU 
luatJiite  ihe  inl!uenee  tif  certarn  fTn'indiireit  oJ  toct- 
ety  and  prindfite*  of  law  u[h,h  ludivuliiKt  Hmrartrr 
anddf«tiny.  Thin  «■■  followed  in  1(^51  by  the  col- 
ketion  of  bta  whtaign  rnlitM  ^'Mcuhtationi  m 
America,  and  other  Pornji/'  Tb«  antluir  ia  ma*i 
at  hnme  in  the  aeriouw  and  rtately  rbylbm  and 
tolemn  fanciea  of  iut*h  pierrd  nn  "  I'o  ihe  Hud- 
aoD,'*  which  are  the  boat  meaaurra  of  bk  poweni. 


MilUona,  m  hmtm  yt  ran  1#«?n  fhsm  theae. 

And  see,  the  grvat  womk  plumber,  and  the  lake 

No  longer  ia  awake 

Beneatli  the  stariv  that  nod  and  «tftit  with  ftVep 

In  their  whiie-cloaded  devp  i 

Fitfully  tbe  moon  gtiea  nodding  tfarouj^h 

The  iralleyi  of  the  Tipory  blue, 

And  dft-ama,  forgetting  all  her  queenly  illai 

Of  angtils  nlecping  on  Elysian  hilli : 

The  dfoway  lake, 

Ba  aweel  ie  oJ  umber,  would  ncvt  yet  ftWake; 

But^like  an  infant  two  ye«i«  ojdt 

Before  whoae  eloa^d  eyee 

Drea  mdy  more  the  bo>a  of  paradiae, 

Ringing  their  little  paaUni 

Vii^QT  the  itately  p«lni*^^ 

It  Btineth  iolUy  le«t  rough  motion  might 

Put  oul  tb«  moon'a  deliciouj  light  * 

80  rest  t  and  Keat  ihall  alay  your  miny  wo«l 

la  motion  godlike  ?  godlike  ia  repoae^ — 

A  mounUin^uflneaa,  of  majc«tic  might, 

Whoae  peaka  are  glorioiia  with  the  qui^  Hfbl 

Df  auna,  when  Day  la  at  hia  ckmt. 

Nor  dG«m  that  quiet  mu«t  ignobla  be. 

JoTe  labouretl  luatily  once  in  aiiy  fielda; 

And  orer  the  eloudy  lea 

Ho  planted  many  a  batlding  ahoot 

Whoae  libeiaJ  nattire  daily,  nightly,  yielda 

A  atore  qC  alany  fmit : 

Hia  labour  done,  the  weary  god  want  back 
!    Up  the  immd  mountain-track 
1'   To  hia  gitrat  houac ;  there  be  did  wile  iway 
\    With  liurbtc*!  th  ought  a  wrlbwan  holy  day. 

And  alt  tbe  powefn  ctihiiiM  nrjltly  an  old  ttine. 

Wishing  tbejT  aire  might  ileeip 

Through  alt  the  anltry  noon 

And  ei^id  blue  night;  ami  very  man 

Tbey  beard  thm  awful  tliundemr  Itreathitig  hm  tnd 
deept 

And  in  the  huib  that  Jrapfi*!)  mMvh  the  eiihoriek 

And  in  tbo  quiet  of  I&0  ttto^Mmdi  ip«<^, 

TUe  wurld«  levi/d  wi^rahfp  at  the  birth  of  yean  - 
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Nor  h  H  iti  mah  whkh  would  the  noblest  find. 

To  rr<it  fiintenledjT  upon  old  wrratba. 

I  mill  nvl  reiit  «nd  unmslodioas  die ; 

Bui  with  mj  f«iil  wr««lli  round  lhe«e  chin,  while 

bain. 
And  tlii*thmic  lip*,  ind  Tiijon  kindling  iip, 
Mftfch  Ihroogh  ihe  vtlenl  hulk,  and  litnvelj  p«n 
Riffbt  ^n  tnlo  Ihe  land  that  Liea  bejund, 
Whirip  hi^.  my  brother-b»rtl,*  wboae  fpirit  ^e^m'd 
A  mysdcnl  brij^ht  momi,  whow  influence  wrought 
Thi*  dull  paTili'i  ocean  of  dim  slppp  t<>  life 
AfMJ  ^ictftral  inotion — that  mftjo#tic  hAtd, 
M^o  went  before,  thuirin^  bts  U>ftv  hymn, 
WatcKi^  my  ^oming^  on  the  AiJpn  htlls. 

But  nhit  the  bunlen  of  that  latent  sonj^ 
Will  be,  aa  yvl  1  know  not — rmr  llic  rhythm 
Tte  rfltll  t^  licflling  with  her  silver  fwl 

'    *I1»  CMttdiog  ai*Je»  of  Ih might :  but  thtu  t  hopo — 
A  Iktanlnf  Wftrld  wiU  hpnr  thitt  Intntt  In^, 
Aad  IMl  il  neai  the  fireside  of  lU  lirart 

j.  AfMMBlOM,  And  hy  the  emhen'  U^ht 
I^Mfe  feii#j  oo  it«  jitfp,  Hi  mpn  of  old 
l^doliM  0n  ihe  faces  of  the  anj^l  guftt^ 
Wfcwi  tarried  aometinTe*  in  tbetr  p«fttorat  home* — 
A«  t}ii«  lait  hymnt  bcfatinje:  well  the  time 
And  circumvtance,  ihal^I  wear  a  hofiejiit  aniile, 
And  ihow  the  might,  the  lovdineiift  of  at^ng. 
For  Poetry  t«  etithr*ined  by  hb  own  Hg^hL 
I  hear  hit  eadencen  in  every  breexe ; 
t  see  his  presenfe  flU  the  dark-blue  lake. 
Like  IQ  eld  DieEody ;  and  I  know 
He  is  a  lirinff  and  im mortal  jKswpn 
No  matter  where  he  lifta  hlu  natural  voiee, 
An  men  vhati  er^wn  him  as  a  gtmtle  gotl 
Vl'hop,  wandii-rtng  thruuf^h  libi  bentii^  nf  eartbi. 
Mak«ii  pleasant  musk  in  the  low  It  hutn 
Where  poor  men  ply  their  rugged  toil ;  who  mnilea 
Within  the  meiluw  suJibeamii»  wh^n  they  pain; 
The  ■wHItiig  upland,  where  Ocfolter  niiM, 
Holding  her  bnnd*  to  catch  the  droppini?  fruil ; 
Who  »tatiJa  u^^n  the;  hazy  mounia in-top, 
BisutifuL  a«  the  light;  who,  «o]cmn^  chanto 
Full  many  a  rune  in  eveiy  eunZe«e  ball 
Down  in  the  di^ep,  deep  sea,  and  Hwaya  iU  thinfa, 
The  anpfel  of  the  world ;  who  bus n  at  will 
Into  the  ample  air,  and  walkt  the  ilorm; 
Or  wavea  bia  wand  u^ion  tbe  aolemn  star% 
Drion  and  the  Pleiadea^  and  rolea 
Their  f^ople  by  a  gentle  law  ;  or  stamla 
[mperiitl  'm  the  faif^  red  sun,  and  charm« 
The  *ky  until  itm  glnrtout  pawMon  findi 
A  liii|;uafe  in  the  thunder  and  the  cloud, 
Athj  in  tbe  rainliow,  charunting  all  hues. 
And  in  the  splendour  of  the  broad,  bright  moon 
Thai  buihU  her  VVnicr  in  a  aea  of  air, 

Mtwt  haply  I  shall  ting  some  aim  pie  worda, 
Rich  wiih  lh*i  wealth  eiperjcnee  jjive*  lo  Time — 
An  anti^juc  tale  of  twHUty  and  of  tean : 
Or  I  may  wander  in  my  thoup^ht  afar 
\Vbi*f*»  men  have  built  tlieir  hnmrd  in  fofe*t«Ti*t, 
And  i«ee  the  Atlantic  re*t  hi*  weary  feet 
Atid  lift  hii  Urqp  blue  eyea  on  other  stara; 
Or  hear  the  ttire  of  many  water af  hoarae 
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With  counting  mnturiea^  vthI  rolling  thfongh 

The  dim  magniJlcence  of  atately  nood«i, 

Who«e  huge  Irunki  wnttnel  a  thousand  le«gue« 

Hia  deep  tilaiLion  lo  the  waiting  lea  ; 

Then  wrtuld  I  join  the  choral  prelude*  iwetling 

Met  ween  tbe  wondroUii  actif  of  that  ^feat  play 

\^'h}4rb  Time  U  prumpUnK  in  another  ai»hero; 

Or  I  mny  wander  in  my  thouj^bt  after 

To  ruina  gray  of  eotumm  overthrown, 

And  then  Itfl  up  a  nnng  nf  li*nder  grief 

Amid  the  g^lorions  tinnpfru  mmibltn^  there — > 

Tbe  beautiful  roconlt  of  a  wnrld  wbieh  wai, 

Majaatic  \yitm  of  what  a  world  rn^U"!  Ik*  i 

Or  I  may  turn  to  thirinrii  that  bat*  no  ti>ucb 

Of  sorrow  in  them^  piloted  by  Joy, 

And  rai»e  the  buriab^lone  from  nbroodrtl  yeans 

And  hear  the  tauifh  r>f  youth  clear  ringing  out, 

Or  feel  once  more  a  aneet  religion*  awe, 

Buch  aa  I  felt  wb&n  floated  holy  rhimp« 

In  boybood'a  ear^  and  mhcU  ai  ulern  mm  fcrd 

When,  paiutng  hy  ciitheilral  doon.  they  bear 

A  dim-remembered  p«Im  roll  aoftly  out 

And  fill  their  eyea  with  team,  th«y  know  not  why  t 

Then  ahall  I  aing  of  children  Worming  oW 

The  df*>lale  wide  heath  of  life,  like  flowpm 

Wbirh -daring  men  had  stolen  from  pHfudiifi* 

When  neur  its  gale  the  weerietj  cberuh  ilept 

Ar^d  dreamed  of  hewt(*n.     Or  to  aonie  pwturil  tilt 

Bball  pa«i  my  iremblinj^  feet  T    Tbera  nbiU  I  poof 

Td  Nature,  loved  in  all  her  many  inoiMl% 

A  cbant  sublimely  eamAt     I  aEutll  tell 

To  all  the  tribes  with  what  a  atately  atep 

8He  welka  tbe  lilent  wiiikmeaa  of  air. 

Which  always  put«  ita  stafnr  foliag«  on 

A I  her  serene  approach,  or  in  her  lap 

Bcaller»  itd  harvej^t-weallb  of  golden  anna  : 

And  many  a  brook  shall  murmur  in  my  v«ne; 

And  many  an  ocean  join  bia  cloudy  baa« ; 

And  many  a  mountain  tower  alofl,  whereon 

The  black  atorm  crouchea,  with  hia  deepred  eyei 

Glaring  upon  the  valley  a  itretehM  below : 

And  many  a  green  wood  rodk  th«  acoalK  bright  bink 

To  inuaieal  alcep  beneath  ilia  bift,  full  moon ; 

And  many  a  slar  «ha]l  M  oa Jilfii  bar  cup 

Of  luminous  cold  chrya^^te — «et  in  goUi 

Chawd  fubtily  over  bj  angelic  art — 

To  cateh  ihe  odorous  dewa  which  aerapha  drink 

In  their  wide  wanderings ;  and  many  a  Hun 

Shall  preai  the  pale  lipa  of  the  timoroua  mom  . 

Coucli'd  in  the  bridal  eaM  t  and  over  aU 

Will  brood  the  riaibJe  preaenoe  of  the  Oil  a 

To  whom  my  life  hai  been  a  aolemn  chanU 

Then  let  tbe  aunset  M  and  fluiib  Life'*  dial  I 
No  matter  bow  the  fmn  flMJ  amite  my  frama. 
And  eaat  a  piteoua  Mink  opon  my  eyea 
That  aerk  In  vain  the  old  accuxt^jmed  alam 
Which  akies  hold  over  blue  Wlnandertiwtfv ; 
Be  aure  that  L  a  crowned  bard,  will  aing 
Until  within  the  murmuring  bark  t^  varva 
My  afiirit  bears  majetfllcally  away, 
Charming  to  golden  buea  the  gulf  of  deathh-^ 
Well  knowing  that  npon  mj  bonnur'd  gravis 
Beaide  tbe  vHdow'd  lali«a  dul  wait  br  me, 
Haply  the  dual  of  four  grvat  worldi  will  fid  I 
And  mingle — thilher  t^vught  by  pilgrima'  bet. 
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GREENWOOD  CEMETERY* 

And  Ag?  ajhI  niarihootl,  eliicken  in  his  etrengtli, 
Hold  sd'emn  vtxte  ant]  j^wful  nikjice  keep. 
While  Ennh  goes  mutmuriiig  iti  bcr  iiicbjit  p«tbf 
AnA  troublrtt  Oc««n  towe^  lo  and  fro 
Upon  hi*  mc>unUin(*u*  bed  impisljertt'y, 
JUhI  niAtiy  »tin  makp  won^ltip  niuxic'al 
to  the  dim-vJsLeJ  ibvAs,  Hml  ijvfi'r  all 
Tht  Lord  of  Lilc,  in  m«di(;iCion  itl^ 
GlUfifele^  alone,  bcaeatli  the  largo  while  domes 
Of  Imcpoirljility. 

T  pause  and  think 
Among  them  if»1ki  linfid  by  lb«  ^|ama  ti»nih«; 
Fof  it  m  *ery  ^^ontferfiil.     Aliir 
Tlic  popu'ouii  citj  lifts  itfi  tutu  bdphi  tpiTVn, 
And  snawj  »«Uh  are  gbnchii^  on  lliip  Inv, 
As  if  in  nicrTiincnt — but  bf*re  all  iL»p; 
Tbcy  *de^i\  tUe«e  talm,  pal*?  ^jf  nplf  nf  tho  pwdl  J 
^pHiig  planiJi  her  ro«y  feft  on  their  dim  hunin*— 
Ttit-y  *lt*p T^ — S^eet  t^uinriipr conip* «nd  c*lJ4,snd 
1^'ith  mil  Her  psuionate  poetry  of  nonerii     [cs11< 
Wrd  eo  the  muiic  of  th«  soft  i»nlh  wind— 
Tho^  fclerp  !^ — The  loneiy  Antnmn  AiU  ind  soba 
Belw-^rn  (h*  irold  whila  UMtiiH^  as  if  her  heart 
VTodld  hivak — they  idcep! — Wild  Winter  comsa 

afid  chnntv 
Majf«ti<^l  tlie  moumfitl  a&pss  letru'd 
T*r  in  the  mrbneholy  Nurili*  wbcrft  God 
W^alJu  foith  jJon«  upon  the  do^Nolato  acfts — 
■flwy  "I  amber  utili  I — ^Sleep  on»  0  paitfiank^  dead ! 
Y«  makft  our  wortd  tuyime:  jo  have  a  power 
And  majesly  tfc*  livinju  never  hotd. 
Hrw  A  ^srtfT  ihiilt  for(»pt  his  den  of  gold  ! 
H^Ttr  Lu^t  liin  bcauuful  iiclim,  and  hot  Hale 
IIU  cTouihifi^g  foe     Atiiliition  bcrc  shaU  teati 
Against  De*th*s  abaft,  vej|iii|f  the  ^enu  tiright  eye 
That.  over4iolLl,  n^»ulil  lake  ihc  tteiyht  of  goda^ 
And  k  now  Pa  me  a  iiotti  i  ng  ni'sa.  Th  e  »ife  sh  a  1 1  come, 
Tlie  mafron  and  the  child,  Uirongh  many  years, 
To  thw  fair  nfhit,  whether  the  plurn^d  bearw 
Mom  kjowlv  ibrotiiy^h  the  winding  walks,  or  Death 
For  1  brief  rrtoriipnt  pau^'t :  all  nh^ll  coni« 
To  frrt  IhF  touching  efo<]uenei*  of  i^rmves; 
Arid  therotbre  it  was  well  (of  uw  to  clothe 
The  [ttacf  wiih  beauty.     No  dark  terror  her« 
fthwil  rhiU  the  generoua  tropic  of  the  aoul^ 
But  For  try  and  her  itarred  comrade  Art 
Hhutl  make  the  Kaered  country  of  thc^  ilmd 
M»n:nij^i-en<.     The  ffaurant  flowers  nhHll  emilt* 
€Htr  the  low^  njTwn  graven  j  the  trees  shall  shake 
Tbr ir  !"iuMike  cadences  \i[nm  tha  litnibs  j 
The  huEe  Inlce.  set  in  n  [rtiri*dii*fl 
t>l  ttt*i>U  nhnU  b©  a  mirror  to  the  mo^n 
Whnt  liTnf  i^lit*  liK^kii  frfMii  htrr  itn[}eriall  tvn\ 
III  J.itur  ilt-l^ht  at  all  licluw;  the  9*a 
SKhrfH  lirt  ftufiip  Rijjtcly  dir^p  be  luve*  10  lifettho 
fHer  tlr^nl  n;i1)iin4,  whiia  cuhn  Rrulptiiri^s  alind 
liji  I'^rry  hitl.  Mid  loLik  hke  ^jtirita  thtfro 
Th'it  driiik  t\w  lmrm<>ny,     lib.  it  w  Well  I 
V^  l+y  *h*viijlil  a  Jjirkr;,c«i  aeawl  on  any  i^pal 
VVt*iMr  iki'iii  ara-p«  itnuioru^ity  ?     Li^hl,  light, 
AJid  Oft*  ind  |M>t»ry,  and  elo<iuen<'e^ 
A  lid  *1  Uiat  wc  cali  glorjtiuif  Am  ill  dower« 


Ohj  ye  whose  mouldering  jramea  were  licought 
and  placed 
By  pioUd  hands  within  Iheae  floweiy  alopw 
And  gentle  bilK  where  are  ye  dwelling  tiow  ? 
PtH-  man  ii  mora  than  ekment*    The  soul 
Llvei  in  the  body  as  the  sunbeam  |iv» 
In  trees  or  flowers  that  were  but  clay  wtlhouL 
Then  whcm  arp  ve,  lo*t  aonbeami  of  the  mind  ! 
Are  ye  where  threat  Orion  towerv  and  bifida 
Elamily  on  hi*  jitu|jetnlo«ii  fnmt  T 
Or  whftro  jHile  Nupiune  in  ihe  distant  jrpace 
Bhowa  us  how  fur*  in  It  is  creaUTe  mood* 
With  pomp  of  nilencifi  ami  i.oiiirentrerI  hmwis 
W  al  k'd  fort  h  the  A  Imi  ghty  ?     H  aply  y e  b  a  te  g one 
Where  other  matter  round eth  inio  ohspea 
Of  bright  tiesUlude  i  or  do  ye  know 
AiiiL^ht  of  dull  spaee  or  lioie^  and  its  dark  load 
Of  aching  weariness ! 

They  inawer  not* 
But  Ha  whutui  love  created  them  of  old^ 
To  eheer  bis  soljtar)^  rcalixi  and  reign^ 
\Mth  love  will  vrill  it^tneinber  them. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HUDSfON  RIVBR 

Lost  not  i  memory  of  the  gbrioua  srcnei, 
Mountains,  and  paUnadeii,  and  leaning  r«?ckii, 
Steep  white-w« I rd  towns  and  i}a|Mthat  Ha  benealhr 
By  whi^h,  like  some  serene,  hetoic  »}ul 
Revolving  rw^>bTe  though r*,  thuu  eahnly  eaiu'st, 
O  mighty  riTcj"  of  iho  North !     Thy  lip 
Meets  Ocean  here,  and  in  deep  joy  he  litU 
His  great  white  brow,  and  gtvev  his  itormy  vojc« 
A  milder  tone^  and  tnurmum  jiti^axantTy 
To  eireiy  shore,  and  bids  the  insolent  b^sst 
To  touch  tliee  very  gently  i  fur  thy  banks 
Held  empiret  hr^^d  and  p}puIous  an  the  Ira^fa 
That  rustle  oVr  their  grave— republics  gone 
Long,  long  ago,  before  the  pa?e  men  came, 
Like  clouds  into  the  dim  and  dnsty  pa.><l : 
But  there  is  dearer  reaaon  ;  for  the  rilk 
That  feed  thee,  rise  among  the  *toried  rocks 
Whette  Freedom  built  her  battle-tower ;  and  blow 
Their  Qnlei  of  silver  by  the  poor  man*ii  dijor; 
And  innocent  childhood  in  the  ripple  dips 
Its  ro*y  foet  x  and  from  the  round  blur  «ky 
That  circles  ait,  smiles  oqt  a  certain  GotlheaJ, 

Oh,  lordly  rirer  1  thou  shalt  henceforth  he 
A  wanderer  of  the  deep ;  and  thou  ahaii  ht^ar 
The  liad,  wild  voices  of  tht  soiema  Xofth 
Utter  uncertain  words  in  cloudy  rhythm, 
But  full  of  terrible  meaning,  lo  tb#  wivn 
That  moans  by  Labmitor ;  and  thflU  iibsll  pAUiO 
To  pny  thy  UHirihip  in  the  eorml  temple^ 
*rbe  ancient  Meet  as  of  tlje  n^vi^feul  mias 
And  thou  shnlt  start  ai^iitn  o/i  tliy  Uue  |Mith 
To  kiss  the  soul  hem  tjilea  i  an^  tbuu  shalt  know 
What  b<Miuty  Ibroiifla  tlie  Mue  8ympteg:ad4^4, 
What  glory  the  Joflg  Bardaneltoa ;  and  Frtiirice 
Shall  Httera  to  thy  e«lrn.  deep  toice,  and  h',jr» 
Th«i  Frefidom  nmnt  l«  otim  if  sht'  wvuld  fli 
Uer  mountain  niovclcM  in  a  heiaVing  worhl; 
And  Untct  ahmU  bear  the«  chaol  tf  Ummtkm, 
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Bfind  Ihoogll  widi  IMoQd  je  be, 

Voor  tongi«e<H  thougb  torn  wtth  pun*  I  kixnir  ir« 

fr««. 
Thtn  ipeak,  til  andeni  mtsieal  »petk 
From  patient  obeliak  lo  idle  peak  I 
Th*™  ij  a  beRving  of  the  plim% 
A  truliai^  of  a  ihrouJ, 
A  ctvb  of  twitfl  «Ad  chaifu — 
A  low,  nd  vi)jce,  that  corner  iipon  ma  like  a  cbad, 

«  Oh,  TiiUcry  ?  otii  roJ^fij'  T'^ 
TbiMi  poor  old  Enrtb  !  no  more,  no  aiore 
l^hall  I  dnsw  Rp«eeh  trooa  thee. 
Not  dire  thy  crypts  of  bgend^ry  lore  :       [sh©re» 
Let  idJrnce  learn  na  tongue;  let  night  foldevefj 

Vet  f  have  fiomelhini^  left— 4he  will, 
That  Mont  Bknc  of  the  loul,  b  towering  «itL 
Atui  I  an  bemr  the  pain, 
The  tiJJfm,  (iie  old  berok  cbiin; 
And  with  a  smile 

Pluck  wisdom  from  my  torture,  and  icivw  fanek 
A  lov«  to  Fat«  from  tliiA  my  niountaui-fvdt. 
I  do  belicvo  the  lod  slcrne  urt  wi»e ; 
I  do  belieTB  the  wrong 'd  alone  ««n  know 
Why  Ijvcii  the  world,  why  eprtw]  tbp  hurden'd  iMm, 
Apd  to  f^om  torture  into  god^bip  grow. 
Plainer  end  ptamer  bemm  thiA  truth,  the  motn 
f  bear  the  alow,  dull  dripping  of  my  ffora; 
Aod  now,  arifting  from  you  deep, 
T  I*  plain  a»  a  whit£  aUtiie  on  a  tall  dark  «U»ep. 

Oh«  njf&ring  liarda !  ob,  Rpiritt  Mack 
Wjth  ■.lorm  on  many  a  mouutain*rack! 
Out  early  wplendour'^a  gone, 
Like  ftare  into  a  cfood  ivithdrawii — 
Like  music  liU  aiffepp 
tn  dncd-up  fuuntain« — like  a  stneken  dawn 
Where  «udden  temt^<^Ui  pweep^ 
f  hear  the  htHu  arouml  u«  fullitig. 
And  ciood  to  cloud  forever  culling  f 
Tot  we  tnurt  nor  de^pulr  nor  weep. 
Did  wa  thifl  eril  brini^t 
Or  from  our  fetfowi^  did  the  torture  ipring  1 
Titan*  I  foTgire,  forgive  I 
OK  know  ye  not  'tiA  victory  but  to  liveT 
Therefore  I  lay,  re^uice  with  harp  and  Toice ! 
We  lie  the  prophets  of  tbe  t^eatitifuL 
And  thoUf  O  Earth  1  rejoiee 
With  many  waten  nmi^  like  a  TOice, 
Thou,  too,  art  ful!  of  ticauty  :  tbou  J 
Though  thoma  are  piercing  tliy  pale  brow^ 
Ami  thy  deep,  awful  eyea  look  dtdJ^ 
Wherever  lieauty  is,  U  hiipe; 
Arid  thou  for  Hi  a  great  uke  hadal  being: 
FroQi  central  deep  to  sljirrj  cope 
Beauty  ta  tlia  all^w^tngp 
Ob.  yet  thou  ah  alt  be  a  majeatic  «:rettai«, 
Redeeia*d  in  form  and  e^cfj  festur**; 
New  mLHjDi  on  high,  thy  pliins  cijoiifitioui  bowers^ 
And  in  thy  anow-while  hand  anoUicr  EdeD'adowpra. 

**  Earth  ^ball  re>>icie  :  we  do  rejoice, 
E«eh  with  hia  harp  and  thorny  crown ; 
And  reverent  hear,  from  dreary  year  to  fmtt 
Without  a  frown  amid  our  patient  fold 


Upon  the  Toeka  bende  the  froaen  fountaina^ 

The  aTaljvnchet  of  Gon*»  jodiiuninta  roll'd 

With  Kiately  znolion  and  &r  thunder  down 

Eternity*a  uld  inounlaina; 

We  hear^  and  calmly  aniile 

Amid  the  mist  on  thi»  our  rneky  pile-** 

Ob,  auiTering  but  heroic  Binila  I 
Your  voices  come  lo  me  like  muffed  rollf 
Of  brmve  but  moumfut  thunden  at  their  g^oaU  i 
And,  gaining  atrctigth,  onre  more  I  cry  al^ud 
From  mine  own  stormy  peak  and  dinging  idinoud, 
**  atiil,  HiilJ  rejoice*  with  harp  and  voic*  \ 
I  know  not  what  our  fiite  may  b&t 
I  only  know  that  be  who  halh  a  timii 
Mu«t  alao  have  etemity  : 

One  billow  proves  and  givet  a  whob  wide  miu 
On  thia  I  build  my  truNi, 
And  not  on  mountaiEi^uMt, 
Of  murmuring  wood^i,  or  iturJit  clime, 
Of  ocean  with  melodioov  chime. 
Or  aunset  gtori?^  in  tlu^  weatem  aky : 
Enoughi  I  o/n,  and  shall  not  cbotiae  to  die* 
No  matter  what  our  future  ^te  nmjf  be; 
To  live  ii  in  itwlf  a  majr*ty  I 
Oh  I  thcrp  we  may  agfiin  create 
Katr  worUla  a^  in  oar  youthful  atate ; 
Or  Wo  may  buihl  for  im  a  fiery  tiindi 
Like  F4Miif4T4**  m  tlie  nether  glooms 
KTcn  then  we  wtU  not  low  the  name  of  man 
By  idle  moan  otr  coward  groan, 
Bat  aaj, '  It  was  ao  written  in  the  niighty  plan  V  *' 
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THE  GODa  OF  OLD:   AN  ODE, 

Not  reaimleaa  at  the  ancient  goda 

Upon  their  miaty  tbronefl^ 

In  that  old  glotioui  Grvdan  hemven 

Of  regal  tonea 

A  languor  on  their  awful  forma  may  he, 

Ami  a  deep  grief  on  their  large  whit«  Irows, 

King-dwellera  of  (h«  aky  T 

But  Btill  they  ■bow  Ihe  might  of  god^ 

In  ruatkai  panoply. 

They  cannot  fade,  though  other  crr«da 

Came  burdened  with  their  etirac, 

And  o!ra'ii  apotheoaii  waa 

A  darken 'd  univerae: 

No  tempeat  heralded  the  orient  light ; 

No  fiery  portent  walk*d  the  aolemn  night ; 

No  conquerora  blood>ml  banner  waa  unfurFd ; 

No  volcan  iihook  it«  nammg  torch  on  high ; 

No  earthquake  tore  the  pulaea  of  the  world ; 

No  pale  muB  wanderM  through  the  iwarthy  ah^; 

Only  the  silent  Spherea 

Amid  the  darkne»?  shed  aome  joyoua  tav* ; 

And  then,  aa  minWwe  coma,  it  caint 

Wilh  morning**  latnhent  flame* 

The  Stara  look'd  from  their  palacea,  whose  rpirei 

And  windowa  cau^t  afar  the  prtsphet^glow. 

Ami  bade  their  choirs  dng  to  the  aweet««t  jyrois 

**  Peaec  and  good  will  unto  the  mh  below  !** 

The  monarcha  ahudde/d  and  tum*d  aick  at  heart ; 

Aim!  from  their  briiEbt  handa  lelt 
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Tn&MAM  WrLLiAH  pAEiosfi,  ion  of  Dr,  T»  W, 
P«mjo?(i,  ITS*  bom  tn  Bostoti  on  the  «ight««iith 

of  A  u^uvtt  t  B 1 9,  ind  fit  nioe  yrnn  of  Ege  «i]t«rBd 
the  Ltttin  School  in  thM  city,  if  here  he  reniAitiM 
during  M  jnn.  Aft*ir  ■  brief  inteftal  of  study 
»l  hooae,  b«  Cftvened  abroid,  hmviDg  uiJpd  in  ram- 
p«ny  with  Kit  fftther  far  M«IU  «nil  Mefliun«,  in 
lh<  autumn  of  1836.  PrevenicU  by  the  cboferai 
which  wnm  %hen  rmginipf  in  BOtttbcm  lulj^  from 
vinling  «»ther  of  the  Sidlin,  bo  went  frank  M«lla 
in  in  llaMmu  brig  to  !4«ghom,  b«ving  a  tcmp^tu* 
«ni  pu«»i^e  of  fourteen  dA^ii,  during  which  the 
lilile  st^mfi  cvc<p«d  Wreck  by  putcing  into  the  w- 
Und  of  Elba,  Ue  rpent  the  wiul^r  partly  in  Piia« 
but  prinapallj  in  Florence  And  Rooa*^  proceedetl 
bs  Puia,  tod  thenev  to  London;  and  near  Iho 
ddv  or  1 B37  tetartted  home,  where  he  «)mmenced 
the  study  of  medicine,  which  cjrcuntatancca  afUr- 
wanld  led  him  to  rebnqui»h. 

In  FloiTJice  Mr,  Par»ov»  had  ■ccidentalty  be^ 
mm*  nrquainled  with  a  lady,  8i|:norm  Guueppa 
DAXTit  in  whofe  house  he  dwelt  durtng  the  whole 
p«ri«i  if  hii  ftUy  in  that  dtj^  Whether  from  a 
eouKiden^e  of  neme,  or  from  the  delight,  naturtl 
10  A  boy,  of  ■n|Utring  eome  insight  into  Lhe  **  Di- 
im  DDOkinedia"  amid  the  gentle  influenoet  of 
lhe  Etftjiian  Athetii,  Mr»pABiio?*s  eeem*  to  hmT» 
Se«m^  a  patwicmBlo  ■Jtniration  for  the  poet  m 
whove  na»ive  city  bo  wu  a  raident.  That  the 
lady  «  in«tn]ction  wa*  not  wiihoiit  it«  charm  may 
be  inferrftl  fmmlhe  following  dedication  to  a  traoi- 
ktiofi  or  "  The  Firet  Ten  C«nto#  of  the  Jnfemo," 
which  he  publUhed  in  Boatoa  in  11^13 : 

"TO  GCIaEFPA  DA?*TI, 

FaiJ't'r  whm^  roof;  Iq  flnr^iki^ 

Tho-  liDiriu^  fit  Lpt  InuDorlAt  nuDnak* 

Unrt  $twv  fimlliw  to  b«r  Ujurcm  Ouatr," 

tn  L^^7  Mr,  Pakboxi  m«Ale  a  lec^md  Toy  age 

to  Eurof«  in  company  with  ht«  fHend,  Pfole»or 
Da;i^icl  TitKA.v^iLtl,  and  pawed  a  vear  abroad* 

Hii  |KifmK,  wntten  in  the  t  a  Hon  a  interrala  of 
boaineA,  have  naoatly  appeared  In  periodical**  A 
fcw  of  ihem,  coUf^cied  in  a  volume,  ^ere  published 
in  BoMiin  in  1855.  Hia  trmnjilition  of  the  ^tn- 
ferno"  hu  been  completed  aevertl  year*,  but  hu 
not  yei  been  gifen  lo  the  pre**. 

1'hat  portion  of  his  rervion  of  Dahtk  wbieh 
Mr*  PMiii>^»  ban  publithed.L*  executed  in  a  very 
TO»*tefty  tnannef ,  The  betft  critic*  haTe  profieuticed 
tt  the  aioAtfiiccceafnl  reproduction  of  the  spirit  and 
power  of  the  "  Divina  Commedia'*  in  the  Englinh 
language*  Hia  original  poemi  tr«  Taiiouaty  adoii- 
r»bl#*  They  hair*  die  tarerul  Aniih  to  which 
poet#  endeavoured  to  attain  when  it  wi#  deemed 
«f  iin porta nc*  not  only  th*t  poetry  ahould  have 
ai««nfntif.  hot  that  both  it«  wriien  and  ita  readefi 
Aontd  undentvid  iL     His  renea  are  dear  alike 


ta  tbe  ear  and  the  brain,  and  their  nld-faitdoned 
muaic  ia  tn  keeping  witli  tJieiF  vigoroui  vvnufr,  ftnn 
humour,  aharp,  but  not  ungenial  wit,  and  dejic^ate 
though  alwayfl  manty  lentimenu  Hia  vofutno 
opetia  with  a«erieeof  *■  LeUfim''  tUiifHimftd  to  hava 
been  written  by  a  Britiah  traveller  in  tbta  country 
y>  tome  of  hii  friendt  in  London*  They  ire  full 
of  brilliant  sarcaam  and  jual  reftecti^n*  In  one 
of  them,  aJdrewied  to  Waltik  Bavaok  LAiinoft, 
he  hafl  comelinr*  whirh  n>ay  have  beivin  intend *d 
aa  an  apology  for  hj«  lo«e  of  Italian  .ltI,  and  pre- 
ference 9(  Italian  before  American  lubjecl*  for 
poetical  illutttration*     "  Here/'  bo  ««ya — 

"  Jt*n,  bT  th4>  islcva,^h«K&,  aa  vttfa  ftitly  trM4 
tie  tvii  ihr  Utkw*  of  lltalbfiiSa  vrcT«<l| 

[ihrk  \i^k*  *ir  r>ai/.  mii«l  <h%fc»wiief  ihft  ^mL 
^prnf-iiMdrkt  a»(t  Pkull%  aad  aimn  oA  afw  iiaoii 

Wb«f«w|lt«  4hf  Wvi.TvtT  In  i>vi-  Htmi  lUji 


^  It  flpv4  aa  Ibm  lo  tfa««  atpoa  UkP  nap 

Tlu  tTom'ttUat—^oni  vnpbv'iciittntt'yard  pitb% 
A Jh  m  tit  AtiK«r  bat «  phtU*  Knp 
Or  iturQ)  p^m  ti«nfi  tHot4«<tlab'>  \mUiA. 

"CtAlltafi  vuriiaaiwlikp  tumH  fiiithtriB  kdd 
HvT  xnt  m.l.«t  fith  wllh  gmanfl  pdd. 
To  th»  wtrnnpn  T«tti0  «v#ty  ppl&l*  Ibftd 
<yvr  ft  h  i'h  p<M»h&|v  thv  Tlbw^a  wm  U4  rstla4 

^  A  Uke  vnchatilmtvai  k11  ihy  land  | 

O'M-luD^  tJbp  moald^rtof  tarn*  uid  ehi*«tii  nt  ihadto^ 
And  fl  (»««  liid  «pu-|Lk«  la  biir  ilorbd  mmiM. , . 

*•  Aft'i  raJe  ti«v1nntfi|r«,  whafrwrwt  IVmnd; 
Tb«i  vuihx  duJl  eiioril  of  tuviHunr  ^nt\j  cir(k«; 
TlHt1>nif4^A  fiaiti-.  and  fli9  Ibdten  in^»aii<l. 
And  t'jLWAl't  memiuiieDl^,  «ra  mol4>  alikf^. 
*■*  Kw  'bm<.  y  tbott^li  1^  irctrfMiiu  je&r  h^tb  Uvmcbt 
Ckimmn  Oinbcr'f  bendttfitl  dc4r, 
Cao  all  lbf«  }oT*Uiif«  Innffni  a  Uipi^I 
Be^Ditil  tjM  nurYvli  iaT  thv  tUirtliiNC  daf  * 
"fof  hert  tba  Piviwnf  orerpoaein  tb*  Fiii| 

Td  raii9»  4ur  wfinbtp^  of  'Bfifiilj  iny  p^fl.** 

He  baa  not  however  been  altogether  neglectfiil. 
of  Aroerjcan  tbemea*  Him  ^'Hodaon  KiT*r'*  t* 
the  nobleet  tribute  any  atream  on  thia  oooiteiM 
haa  received  from  a  poet ;  and  hia  Unci  **  On  tbo 
Detth  of  Daniel  Welider,*'  mn  a  dtKpliiy  of  g^ 
niut  nuiubfe  for  their  impreaaive  occaHion  :  far  heCi^ 
ter  than  any  thing  rUm  ever  written  in  rerH  on 
the  death  of  an  American  atatevrntn, 

Akhough  not  a  gra*Kiate  of  any  ttnivenity, 
Mr*  Pa  mo  n  a  waa,at  the  in  atan  re  of  the  laic  Rev* 
AKT»Rtws  iSoWTOJf,  cl*rt#Hl  a  Rirrnbef  «f  ibe  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  Cillcge,  and  in 
1653  recvived  the  HocMfary  ilegret  of  miater  of 
triB  frotn  that  venerable  irutitution. 
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THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  OBELISK* 

Soxi  relurnUif  frf^oi  the  muvi^^bid]  bad  to  vn' 

Tb»t  lb#  way  1  ^are«  remesDb«r*il  to  the  Pinciati 

N«;»  wan  i^illitig  to  ibrg^t  it  finderneath  «  moon 
KO  bir* 

Id  a  loLilude  so  sacrvd,  and  id  sommeT-lik*  in  air-^ 
CftJUp  r  to  tb«  «id«  of  Tiber,  bardly  conscbuB 

vrbrre  [  «tood, 
TiH  I  BiAtkcd  ibeiutWii  murmur  of  the  wneroblp 

flood* 

Home  lay  doublj  d^d  around  mo,  aunk  in  ail«Qee 

calm  Bfid  (IpFpi; 
*T  WM  ibc  death  of  desolation — aod  the  oigbtljr 

one  of  s^ttp* 
Bi«imi  alone,  and  recullectbtid  p4«pl«d  now  tb^ 

*o|eRjD  hour; 
Such  a  vpoi  and  auch  a  »ea£on  weU  might  wake 

tb«  Fancy  *■  pfj^wer ; 
Yel  DO  monumental   fragmpnt,  stoned   arch  or 

te-mjttfl  ¥Mt, 
Mid  tbe  mean,  plebeian  building  louiiljr  trhiaptiT^d 

iif  the  VoiU 


Tether'd  hy  iht  sbore,  tfome  barges  hid  the  wave^a 

auf^ant  neposp; 
Pittj  nheds  of  humble  morchuitji,  nigh  the  Qain> 

pu«  Martiuff  roae; 
Hardly  could  ibp  dingy  ThaHiU^  wb»u  hia  tide  ia 

cubing  itiw, 
Life  f  dull  9cvav  in  colder  c^oum  to  the  homesick 

exile  ehow. 
Wkiding  from  the  vulgar  proapeet,  through  a 

labyrinth  of  Unes, 
Forth  I  mlpppM  upon  the  Coiio,  where  ila  great* 

ijeaa  Rome  retftint* 
Yet  il  wa£  not  ancient  gloTj^  though  the  midnigbt 

rsdianec  fell 
Soft  on  many  a  princely  manaion,  many  a  Jome'i 

majejiitie  ^weli ; 
Thongb,  from  isome  bueb'^d  comer  gnahing,  ofl  a 

mmiern  funuin  gJeara'd, 
V\'here  the  marble  and  the  watera  in  their  Jreah- 

netia  e^unl  iseem'J  : 
What  though  (j[>en  ruurts  unfolded  columni  of 

Corinltijan  mo  bid  ? 
Beaut! fat  it  waji— but  altered!  naught heapake  the 

Home  of  old. 

So.  regnftllt^s*  of  the  grandeur,  paie'd  I  tow'rda  the 
Northern  Gate; 

All  around  were  shininff  gar  Jena — eborcbea  glit- 
tering, yet  setlaie,— 

Heavmly  bright  the  broad  encloiure!  but  the 
o'erwhetrning  itlence  brought 

Still  ne«i{  to  mine  own  heart'*  beating,  with  a  tno- 
ment'n  truce  of  thouicbt, 

And  Utarled  as  t  found  me  walking  ere  t  wm  awife, 

0*er  the  Obcli^kV  toll  shadow,  on  the  pavement 
(tf  the  Ht^uarc. 

Ghott-like  feem'd  it  to  address  me,  ind  convey *d 

me  Jor  a  while, 
Backward,  thioug:h  a  thouiand  agf»i  to  the  bor- 

der»  of  the  Nile;  ^^ 


Where  for  centuriea  every  morning  taw  it  creep* 

Ing,  long  arid  dyn, 
0*er  Ibe  atones  fiercfaaace  of  Mempbif,  or  the  City 

of  the  ^un. 
Kingly  turreta  look'd  upon  it— pjnimida  1141I  iculp- 

tured  f&nr^r 
Towera    and  poJacea  have   mouldered — biat   tht 

shadow  fttiU  remainc 

Ttred  of  Ibat  lone  tomb  of  Egypt,  o'er  ihe  acai 

the  trophy  flew ; 
Here  the  eternal  apparition  met  the  roiUionii'  daily 

view, 
Virgire  foot  baa  touched  it  often^^t  haa  kiu*d 

Octavia  a  face — 
Royal  chariota  have  rolled  o'er  it,  in  thofron^iy  of 

the  race, 
When  the  strong,  the  awift,  the  valiant,  mM  tba 

thronged  arena  atmve, 
In  the  daya  of  good  Auguatus,  and  the  dynaaty 

of  Jove, 

Hetda  arc  feeding  in  the  Forum,  aa  in  old  Bvaii' 

ders  timet 
Tumtiled  from  the  steep  Tarpeian  ail  th«  toweia 

thai  Bprang  Bublime. 
Strange  1  that  what  *eem*drooat  ioconfiUnt  ihould 

the  moit  aliiding  prove; 
Strange*  that  w bat  is  hourly  moving  no  mutation 

can  remove  t 
Ruiird  Uei  the  ctrr^tie!   the  chariola,  long  ago, 

have  ceaaed  In  roll — 
El-en  the  Obeliak  ia  broken — bnt  the  abadow  atiU 

ii  whole. 

What  i«  Fame!  if  mi gbtie^  emptrev leav«  m  littl« 

mark  behind^ 
How  much  icfiB  ni  usi  heroea  hope  for,  in  the  wrack 

of  human  kind ! 
Lesa  than  even  thia  darkaome  picture,  wbirJi  I 

tread  beneath  mj  feet, 
Copied  by  a  lifeless  moonbeam  on  the  pebblea  of 

the  street; 
Since  if  Catar'a  beet  ambitionr  Irtuig,  waa  to  bo 

renowned, 
What  f<haJi    Ca^ar  leave  behind  him,  aat«  the 

ahadow  of  a  eound  I 


ON  A  LADY  SLNOING. 

Orr  ai  my  lady  aang  for  me 
That  «ong  of  the  lost  one  that  steepa  hy  the  aea, 
Of  the  grave  on  the  rock,  and  the  eyprii»tree, 
Strange  waa  the  pleaaure  that  over  roe  atole. 
For  H  w  at  mad  e  of  old  aadneaa  ihatliveainmyaout. 

80  atill  grew  my  heart  al  each  tender  word. 
That  the  pul<e  in  my  bo#oRi  «care«ly  stirred. 
And  I  hafdly  breathed,  hot  only  heard  1 
Where  wa»T?^iioi  in  the  world  of  men. 
Until  she  awoke  me  with  ailencA  again. 

Like  the  ametl  of  lha^in«*,  when  ila  early  bloom 
ttpnaUea  the  grf<en  lane  with  aunny  prrfum«^ 
Buch  a  delieate  fracrmmre  filled  the  rttom  i 
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ON  THB  DEATH  OP  DANIEL  WEBSTEH, 

nri3iTr*rotr*TB  tiw  octu»««>  wi* 

Coins  ihm  t  fingate  home  ?  what  might j  h«rk 
Etturri*  with  tdrti,  but  ititl  thumptintit  saiti  1 

Scieh  pf  al«  awtk«  the  wondering  Sabbath — hark  1 
How  the  dre&J  echo«t  Uie  unong  the  valffl  I 

Whfll  nils  the  mornings  that  the  mialj  sun 

liookfl  wan  and  troubled  m  the  autumn  aift 
Dark  over  MarshSejdl^'l  was  the  minute  ipin; 

God  I  hail  it  eome  that  we  foreboded  there  T 
The  wood«  al  midnight  heard  an  angel's  tread ; 

The  arre  lea  tea  rustled  in  hi*  withering  breath  ; 
The  night  waj  lieautifot  with  stars;  we  aaid 

**ThiB  b  the  hanest  moon/'— *t  wa«  thjne,  oh, 
Death! 
Gei»e«  Iheiu  tile  «plendoar  of  Octobei^n  daj  I 

A  lingfe  nightp  without  the  aid  of  froat, 
Haa  turned  the  gojd  atid  mmaoD  into  ^ay. 

And  the  world V  glory^  with  oor  own,  ta  toal« 
A  Ultle  white,  and  we  rode  forth  to  g^reel 

Htfl  coming  with  g]ad  muaict  and  hia  ej« 
Brew  many  captiTe*.  aa  alortg  the  street 

Hiii  |ieaoeruJ  triumph  paa«ed,  unqueitiDneJ,  bj< 

Now  there  are  moaisingaf  hy  the  denotata  mh<n^ 

That  are  not  orean'a ;  by  tbe  patriotV  bed* 
Hearta  throb  for  him  whoaei  noble  heart  no  more — 
Break  off  the  fhyme — for  aorrow  eannot  atop 

To  trim  itaelf  with  phrave*  fur  the  ear,— 
Too  faat  tbe  tear<  upon  the  paper  drop  t 
Fvit  Aa  the  leavee  are  falhng  on  hta  bi«r, 

Thick  a  a  the  hopea  thatctuatefd  round  bia  name. 
While  jet  be  walked  with  ue,  a  ptlgrim  here. 
He  waft  our  prophet^  our  mqjr«tic  oik» 

That,  like  Dodona  m^  in  Th«prfVtiftn  land, 
Who*B  leave*  were  oracleai  divinely  apoke. 

We  called  him  gwnt,  for  in  e%'ery  part 

Jle  if'emed  rolotaal ;  in  bi»  port  and  Apeeth|, 
In  hit  large  brain,  and  in  hw  larger  heart, 
A  Till  whi>n  hia  name  upon  the  roll  we  *iw 

Uf  those  who  govern,  then  we  felt  at'cure, 
BecAUMe  we  knew  hia  reverence  ftir  the  law, 
6o  the  voung  mamiPT*  of  the  Roman  realm 

Diftrrretly  thought,  we  cnnnot  wander  far 
From  the  true  course,  with  IHfiian  at  the  helm. 
But  ftlowly  to  thi«  tota  our  aenie  awakr«; 

To  know  whit  apace  it  in  the  forum  Btled, 
8ee  what  a  gap  the  Hfmpie'i  min  roakca ! 
Kinf#  have  their  dynastiea,  b«i  not  the  mind ; 

Cienar  leaves  other  Cfi?«an  to  succeed, 
But  VViHdom,  dying,  leavca  no  heir  liehind. 
\\'h(j  now  ah  all  stand  the  regent  at  the  wheel  ? 

\^  hoknowi*  ihe  dread  maebinery!  who  hath  ikilJ 
Our  roursH  Llirough  Oceana  unaur'teyed  to  fed  1 
Her  mournful  tidtnge  Alhion  lately  sent, 

How  be,  tbe  victor  in  to  many  fielda. 
Fell,  but  not  fighting,  in  the  fieldi  of  Kent; 
The  chief  whove  ronduct  in  tbe  lofty  pieene 

M'hifre  England  stood  up  for  tJie  world  in  arma, 
Gare  her  victorioui  name  to  En^land'a  qiteen. 

*  Aumroia  Sanaes, 


But  peaeefijl  Britain  knowt,  amid  her  grief, 

i^he  could  tpare  now  the  soldier  and  hia  iword 
What  can  our  coundla  do  without  our  chief! 

Blest  are  tbe  peace^makers  T^and  he  wa»  oura, — 

Winning,  hyforee  of  irigument,  the  right 
Between  two  kindred,  more  than  rival  powers. 

The  richest  atonea  require  tbe  gentlett  band 

Of  a  wtKj  workman^be  our  brother**  fauttt^ 
For  dl  baTo  fault*,  by  wimJom  gently  aranned. 

He«ame  the  rhyme,  and  end  the  funeral  utram ; 

Dying,  he  a»ked  for  »ong,<-^he  did  not  alight 
The  harmony  of  numbers^ — let  the  main      [iiigbt* 

8Lng  round  hi^  grave,  great  anthema  day  and 

The  autumn  nim  are  falling  on  hii  be&i), 

Tbe  snow  a  of  winter  toon  will  sbrood  tlie*hor#, 

Tbe  #prtng  with  Tioleis  will  idorn  his  bed, 
And  eummcr  iihall  return, — ^but  he  no  more  I 

We  have  no  high  cathedral  for  hii  rf'Et, 

Dim  with  proud  bannera  and  tbe  du«t  of  yearn; 

AU  we  can  give  htm  la  NewKngland'a  brvail 
To  lay  hia  he&d  on, — aud  hia  n)untiy'«  tearr< 


ON  A  MAGDALEN  BY  GUIDO, 

Mart,  wheti  thou  wori  a  vtrgrn. 

Ere  the  Arit,  the  fatal  liji, 
Stolis  into  iby  bonoiii'ii  cbamlier^ 

Leadinit  six  companmtw  in ; 
Ere  tboHe  itym  hud  wept  an  error, 

What  thy  beaoty  mu«t  have  betfn  I 

Kre  iUjws  Ujhi  hud  paled  ih^ir  crimHonf 

Quivering  with  ilie  mm IV  dcipsiir. 
Ere  with  pain  they  oft  had  jinrtcd 

In  thine  ag(,my  of  prayer, 
Or,  inatead  of  penrJa,  tbe  rear<diopa 

tilistened  in  thy  vtrraoiing  hair, 
Whde  in  ignorance  of  aormw 

Stdl  thy  heart  serenely  dreamiMl, 
And  tbe  murtiing  light  of  girtbtHMl 

On  I  by  cheek  V  yoong  garden  tieam'd, 
Wbere  th*  abundant  to*p  wn«  iiluibmg. 

Not  of  earth  eouldat  thou  have  MMm'd. 


When  thy  frailty  fell  upon  tbee, 
Lovdy  wert  thou,  e%i*n  thijin; 

Shame  itaelf  eould  not  diaarm  tbe« 
Of  tbe  cbarmit  tbtit  *ant|ui»bod  meftj 

Which  of  8alemV  pur**!  ilnuKhtera 
Match'd  the  iuUied  MagdaknT 

But  thy  Mnater'a  eyp  be'befd  thei 
Foul  and  all  unwortiiy  heaven  i 

Pitied,  pardon VU  ported  thy  apirit 
Of  itM  hi  nek,  |j<*niir*wua  Jeaven  j 

Drove  tho  de%)la  from  out  the  temple — 
All  the  dark  ai^d  ^udfy  tmven. 

Ob  the  beauty  of  repenlaneet 

Mary,  tenfold  fairer  now 
Art  thou  wilh  tbo*e  dewy  eyeljda, 

And  ttiai  an^ui^b  »n  thy  lirow; 
Ah,  might  e*ery  ainful  aiater 

Grow  in  beauty  et*n  aa  tboti ! 


il/L,<:.s(i 
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Mft.  Lo  wtt.it  u  m  Qfttiff  of  Boctofif  wlier^  bis 
fiitH^r  i»  tn  eminent  Congrefntiorwl  clergyman. 
Hi-  eomjiWfed  bi«  educition  »t  HorTard  CoIIegu 
wbfti  kbout  twenty  ye&iT  of  agt^  and  Babaequcnltj 
■tudifttl  thf  bw,  but  T  b«HeT«  with  no  mt^ntion  df 
<-b(rriiig  tb*  court*,  Hia  fif«t  Bppp»rnnc*  Mi  bh 
»ulhor  WM  in  1^39,  when  h«  printed  a  ela^fi  poem 
ndt«tt  nl  Cambridge*  It  wm  »  cooiponilirtn^  in 
b«iN«  Tet««,  whieb*  though  il  tielrmyed  mATkM  of 
llMtr,  odoUin«d  miny  fttrokea  of  vijfOfOUii  Mitro, 
nradi  ibaq)  mtU  and  o<^cauor)^l  bur&U  of  frfling* 
Two  ycftn  BArrwArd  he  pobli^hcd  %  votum«  cif 
■iieiAiti^crg*  poems,  iindrr  the  litk  of  ^*  A  VpAr'« 
LHK^  This  bore  no  rcktiouship  to  hw  fir»t  itr^ 
dnrtiun.  ft  iltustrated  cniirelj  different  thottghtii« 
fr«-lingi,  »nd  b«biUv  It  uoi  a  njy  eTmec4  a  change 
of  hcttii^  but  «o  endra  i  rerolulion  In  his  iiiod«  of 
tbinbiDfir  u  to  tnm  thtf  produetion  of  a  lUfleront 
niAd.  The  staple  of  oiws  formi  the  aatij-e  of  the 
iAtf.  Not  mofv  unlike  are  CiiiltlkV  *•  Life  of 
Sraiitim"  and  hia  ''  ShiIot  Rrurtua*'*  Though 
"A  Yc*r'«  Life"  wm  bj  no  meana  delkiimt  in 
ntdc,  it  bad  *o  many  W4»k  pointA  a«  to  he  eaaily 
i)eceM«bf«  tn  aalirical  oiticiani.  The  author'a  Un- 
cage waa  not  pure.  When  be  wouU  « wreak 
hia  thoughia  upon  expreston/'  10  the  ibaenee  of 
iUqwiibJe  wtMfda,  be  corrnpted  aueh  aa  came  near- 
t^  hit  meaning  into  term*  v^bteh  had  an  intclli- 
Ifibte  wund,  but  would  not  bear  a  eloae  acrutiny* 
^^iih  all  i(«  faiiltft,  however,  the  book  had  nrkamit 
and  flaahf^t  of  geniua,  whicrb  juftified  warm  praiaea 
and  ianguine  eipecbitiont  Tbe  new  poet,  it  waa 
eTidenI,  bad  an  obacning  eje»  and  a  RUggealive 
biiaginalion ;  be  had  caught  the  tone  and  aptrit 
of  the  new  and  mystical  philosophy ;  be  bad  a 
laTRe  heart ;  and  he  aimedj  r^ot  altugether  UQ«ue- 
eesffultv,  to  make  Nature  the  representative  and 
niinieter  of  bit  feelin^js  and  deiircsi*  If  be  failed 
in  attempta  to  put  thin  ab»trnctiona  atid  etcr*fleet* 
ing  tfhadni  of  thought  and  emotion  into  palpable 
furm*,  ihe  «igna>  in  **  A  Vear'#  Life/'  of  tbe  atrug- 
ghnv  of  a  larger  nature  than  appeared  in  defined 
Dutfjnea,  titade  for  the  author  a  watchful  and  hopo- 
fi^l  audience. 

In  1844  Mr,Low^i.Lpubti«hed  a  new  rolume, 
evincing  very  decided  adviinceruenl  in  Ibougbt^and 
feeling,  and  e^eeulion.  Tbe  lor^gent  of  ila  eonientu, 
•*  A  L+'Bend  of  Hrittany/*  if  without  any  of  the  ilri- 
kin;;  fjulu  of  bin  pr^viouii  Ci>mpo«iitanA,  and  in 
imui^'inatjoti  and  artistic  finish  la  tbe  bevt  poem  he 
haa  jct  printed*  A  kt*iij;bt  lovea  and  be  tray  a  a 
maiden,  and.  to  conrcMl  hi«  crimp,  murder«  ber, 
and  pbie*'«  her  ctirf*e  for  tein|MirNry  eoucealinent 
brbuu!  ihe  alt4r  of  Uw  church*  whence  he  La  pre- 
venleil  by  a  my4ieriou«  awe  fttmi  n-uMting  il- 
Mi-anwhile  ■  fektiral  at  beld  there,  and  ^hen  ibf 


people  aiw  afl  taaembled,  and  tbo  organ  *aaf)d% 
the  templar  beara  ihi^  voiM  of  tbe  wronged  spirit, 
compinining  that  the  baa  no  r««t  tn  heaven  be- 
eanaif  of  Uie  «tate  of  tbe  tmh^ptiaed  infant  in  her 
wombv  fi>r  which  she  implafw  t&a  Mcm  men  L  H  cr 
prayer  b  granted,  and  tfie  rv|ientaitt  lover  diea  of 
remor^*  Tbe  illuttration  of  Ihia  rtory  giTea  oc- 
casion for  the  finest  of  Mr.  Lowai,j-*a  e^hihitjona 
of  love,  and  the  poem  im  m  aU  re^T|*etH  beautiful 
and  complete*  in  tlic  i^me  volurnv  apf^eated  the 
author's  "  Promefheua,"  *^  Hhtreua/*  and  some  «f 
bis  moft  aJmir^wl  ahorter  pi^cea*  Be  pgl  forth  in 
it  hra  best  povvers,  and  though  it  vmbracied  oc^:*- 
aional  redundande^  and  bo  wms  iometimee  so  Ul* 
BfttiaSed  with  hii  poem  aii  to  ff^w  in  iU  eoneluaion 
a  verbified  exposition  of  Its  meaning  in  the  form 
of  a  mnrai,  it  secured  tb^  general  consent  lo  btl 
admission  into  the  c^m^wny  of  men  of  genius 

In  1 B46  appeared  hia  **  Convematitina  on  some 
of  the  O  Id  Poe  ta,"  eonaialjng  of  a  seiifis  <d  chtieiam  a 
and  relevant  diicusaiotMwbieh  eTinceeareful  study, 
delicate  perception*  and  a  generous  catholicify  of 
taste  ;  but  tl\e  book  doca  not  contain  the  best  ape^ 
ciincns  of  his  critic  jam  or  Of  bis  prow  dictiom 

He  gave  to  the  public  a  third  c^llnrLioa  of  bia 
poema  in  1S48.  tn  tbrs  then  i»  nn  improvement 
of  versification,  no  finer  fancy,  or  braver  imagina- 
tion^  than  in  the  preceding  volume;  but  il  ilJu»- 
tratea  a  deeper  intereat  in  aiJairs,  and  a  warm  par- 
Uunahip  fur  the  philnnthropifta  and  progrescUts 
of  alt  cl a«ea,  A mong  b is  su bject*  are  **  Tbe  Prea- 
ent  Criaifi,*'  "  Anti-Teiaa,"  **1*he  Capture  of  Fo- 
gitive  Staves,"  "  Hunger  and  Cold/*  "The  Land- 
lord/' &c.  He  gives  here  Ibe  firal  etample*  of  a 
peeuliar  humour,  which  be  baa  aince  cuIUvated 
with  sucecsa,  and  many  paa^ges  of  finished  decla- 
mation and  powerful  invective*  He  hiui  been  mac- 
tied,  in  IS41,  to  Mis*  Miai  t  Whiti,  wbow  abifi- 
tiea  are  shown  in  a  gracafiil  compoidtiiiti  ijM*tudi.i;l 
in  thiavolume^and  by  others  which  (have  quoted 
in  the  *'  Female  Poela  of  Amvrica-" 

In  the  same  year  Mr*  I^iwaLL  publiahed  "  A 
Fable  for  Critics^  or  a  Glanee  at  a  Few  t^  onr 
Literary  Progeniea,"  a  rhymed  eiaay,  mtical  and 
Mlirica^  upon  the  principftl  It  ting  writer*  of  tbe 
country.  It  abounds  in  ingenioua  turna  of  tt* 
prea«iAn*  and  &tiritijus  skelebea  of  eharttcttfr;  it 
is  witty  and  bunH>rou«,  and  for  the  most  jiart  in  a 
apirit  af  gpnia)  appreeialwo ;  hut  in  a  fpw  inftan- 
cfM  the  judgmenla  bidbitw  U»  nam»w  a  rsn^e  of 
aympeibiea,  and  ibe  otustie  a^veriiy  ol  «itb«r>  bai 
been  attrtbntad  to  dvairrs  of  reCaliation. 

The  "  FaM«  Ibr  VtUie**'  wa.  mum  Mowed  by 
"  Tbe  Biulow  Pspen,**  a  eotleetion  of  veiAwi  in 
ti\9  dialect  of  New  England*  with  an  inlrifdutlion 
and  note*,  writt^  \n  Ih*  ehancter  of  a  jiedaiuio 
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SONNETS. 

I.     TO  ^ 

TMSor^a  toffi-ring  anil  Kormr  thcni  hast  pa^*d 
To  show  us  wtwt  ft  woman  tmc  may  lie : 
Tbtj  hav'e  not  token  w^iiipfttliy  hom  Ihee, 
Nor  mftile  Ihee  adj?  other  than  tbou  waiit ; 
8ttTe  a«  aocQQ  tiiM,  wiiidb,  id  «  nudden  btoat, 
SlbcddFth  those  tlo»omM»  thftt  are  weakly  grown, 
Upon  the  air,  bat  kcqv^  erery  one 
Wboae  imui^  gives  warrant  of  good  friiil  ■!  bat ; 
So  tbou  htut  shed  Eomc  blooms  of  gtty^ ty^ 
Bot  nc^r  one  of  ateadfiist  chi^erfuitiev  j 
Nor  hath  thy  kjiow ledge  of  sdvensiJy 
Rohb'd  thee  of  any  faith  in  happineai^ 
But  mhtr  dta/d  thine  tuner  ejes  to  fB« 
How  maiij  cioiple  ^njs  ther«  are  t<>  bleaa^ 


n.    TUB  rt£AT  trul. 
Tai  hungry  flame  hath  never  yet  been  hot 
T»  him  who  won  hia  name  and  cf  own  of  Bw ; 
Bat  it  do^  «i«k  a  «tronj^j  aoul  and  higher 
To  bear,  wm  hn^^  for  a  prouder  tot, 
^%0W  BK^fldoM  thereof  the  warldknowi.not,-^ 
Blip'  tmempvA  with  fh:»iy  scomj  the  faittt  of  youth 
•  Wmated  in  «e<-ming  vain  dcfcnc^c  of  Truth, 
OveilafBa  cVrtopp^d  with  h^^vneas^  amd  fame  got 
IW  l^f— Vet  thta  moett  bitter  ta»k  waa  mninl 
For  AoM  right  worthy  in  inich  musM;  U>  plead, 
And  theiefon  God  mnt  poetii^  men  content 
To  live  b  htunhteneaa  and  body 'a  need, 
If  tliey  may  troad  the  p4th  where  Je*tii  went, 
And  sow  one  grain  of  Love  a  eicmal  ised. 


I  4iK  nol  fer  those  thought*^  that  midden  kap 
From  h«tng*a  sea,  Uke  the  lale^seemLng  Kraken, 
With  whiwe  great  Hits  the  ocean  all  ta  shaken 
And  a  hean-Lremlde  qui  vera  throu|di  the  deep; 
Giv#  mf  that  growth  which  some  perch aiicc  deem 
Wherewith  tlie  iteadfait  poral-atems  upriac^  [ateep, 
Which,  by  the  toil  of  gathering  energies. 
Their  upward  way  into  clear  sunshino  keep, 
UmuI,  by  Heaven V  sweetest  inllupnoea^ 
Slowly  and  ilowly  aprcada  a  speck  of  green 
Int#>  a  pleaiant  island  m  the  aeoa, 
Where,  mid  t»U  pahn*,  the  cane-foof'd  homeiaseen. 
And  W4^ari«4  men  shall  sit  at  aunset'i  hour. 
Hearing  t!ie  leaves  imd  loving  God*i  d>eftr  power. 

ir.     TO '^on  itt^  UTi;TiT-rjAT. 

MiTTirv,  when  soch  a  soul  as  thtru^  i*  bom, 
T\i*'  mfirfiinjf^iar*  their  ancient  miific  make, 
And,  joyfyt  onrc  ai^ain  th^ir  song  awake, 
Lont;  «iJer»t  now  with  nv^loncholy  ^corn ; 
And  thmi,  n^^E  miridjeiw  of  mi  blf-M  a  tnorn, 
Uy  n-i  letKt  d**t'il  iU  hnrmony  tdiall  break, 
Ityt  hl(.dt  to  I  bat  hiu;h  rbirjie  Uiy  footsteps  tak«« 
Tbruu^ihi  bfi'V  mnst  darknonu'  fm^Mva,  nnforlom; 
Thr^fi'tiire  ffrim  lUy  pupt-  faith  Uion  thalt  not  (all, 
Tlipn'fi^rc  nhtilt  tlnitj  \k  i'vtr  fuir  and  fiwv 
Andt  in  lliMi*'  eviry  mtitian,  mxrsical 
A*  *iirTiini'r  nlr,  mnj^Mir  mi  tJie  xiL, 
A  jiiv-tfTV  to  tliom  who  criTp  and  crawl 
1*brouKh  Time*  mnd  pait  it  fruin  Etemitya 


Mt  Lore,  I  have  nn  fen?  iHat  thoa  shouhkt  die ; 
AJbfliI  1  ajfk  no  fairer  life  lK»n  tlit)^ 
Whose  numbeanj^<rixk  ir  still  thy  gentle  Ul^ 
While  Time  and  Pciwe  with  hmnda  enlocked  iAf^~ 
Yet  caie  I  not  wher^  in  Etemiiy 
W*e  live  and  love,  vveJl  knowinff  that  there  it 
No  backward  step  for  thos4>  who  fwl  thu  hiiaa 
Of  Faith  as  their  tnovt  lotiy  yeam)Ag!ii  Ingh  : 
Loire  hath  »o  purified  my  heart'.*  atronf^  cori?, 
MeMftms  i  scarcely  ihoidd  hi  alarlledt  itvcn. 
To  find,  «omc  mom,  that  thoa  hfid«t  ^otm  htSsm; 
SineOf  with  thy  loi'e,  this  knowledge  loowtf  gif«lp 
Which  each  cdm  day  doth  atnfngtbe*  mona  and 

more. 
That  they  who  love  »re  but  one  alwp  from  Heaven. 


rV,      TO   TBE   apIRIT   Op   1lllAT!l» 

Gbs^t  aotil  thou  e)tte«t  with  me  In  my  roomt 
Uplifting  me  with  thy  %-»*t,  quiet  eyes, 
On  \vhme  full  orbs,  with  kindly  lu«ltt',  Ites 
The  twilight  warmth  of  ruddy  ember-gloom  i 
Thy  dc^r*  «rong  tones  will  <>ft  brinfl  sudden  btoom 
Of  hope  secuET,  to  him  wtig  hn^ly  ciie^ 
Wre*thn^  with  the  yoniiff  poei'i  igonlM, 
Neglect  and  scorn,  wNch  win  a  csrtiin  dnon; 
Yes  f  the  few  word*  which,  like  psat  thwidtVHlrop^ 
Thy  large  heart  down  lo  earth  sh«olc  donhlftsUjrf 
Thriird  by  the  inward  lightnitif  oT  'Ha  ml^U 
8f  rroc  and  y%itv,  hke  f^uihtnf  JCJ  oJF  HgHl, 
Shall  track  the  eternal  <:htmTii  of  Dndny, 
After  the  moon-led  pnl«  of  oct^i  Mto|M^ 

rju    TO 

OuH  love  if  not  a  £ulmg,  earthly  dower ; 

Its  winif'd  seed  dropped  dfwn  (mm  Parndtsp^ 

And»  nursed  by  day  and  night,  by  »un  and  nhower, 

Doth  momently  to  frvslief  licaiity  tine- : 

To  ua  the  leaEeim  autumn  is  not  txare. 

Nor  winter's  tattling  boughs  lack  lui^y  grei'n. 

Our  summer  hnrts  make  »unimer'a  fuliu^sa^  wbei« 

No  leaf,  or  bud,  or  hloMom  may  b*  seen : 

For  nature*!  lile  in  love**  deep  li£>  doth  lie^ 

Love, — whoao  fiiig«Cfil!b<w  Is  beanty^s  death, 

Whose  mjrtio  |«jt  tbete  cells  of  lliou  and  I 

Inln  the  in£nite  boedom  openetli, 

And  makes  the  body*i  dark  atid  narrow  fimte 

The  wide^flung  Icavw  of  Heaven^s  pulaec^ate, 

Thibs  rugged,  wintiy  daya  [  acsBPee  coutd  hnr^ 
Did  I  not  know,  that,  in  tha  vftiiy  i|kHnf, 
When  wild  M^irch  wiada  umi  Ibiir  errands  tinf. 
Thou  would^t  rttnm,  htmtmf  tm  this  tfitl  ms» 
Like  those  same  windik  wKca,  startled  ton  Ibdr 
They  hunt  up  vidcla^  mut\  ^tm  swiA  hn^kM      [1aEr« 
From  iey  caunt  cvesi  as  thy  i;ta«f  looka 
Bid  my  hnait  bloom^  and  sinK*  and  bcvak  aU  e^re  * 
\^licn  drops  «v^th  wekaoia  rain  the  Apnl  day. 
My  flowera  «hall  find  their  Afiril  in  th^jie  ey v, 
Save  ther?  the  rain  in  drssmj  clowla  doth  ai«y. 
As  loath  to  £dl  out  ^  thorn  happy  skiei ; 
T^  fttm?,  mj  love,  ihoy  art  oioet  tiktf  tn  May, 
That  oofDea  with  st^dy  ami  whm  April  di^ 
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Who  wsiBbi  with  Fdna'i  t^mmntm  ^Mthvmperi, 

AnJ  IblloTV*  the  One  Will  obediifotly ; 
WhoiM*  pypa,  li|[«  %ri£idowi<t  on  a  tir«<^y  iummit, 

rontrol  H  lovely  proapcct  cTury  w*y ; 
Who  ddth  not  vaund  God*«itc*  with  earthly  pEummct, 

Aiwl  find  ft  boUoiD  fltill  cif  woitliW«ii  clmy  ^ 
Wbft  heals  not  how  the  lower  gqati  qttie  working, 

KniiFwin^  thai  ofiA  vnn  wind  blowt  on  abQT«, 
And  ttM^  bflnralb  tb?  ftNikit  &cei  lufkinfr* 

On«  Ltotl-titiilt  ihrine  cif  rvTcrrnce  and  lo"^; 
Wbo  Hn  all  iUtv  ih&t  whe^l  thoir  ahlmiig  roaidiM 

AnwDd  the  centre  fix'd  of  £l«etiny» 
WImr  tb*  encircling  ioul  aprene  o*erwchca 

n«  nwnng  fbhe  of  beuig^  Like  &  aky ;    [oeimr 
Wlift  fi^  Ubit  (M  Md  Hwven'a  ^at  detpa  are 

Bhn  ^  whoae  hcsrt  hi*  JH1ow^*n  u  nigh. 
Who  diith  ftol  hoJd  hi«  soul**  own  fn?e«imn  JeaTer 

I'lutn  that  of  vll  bia  trretl'iren,  low  or  high; 
Who  to  Hit  fiftht  cm\  f«l  himM'Jf  the  tratt 

For  brinft  f^ntlj  pnLirnt  with  ihe  wroi]g> 
Who  itevm  «  hnithtfr  in  the  eriUaFrf 

And  find*  in  t#oft  thft  heart'*  hiooil  of  bii  ( 
TbiBt  thja  ia  ho  for  whom  lbc»  wofid  i«  waiting 

To  itng  tlii«  bPtttijngR  of  iU  mighty  h^ait, 
Too  lonj;  hath  it  bi9«n  patient  with  th«  gmtUJif 

or  aeranncl-f  ip«Bv  iLni]  beard  Lt  miimanied  Art 
T>  hitii  ikm  mtii\mg  *onl  of  m&n  nitiAU  lisdiitn, 

Lif^  virbile  ii4  erown  of  thonu  uj^ 
And  tn»  «gnin  in  e^rfy  ey^  eball  glivtcn 

The  glory  of  Jt  nature  satisfied, 
Bk  «erw  iflull  hate  s  j^r^ftt,  commanding  motion, 

negating  and  rwelling  With  a  tnetody 
Irf^rtit  of  thi^  iky,  th«  riTCTi  and  the  ocean, 

And  all  ihe  piue,  majeitic  tbingji  that  bcb 
Awake^  tht^n,  tlio^ !  we  pine  for  thy  fr'^et  prnmoo 

To  make  u«  fiw  1  thu  tmul  oncci  more  aublime, 
We  are  of  Ikr  loo  infinite  an  cmenca 

To  rest  eon  tented  with  the  Ue»  of  Time. 
Speak  out !  and^  (o  !  a  hmh  of  deepest  wonder 

Shall  sink  o*rr  nit  bis  many-valced  #c<me, 
A*  when  a  tudiJcn  Inifjit  of  ralllinf?  thvindei 

Bhattcr«  the  bluenew  of  a  eky  M-rene. 


Extract  from  a  legend  ofbkit* 

TANY. 

I^ai  ^  aweird  tlie  organ :  up  through  cbcnr  and  nav« 

The  muaie  lienibled  with  an  in w  aid  thiill 
Of  hliw  al  itii  own  grandeur :  ware  on  waTo 

lU  floixl  of  mellow  tliundcf  TO*e,  until 
The  buAb'd  air  ihiver'd  with  the  tbfob  it  ffJiTe, 

Thoo,  poiNing  for  a  momivnL,  it  vtood  itill, 
And  aank  ami  rose  again,  to  burst  in  apray 
Thai  wand(T'd  into  udence  fur  away* 

Lilt*^  to  a  mighty  heart  the  mui«c  aeem'd, 
That  yr;irtiji  vntb  mAlodiei!  it  rannot  i 

L'niil,  in  RTand  di'<pair  of  what  it  drram'd. 
In  the  a^tthv  nf  elfort  it  doth  hrrak, 

Vet  thutnphi  iirrakiniT ;  on  it  njjih'd  and  «tn>«fn'd 
And  vsiiPitoinM  in  it*  niis^bt,  n*  whun  a  lak#, 

LoEi^  i>i^nt  iiftirm^:  th?  moi^inlaiitf^  buM*  ila  watln 

Alwl  in  one  rropinbm;  '^^h  IvayH  forth  and  fallib 


Beeper  and  deeper  dniddefa  aho<4  ihe  air, 
Aa  the  btig«  baai  kept  gaUiering  heaiilj. 

Like  Ihundef  when  it  smims  in  iU  lair, 

And  witlkit^  hoaiav  growl  shaku  th«  low-hunc 

It  grew  up  hke  a  darkneas  oTcryu  beTie,^  fakf : 

Fdling  the  If  tit  cathedml;— auddenly^ 

From  the  denae  maaa  a  bo^'a  dear  treble  bmk« 

Like  lightning,  and  tho  Adt-Toned  choir  awoken 

Through  gorgeoua  wimlowa  ahona  thf  iun  aalan^ 
Brimming  the  chnrch  wUh  gold  vod  purple  eali^ 

Meet  itmtoaphom  lo  bonmi  that  tkh  rban^ 
Whpns  liily  viicca  in  one  ilTWuJ  did  twirt   f 

Thrir  Taricolour'd  tvnea,  and  Ml  no  want 
To  the  deligbtnl  mil  which  forik  alvynvM 

In  the  warm  muaicdoiid,  wbiks  far  bcbw. 

The  organ  betted  iU  tmftA  to  and  §r^ 

Afi  if  a  lurk  abonld  auddanty  dmp  diwi 
While  the  blue  air  ye*  tremblr»l  witli  Iti  ( 


Bo  fliat  fttna  g^aneod  hiftlnd, ««  btif  vwm 
A  IlidiKktia  ahap^  of  dfoad  W&6  >tan41ng  ^mm> 

AKt  when  a  crowd  of  pak  men  gathf^  roandf 
Watching  an  eddy  in  (be  leaden  drfpv 

From  which  th#y  d*itni*d  ihw  b<,*iy  of  nne  drowa^d 
%VilI  bo  eaat  forth,  &om  hum  to  fmx^  dotli  awp 

An  eaieer  dread  tbnt  hold*  all  tonguei  (oti  liound. 
Until  the  horror,  with  a  gfiaiCly  Irap^ 

Starts  up,  iti  dead  htue  amia  alTeti^'d  abnlAH^i 

Heaved  with  the  awinging  of  the  ciiftlti  «b^ — 

So  in  Ihe  fscr«  of  all  the«  Iher*  grew. 
As  by  one  im|riilM*,  a  dijiik^  frwdng  aw«, 

lATiieh  witli  a  (t'^rfiil  Cu*anBtion  drew 
AU  cye«  toiK ard  llie  altar;  damp  and  nvw 

TbF  niT  grew  Jinddcnly,  and  no  man  knew 
Whether  pt  rehance  bii  alien  I  neighbour  aaw 

Tlje  dreadful  thing,  whjdi  all  were  auie  would  riaa 

To  scare  (he  atmined  lida  nider  from  their  cyea. 

The  incenae  trembled  aa  it  nfiwurd  iM^t 

ItJi  (lowt  uncertain  thread  of  wandering  blney 

As  H  wert*  th*  only  lining  element 

In  all  tiie  churrh,  an  det'|j  tlie  Htillueaa  grew  j 

It  aeein'd  one  miglit  hav«  beard  tt^  %m  it  went, 
Give  out  an  audiblit  riialle,  rurlinf^  through 

The  midnigbt  dlenc*  0C  tlial  awe-»truck  air, 

MoTv  buiih'd  than  death,  though  ao  mudi  hia  «io 
there* 


THE  STBENS. 

Tilt  aea  v.  lonely,  the  va  i*  flmwjp 
Tlie  aea  iji  rr^rtk^vp  arid  unc«ay  ; 
7'hou  aeekcM  qukt,  lliou  aitlvtarf, 
Wandering  t?niu  knowrflt  not  wtullter^^ 
Ow  titUi'  ijiLr  ia  gtven  and  bnsetj, 
Come  and  re*  th« !  O  enmip  hilhier  f 
Come  U>  Uiia  {jeopaiy  home  of  04u% 

WWv!  awtrman 
Thr  low  wert-winil  tTveiaa  panting  op  fim  ihoro 
To  be  at  tnt  amuiif  llw  lU^m : 
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God  acftHcia  krcv  tm  etciy  sik, 
iW  aIwi*  bMffii  are  lymg  open  «i4i% 

There  ta  no  wind  but  aowrl]^  se^ 
Of  m  mcKre  true  and  open  Itfe^ 
Which  huM,  \m\oiik'd-$or,  mto  laigh-»>Qt'd  deeds 
With  wmyEuie  bcdutj  rifo, 

Wc  find  tritliifi  thfvc^  §ouU  of  our* 
$ouM  wild  gfnna  of  a  hinfhf  r  hirtb, 
Which  in  the  poel'e  l^jiii^  h^trt  U^^r  floweti 
Wtune  £rBgralkD  Mb  the  mith. 

Within  the  htuTiM  of  tit  mf  n  he 
Tb^m  promiaea  of  wider  bli*«. 
Which  hlo«CKm  into  bope^  th«t  cannot  dk^ 
La  mmny  hmits  like  Ihis. 

At]  that  hath  bpen  maieitinil  •• 

fn  lifr  or  dcftth*  fiinc*  time  hefnu 
Ib  oAtitfl  in  ihe  nmple  heart  of  ii]|. 
The  aagt^i  heart  of  man. 

And  thnsp  amoa^  the  uatattghl  poor, 
GfWt  JiflJa  and  fea^ngii  Apd  a  hmnt^ 
Thti  CMC  bi  duMlow  tit  ^m^cn  tora 
Of  claaaic  Greece  and  Sonwj. 

O  nkight;  brothei-4onl  of  man, 
WWe*er  thou  aft,  in  low  or  hi|^ 
Hij  •kjej  trthea  wilh  eiuJtiag  ipM  ,| 

OVr-tCH>f  infiiuij !  < 

An  thou|^t«  that  mouM  the  age  Iwgia 
Derp  down  within  the  pnmitiTe  sou!, 
Ami  from  the  maJij  slowly  upward  win 
To  one  who  griuips  the  wholfi : 

fii  hii  hm»i\  breaJt  thp  feeling  deep 
Thai  ninijjc^kil  on  thi*  m^hy's  tonsfue, 
8prrll*  to  a  tide  of  thouii^ht,  whow  flurgca  {cap 
OVr  the  WL^ak  ttiroiiea  of  wrong^* 

All  thought  bfjjirt*  in  fwlinjrj,'— wide 
In  Ihi?  ^Tvnt  timsit  iU  \vLiiO  \m  hld^ 
An/i,  anTowin;;  up  to  thouj^ht,  standi!  gloriEcd, 
A  movcl<^J»  pynmiid- 

Nof  i«  he  faf  *«tra.T  who  de*rofl 
H'biil  cvtry  liope^  which  rise*  and  i^rowdi  broad 
In  till'  wdrhTfi  Ih'&jt,  by  ordiTM  imptiW  t\iftm» 
Fiom  the  grtat  hi? Art  uf  God. 

ti«>.^1  wilt's  man  ha[}f4  :  in  conimoa  «ouli 
Jtupt'  in  hut  *i*i^K'  mid  uiub  flrie^U 
TUI  ir*»iri  ihf  p-Ht**  Sjii^^uo  tlie  tut'^Aiigc  rulLi 
A  bki»«iri^  to  kia  kuid. 

N''*<'rdtd  niwty  api^ar 
Si  I  full  I'f  hr-ii^vn  tf>  rut'.  a»  when 
I  *:i^  lum  a  vriiulil  ptirr^c  through  pnde  and  lear 
To  \Ue  live*  of  t'oiUKo«t  men- 

1 1  mn  k-  t*!f>rirJii*r  to  write 
Tt»»»iiTNt*  thiit  eihdlJ  cM  ttic  two  or  (hn^ 
II*  *h  -^mW  Ukc  thow;  fAi  nhxt*  tlutl  tuomT  tu  iii^ht 
Mtiifv  iii  ft  cn-ntury; — 


But  boCter  ^  it  if  lo'fpeak 
Ou«T  ultaple  wofd,  which  now  and  then 
dhaU  wakiTn  thek  fi«e  notuie  m  the  weak 
And  ^teudleM  Miii  of  mmi 


To  write  some  eflmed  Tene  or  fin*, 
Whirh,  Bc>okuig  not  the  praiive  of  art, 
6h>II  uukr  a  L-li^iiroi'  f^itli  and  manhood  shiue 
In  the  uiitutor'd  heart. 

He  who  doth  this,  in  tctvo  or  pttMOy 
May  be  ibrgotlen  in  hia  day. 
But  iKuelj  flhidi  ht?  crownM  at  bsl  with  thoM 
Who  hwe  and  vpeak  for  ay^ 


♦       THE  HBRITAGIL 

Tna  riidi  man**  aoti  inhcrihi  ianditr  ^ 

And  piW  of  hrkk,  and  ttone,  and  giM^ 

And  he  inli^rit*  soft,  whti#  haiidd, 
.\jid  trndet  fleah  that  C^arn  the  aitit, 
N  kif  dfin?»  to  wrar  a  i^nurnt  old  \ 

A  beritatrr,  it  M^i'inii  U>  nir^ 

On*  acan^  would  wi*ii  to  hoh!  b  fise* 

Tbff  Hoh  tnanV  ion  tnhvnlH  aimw ; 

The  bank  ma)  hrwakf  the  tuA-^wj  burrif 

A  breath  may  bunt  hia  buhbk  ibait«^ 
And  4O0;,  wIuNj  banda  ooukl  hanltjr  «ara 
A  living  thai  would  mrve  hi*  turn; 

A  beiitagn,  it  eeem*  to  mfi, 

One  Kaiw  would  wiah  to  bold  in  fea. 

The  rich  niMtV  aon  inherits  wanta* 
Hi*  fttorn4i"ii  eravca  for  daintj  (are ; 

With  sated  health  he  heaf«  the  pantJ 
Of  toUinii^  bind*  with  brown  amu  b«n*, 
And  wearie»  in  hi*  easy  chair ; 

A  herilagp,  it  seem*  to  tne, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  m  kc 

What  doth  llie  poor  man^s  aon  inherit  1 
8tout  muiclof  and  a  uneify  beaitp 

A  hdjrdy  fra^e,  a  haidin-  apulli 

Kin^  of  two  handa,  ba  doaa  bla  piit 
In  pv«r3r  uieful  tod  and  art| 

A  h«rit*gc^  it  iiee»nft  to  me* 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  b  ie«« 

Wfiat  doth  the  poor  man^'i  aon  inhcTti  t 

Wish**  o'etjoy'd  with  humble  ihingTH 
A  r*nk  ailjihl^id  by  liitl-won  iniiiit, 
Content  thiit  from  employ  mm  t  cprmg**^ 
A  hnirt  tlmt  in  hitt  blninr  ningn; 
A  beritjM^e,  H  ieeroj  to  nic, 
A  )tin^  might  wbdi  to  bold  in  fe«. 

What  doth  the  poor  (nan*a  nn  mhetlt  I 
A  piikAM  kmm'd  I17  btsng  fioor, 

Couriff<s  if  aormw  c^me,  lo  bear  it, 
A  £?Uow-(feiing  lltat  »  man 
To  mokv  Ihe  ouBcaal  bka*  hb  door ; 

A  h^^j-iu^,  it  irem*  to  me. 

A  king  might  wi«h  to  bold  in  Cob, 
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JAMES   T.   FIELDS. 

[Bora,  1S90.| 


M»»  FiRLD*  is  ft  i]«tiTQ  of  Portsmoulh,  New 
Hampshire^  ^^^  ^i^^  l^^°($  rt'siiU'd  in  Boston*  H« 
bs  fmnner  in  ftw^^U-known  piiltlishin^  and  book- 
■elliBg  hoqfti  m  that  eit)^.  IIU  principal  po«iUA 
are  ^'  Commerce/*  read  bercrra  ihc  BiMion  Merctn- 
lile  Libmfj  Aatod^tion  on  iu  nuniverHirif  in  1S3$, 
when  he  wu  «»odat4xl  ts  poel  vrith  Euvj^mD  Et- 
ftarrTf  who  dicfivpred  on  the  occasion  one  of  bt* 
iDost  btillijuitortitionf ;  »H(J  "The  Post  of  Honour," 
re«t)  before  ihe  fiatnt?  codetj  in  ISIfl,  when  Div- 
ri.L  W  K  » NT K s  prcctft] ed  bun  bb  orator.  For  ae tetnl 
yean  be  hfta  been  sn  <>cca«ona!  contributor  to  tbft 
mAgv^nw,  iind  m  (pw  ot  hia  poem»,  iu  "  The  Pair 
Wind/'  •♦  Yankee  Shipa/*  and  **  Dirge  for  a  YouBg 
Girl/*  hare  been  copied  fmm  Ihcm  into  the  new*- 
papari  <xf  all  paria  of  the  Union.  The  general 
itjrb  of  hla  ■irioua  pieces  is  pore^  fwctU  thoughts 
fnU  *n^  harauNiioiu ;  and  though  cvidentlj  unla> 
K^nsd^tbey  are  characterized  bjf;  much  r«fineme<nt  of 
fewte  and  an  intuitive  perception  of  metrical  propria 
etiea.  Htl  Ijria  ano  clear*  strong,  and  bright,  in 
«ipr««iion,  and  daihing  in  movement,  and  have 
diat  ebarm  which  comett  from  t  "  polished  want  of 
polisth/*  iti  wbicb  aponUnoouA  seoiiibUity  u  aili*J 
with  inatinetive  taste.     The  **  Sleighing  3od^'^  hia 


a  ctear,  colJ^  mprr}-  aparkle,  aud  a  npldlt]r  of  nwt* 
lied  motion  (the  rerj  rcrae  veeming  to  ^a  un  run^ 
net*),  wbirh  bring  the  quick  jingle  ttf  bejk  at)d  tha 
iDoon  makinia:  diamonds  out  of  «now-11ak««^  TiTii% 
home  to  the  fancj.  Perhaps  his  most  character* 
istic  poem,  in  respect  tu  tubljcty  of  sentitiienr  and 
delleaey  ttf  illustnition,  lr  "  A  Bridal  Melody/* 
There  ia  a  mjglical  beaulj  in  it  which  dudw  a 
careieai  eye  ami  untuned  ear* 

Bedded  biaaorioui  poemft,  be  has  produced  aoma 
very  ori^nat  mirthful  pieces,  in  which  are  adroit 
touches  of  wit,  ieycitoa»  hil4  at  current  htVw^  atid 
instancaa  of  quaint  humour^  laughitjg  thfon^U  prim 
and  decoroua  linea,  which  evince  a  fcniua  fur  ttrt 
dt  tociitk. 

The  poems  Mr.  F]ili»3  hu  g^tT^en  wa  are  etidenl- 
Ij  the  carotena  producU  of  i  ainjjiilarly  aensjtive 
and  ferti]«)  mind^iiid^euttcms  rathfrr  llian  iritpo> 
nenta  of  ita  powera — furnitihing  evidence  of  a  ea* 
pacity  which  tt  is  In  be  boj^ed  the  cngai^emenU  of 
bufiinena  will  not  whoU^  alji«ur!k 

In  1B47  »nd  tlia  following  year  Mr.  Fia^na  «i- 
sited  Europe,  and  ioon  after  his  return  aeoUection 
of  tlia  poems  was  pubhahed  by  Tlcknor  and  Cotu- 
pany,  nf  Boalotu 


I 


ON  A  PAIR  OF  ANTLERS, 
buoooht  rnoM  oiRHiirr^ 


Gtrr,  from  (he  land  of  Bonj  and 
Can  I  forget  tlie  enchanted  day. 

When  fir«t  along  (he  gloriuUi  TUiine 
I  heard  the  bunti^mutfa  bugle  play, 

And  mark'd  the  early  star  lb  at  dwells 

Among  the  cliEi  of  Drachenfcla! 

Agftin  the  isles  of  beauty  rise ; 

Again  the  erutubling  tower  appeam, 
That  stands,  def^in^  Blofmy  ikii^ 

Wuh  memories  of  a  thousand  yeara ; 
And  dark  bid  foresU  wave  again. 
And  ahadowa  crowd  the  dudty  pUiik 

They  brought  the  gift,  that  I  might  \»ai 
The  muisic  of  the  roaring  pine — 

To  fill  again  my  charm r^d  ear 

With  echoes  of  the  Rodenstain — 

With  echoes  of  the  silver  liom, 

Acr^jfts  the  wailing  waters  borne. 

Trophiert  of  apnil  f  henceforth  your  plaos 
ts  in  Uiifl  quiet  home  of  mine ; 

Piirewell  Uie  busy,  bloody  chaaef 

^tul^■  cniblema  now  of  ♦*  anid  !ang  lyne*" 

When  Youth  and  Hope  went  band  in  b«Jld 

To  ro«m  the  dear  old  Geroian  land. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  TEMPEaT, 

We  were  crowded  b  the  cabin, 
Not  a  soul  would  dafe  to  sJeep — 

It  wa*  Tnidnlght  on  the  watert, 
And  a  storm  was  on  the  deep, 

Tis  a  fearful  thing  in  winter 
To  be  shattered  in  the  blajit. 

And  to  hear  the  rattling  trumpet 
Thunder,  "  Cut  away  the  roast  *** 

So  we  ihudder*d  there  in  silence— 
FiKr  the  stoutest  held  bin  breath. 

While  the  hungry  sea  was  roaring, 
And  the  breakers  talked  with  Death* 

As  thus  we  aat  in  dsrkn««i. 
Each  one  huay  in  hii  pray  era — 

*'  We  are  lort  J"  the  captain  ahoutedt 
As  he  atsgger'd  down  the  «t«ixa. 

But  hia  little  daughter  whispered, 

As  ahe  took  his  icy  band, 
**  la  n't  God  u|xtn  the  oeean. 

Just  ihe  same  aa  on  the  land  !** 

Tlien  we  kiae'd  Ihe  little  maiden. 
And  we  spoke  b  better  cheer. 

And  we  anehor'd  safe  in  harbor 
When  tha  mom  waa  ahlning  cle^r* 
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THE  OLD  YEAR 

TlTK  white  dawn  glimm«red  ftod  he  «tid  "  'tkday  1^ 
The  *ra*t  wu  n-ddcninganit  hciigtinJ  "FarewnJi'*— 
Tb«  her^d  Sun  came  fttrth  «nd  he  was  de^d. 

Life  wi»  ID  ill  bis  Toio*  but  ycnter-morn, 

And  rvildy  brallb  sfrc^tned  lAtighing  on  hii  Irpff^-- 

Now  be  ifl  dust  iisd  will  nol  bremllie  a^in  t 

Ohm  him  m  place  to  Uj  ha  T«gal  bead, 
Olv*  Mm  a  lorn b  beside  h»  broth e-nt  gone, 
01  ve  hitQ  a  lablel  for  bis  deetU  and  nam«. 

Heir  the  new  iroire  that  daiin^  the  vacant  throne, 
Takt  ihf  new  band  outstretcbed  to  meet  tby  klm^ — 
Bui  give  the  Pa«t— 'tk  all  tbou  canel — thf  t«««! 


Oa  ffwi/t  we  go.  o'^er  the  flwcj  «now, 
U'licn  moonbeama  npsTkfe  rfumd ; 

Wbrn  boofii  ke^p  lime  to  mu^c  ■  dilme. 
Aa  merrilj  on  we  bound. 

On  a  winterV  nigbt,  whei>  heail*  ane  UgKV 

And  health  m  on  the  wind, 
W*  kwM  the  rein  and  Hweep  lb«  J^lajn^ 
.     JM  iMte  oitr  carea  liebinJ. 

Wi^  I  hmh  unci  Bang«  we  gtlde  ildOf 

Afrivw  ibe  fleptmg  snow; 
With  fHcud«  besadis  how  nvtfih  we  rid« 

On  tba  beautiful  track  bebw  I 

Qhi  Ili9  flfitig  M^k  ha»  joy  for  m«p 
Wh#n  gate  and  tcnipe«t»  roar  ; 

But  gif  F  rue  ihe  fr[>eM  *jf  a  f^r,iitjiaff  RtMtl, 
And  ril  ask  for  the  waves  no  more. 


FAIR  WLNa 

Oa,  who  can  ten,  that  never  tall'd 

Arncihjj  the  gl^Asy  wa*, 
How  lfr*h  and  welcome  t>reaks  the  mom 

That  ij»hf^rs  in  »  hr«?pie  I 
"  Fair  ttind  S  fnir  wind  !'*  alow,  aloft. 

All  handd  delj^ht  to  cry, 
A&,  Waging  ihrouj^b  the  par  led  wavea, 

I'he  good  fbip  ma  ken  reply. 

Whik  fore  and  afl^  tH  sUundi  and  tight, 

JlShe  iprradi  her  canvsyu  wide^ 
Tlic  I'rtptam  walk*  hi*  resdm,  the  deck. 

With  mori?  than  monafch'p  pride; 
For  well  he  knowa  I  be  iea*bird*a  wings, 

ilti  tmift  and  tfure  ti>diiyt 
Wilt  waft  him  manj  a  leagiM  to-aight 

In  tnumpb  on  bti  way, 

'I'bpn  welcome  to  the  ru»bing  Uaat 

rhal  ittfii  the  watera  now — > 
Yc  fvhtU^'plumed  hcmtd*  of  the  deep, 

Mike  mu*ie  round  httr  powf 
Good  K-a-foom  in  the  roaring  gale, 

Let  iftorctij  trumpet*  blow ; 
B'U  chain  ten  thousand  fatbomi  down 

Tlie  alu^i^b  Calm  below  I 


DIRGE  FOR  A  YOUNG  GIBL. 

U^tDtft^EATH  tbe  aod,  Im*  lying. 

Dirk  and  drear, 
8Je«peth  one  who  left,  b  dying. 

Sorrow  here. 
Yea^  they^re  e^er  bendmg  oVher^ 

Byea  that  weep  ^ 
Fortn^,  I  bat  to  Ihi?  eold  gnine  bone  her^ 

Vigjltf  knfffh. 
W'hiFn  the  eummer  mooti  ii  iluxibg 

&oft  and  fairi 
FrieniU  Jihi>  IovihI  in  teari  tn  iwlnitig 

ChaplctM  there* 
Re#t  in  peace,  thou  gentle  iplriti 

l*hroned  above ; 
Sdula  llko  tljine  wiih  God  Inherll 

Lile  and  lovel 


L^siT  \VI>^HE8  OF  A  CHILD, 

*■  A».i,  thf"  h^lgpn  sm  in  bloonv 

And  tim  warm  weat  wind  u  blowing , 
t,H  rnr  Iritvi!  thii  itifl^  mom — 
Lei  meg^  whrre  flowera  are  growl Jif. 

"  Lfaik  t  my  rhfck  is  thin  and  p«!(?, 
A  nd  siy  pij W  ia  lery  low ; 
Kn  my  arght  U^j^iiia  to  fail. 
Take  nty  Inind  imd  lei  ua  go ; 

"  Wa*  not  that  tbe  mhin'a  w>ng^ 

Piptng  throosrh  the  caft«ment  wide  I 
r  abaJl  nnl  be  Itvtentng  long — 
Take  me  fo  »he  meailow^jde ! 

•*  Bear  me  to  the  willow-brook^ 

Let  me  hear  Ibe  mtrnj  mill — 
On  the  onfhanl  T  tnuat  look* 

Ere  my  lieattng  heart  i»  itilh 
*^  Faint  and  fainter  grows  my  breath — 

Bear  me  qitickfj  down  the  lane ; 
Mother  dear,  thi*  chill  (*  dei&ih^ 

I  ahaU  never  apeak  ajfain  V* 
Still  Ihe  hedi^ea  are  In  bloom, 

And  Uie  warm  west  wind  ia  Howiaf  ( 
Still  we  dl  in  «ilent  gloom — 

O'er  hergr^^e  the  gnu  la  gmwln;. 


I 
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A  ORIDAL  MELODY. 

Shk  atoodjilce  an  angeljuat  wander'd  fio^n  hi^arv^n, 
A  pll^im  b?nightf-d  away  from  the  Aw*. 

And  little  we  dremM  thdt  la  itikj^^U  v^  n-  givm 
Such  nisioni  of  beauty  aa  cauif  f/'n^  Un  vy^m^ 

She  look'd  up  and  smiled  on  the  many  gl#d  &«v% 
The  friend  II  of  livr  cbildhrjcMl,  who  uLt^  by  htrdtkt 

But  abe  abone  o'er  tlioui  all,  hka  »  qui^u  rvf  thtt 
Groeefi, 
When  bluahing  she  whis^ier^d  the  vow  of  a  bdde« 

We  Mang  an  old  cong,  «a  with  far^enda  we  crowned 

her, 
Alkd  each  left  a  km  on  Iter  ^lirate  brow ;     [her, 
And  we  pmyM  that  i  ble^^ing  might  ever  aunuuml 
And  the  future  of  life  be  ujKlouded  »*  r»ow» 
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J.  M.  LEGARE. 

[Born,  1&— .] 


Mm.  LiGimi  is  of  Cbarlcston,  South  Carolina, 
intJ  ift  of  the  family  of  Ibe  kte  emtnc^nt  adic^l&r 
aiiJ  ontnr  Huaif  8*  Lisaiik.  H«  publtshcd,  m 
Boftcn,  ill  184S,  "Oris  Uncljs.ind  ottier  Poetu?" 
in  Latm  and  Eag!kb,  und  he  ht^  iinee  contribu- 
ted to  the  litemij  nii«3ellaiii««  mitijr  caaipORtion« 


of  TanoQs  but  progrentte  «xcetl«nei'.  IVm  favottr- 
ite  tbi^mea  ar«  of  kive  aikd  nmlnn?,  and  hi»  iw^rtlingii 
are  often  perriwJed  by  a  religiogft  feeJi  ng,  1 1 U  tasrtc 
U  elegant,  and  ha  ton«  diivalroijtv  and  manly' 
H\a  vefse  ifi  occai^onally  abrupt  and  bartli^jiff- 
hapa  from  attempted  conJcnsatioiu 


THANATOKALLOa 

1 TVTVK  w«  bint  and  weq)  more  than  t«  manly ; 
T  think  «e  more  roi^ruiil  than  Christiana  abotild. 
Beeauie  thf  earth  we  dmg  to  LntrrpDaea 
And  bid**  the  lower  orbit  of  the  fliui, 
We  baiB  no  faith  to  know  ihe  cird*  perfect. 
And  Uiat  a  day  will  follow  ob  the  night : 
N»f ,  niore.  tbat  wben  the  aun  we  ace,  ia  aeiiiiig, 
He  Iff  but  riifin^  on  another  people. 
And  not  bU  face  byt  oura  veifd  in  dartneaf- 
W«  are  Itm  wrw  than  were  the  anctenl  heathen 
Who  lcraper*d  feasting  with  a  BTii»ly  moral 

With  bigher  hope,  w«*  ihrinlt  from  thougbtf  of 
d^n|r» 
And  dure  not  read,  whi!e  yet  of  death  unbidden, 
A*  gipfiie*  in  l\w  pnlm^  those  scams,  and  etrclea, 
Am]  tiroe-wrim  lineamcnU,  wbich  kings  in  ptitple 
Have  tTemb'ed  to  bt-bold,  but  holy  men^ 
luierpreiiMBC  ari^iht,  liki^  nuiftvrM  STipnt^, 
In  iinjiknesi  of  heart  have  BUtik  to  aleep ; 
Gi*tJ*B  dulcJren  weaiy  witb  an  eTening  rarabte* 
Untbijiking  cuJtom  from  oar  teiy  cradle 
Makes  iM  most  cowards  where  vte  should  be  boFd» 
Th*r  hfjuse  ii  clowd  and  huili'd  \  a  gloom  funereal 
Pervades  tht-  focnns  onee  cheerful  wiib  ibe  light ; 
8oU  and  ouEcrics  from  tUose  we  love  infect  ua 
With  j-tnange  diaqiiiet,  making  play  unaoujht 
Bf  fore  th^y  take  ua  on  Ibe  knee  Lind  tell  ua 
We  muflt  no  mon>  bo  joyfuU  fur  i  dread 
And  terrible  caUiuity  baa  ami »e none. 

And  then,  poor  inn*XM?ot»,  with  frighted  beans 
Wiibin  tbe  a«fful  chamber  are  wi'  led 
To  l*>k  on  death ;  ihc  hard,  impawive  fiice. 
Tbe  rormal  j^hroud,  which  tlie  tixS  fL»et  erei^ 
Into  the  senibbncfi  of  a  second  forehead, 
Bwathed  aikl  concealed ;  the  tumbler  whence  he 

drank 
Who  ne'er  aba^  dfink  a.Kain ;  the  varioui  adjuncU 
Of  a  nick  room  ;  the  u«el«-9fi  viab 
H  ilf  emptied  otify,  on  the  hearth  tbe  Ittnpk 
Cvcn  the  t!y  that  buiiea  rotjnd  and  aellji» 
t'pon  the  dead  man's  rooulli|  and  watkinf  tbonco 
Ittto  bj«  nofrtiiL,  *tB.rU  him  not  from  slumber. 
All  pofliona  of  the  dreary,  chanRieleaa  «vnc 
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fn  the  last  drama*  with  ttnwhofoaome  ndttncaa 
Succeeding  to  ihe  weepinga  and  complaints 
Of  HeaTen^a  own  juntieef  and  (oud  eri»  for  au^cour 
i'bat  £11  the  dying  ear  not  wholly  donf, 
Dietraet  the  flutterini?  apirjt,  and  inveat 
A  dealh^bed  with  a  boftvif  not  its  own. 
I  thought  of  these  things  sadly,  and  f  wonderM 
If  in  this  t^ianatopsia,  soul  ■»  d&y 
Took  part  and  norrow^d.     Wktle  I  thia  debated, 
I  knew  my  aoul  waa  loosing  fi'om  my  hold. 
And  tbat  the  ptive«  annmd^  aj^amiog  ^lapt 
Of  rooutnfvl  draperiea,  abut  out  the  day. 
Then  1  lott  iigbt  end  loeiDOry  fior  i  moment, 
Then  stood  erect  bettda  my  uaaal  tttot^^ 
And  saw  my  longwhile  tenement,  a  pAlUd 
And  hetplea*  symbol  of  my  fnrmcr  delf, 
Tlic  hands  laid  heavtty  nr^roM  the  braavt^ 
The  ey«tidtf  down,  the  mouth  with  5nal  courage 
That  nim'd  a  emtte  for  sake  of  her  who  watchM, 
But  lapsed  into  a  pang  and  ao  eongeaL'd, 
Half  ffweet,  half  auflering ;  Aria  to  Caecinna* 
Foor  ^n^  eted,  ere  while  the  spLrit'i  inaitet 
Not  le«  than  eerrant,  wilb  dentre  keen 
Alloying  love^  and  oft  witb  wants  and  achiugn 
Leading  the  mind  ostmy  from  nobleat  deed* 
To  well  ita  btithrtght  for  an  Ksii^'a  porltixn. 
t  «J1  fbrgave,  for  t  waa  all  IbrsiTeo. 
PhiMphor  had  broagbt  a  dqr  toolHo«d  for  twilight 
Or  miat  upon  it<  c«nfhi«»k     All  thie  old 
Bad  mysteriea  that  ra^  g^ganlie  ahadowa 
Betwixt  our  mortal  Uem  and  God's  throni. 
Had  fainted  in  its  aplendonr ;  pride  and  sin, 
Sorrow  and  pain,  and  every  mortal  ill, 
In  tbe  deserted  tenemect  remained, 
A  palace  outwardly^  a  ^nu^X  within* 
And  ao,  becauM  the  thought  it  sUU  a  palaet 
And  not  a  ^iriion  with  the  prisoner  fled, 
She  itood  before  the  gate^  acruatinii*di     We«ptl>g# 
Laid  her  motsi  ebeek  upon  ita  braaat,  and  cried, 
»*  My  lord !  my  life  V*  10  what  had  ceaaed  from  Hifing, 
And  could  no  more  command  with  word  or  eyc^ 
tt  moved  my  pity  •CFr«ly,  for  theae  fingers, 
fiow  IgckM  in  agoni^ng  prayer,  once  turned 
Gently  the  p«g«s  of  bis  lifi?  who  aluoiber'd  ; 
And  tlua  brave  mouth«  with  wordv  of  fitilh  and  cheer 
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ERASTUS  W.   ELLSWORTH. 


tl«n  lin.] 


EmAiYca  W.  ELLttwoMrn  wvi  bora  in  Eavt 
Windjor,  Conn^tictit,  in  November,  1S52.  Hi* 
Ulher  wiAst  tbtl  ttme  a  iDfrchant,  domg  busmcc« 
in  New  York,  in  wbieb  dtj  our  mutbor  pused  bii 
bo^bood  until  1^33*  wben  th«  fimiiy  retired  to  a 
fftriDi  in  bin  niCivu  town,  wbere  tbey  have  ever 
wmet  rwidftj^  He  was  grmduaied  %l  Ainherat  Col- 
te^e*  in  1@44,  and  «<k>ii  ailer  commencf^  Ihe  study 
of  tluo  law»  but  ft  prediEeftion  for  natural  pfatloao- 
|»bjr  induced  tb«  devotion  of  miicb  of  hia  time  to 
experitjienUJ  at udies, chiefly  relating  to  macblDefj 
aiid  niedianiuJ  inventions,  and  in  18-15  be  took: 
out  two  palrntfl;  one  for  a  d ratting  or  copying  in* 
■trument,  and  tbe  other  for  a  device  for  making  a 
lyphon  diacbarge  a  portion  of  iU  contents  hI  the 
higheac  pointt  or  curve,  thua  making  it  available 
for  rleviUng  water  or  otber  fluida.  Botb  tbeae  in- 
ventiona  are  now  in  practical  tbougb  not  eiten- 
aive  vim ;  and  Useir  reception  ted  bim  to  abandon 
bia  legal  fftudiea,  and  to  enU'^r  an  extensive  Jbun- 
dr]r  atiul  machine  abop, where  be  remained,  among 
toolaftod  machinery,  until  be  ac^iuired  a  competent 
knowledge  of  the  art  and  m^atery  of  making 
ateam-engines.  If  hU  profession  ta  nowdeiziandedf 
be  ralilA  himaelf  a  macbiniatt  but  be  haa  never 
ainee  the  completion  of  hia  novitiate  given  Ibe 
trade  mucb  atientioa 


Hia  firat  pobriabed  poam,  ai}tit)#d  *>Th«  Van 
kee/*  appearail  in  I84t,  and  be  baa  alnce  been  an 
occaiionaE  contribuUir  to  the  Utorary  journ  bIh.  Hia 
beat  and  longest  poemitUi^  UtiMl  ittryctnrfl  in  Eng> 
liah  veraa  from  the  auggeative  miteiiala  forniahrd 
by  the  daaatcftl  legend,  ia  "  Ariailne/*  originally 
printed  in  tbe  -  Internattonal  Magioinft"  ior  1853. 
It  reminda  ua,  m  aome  paaaagea*  of »'  Comua/'  but 
ita  peculiar  merita  an  a  jt^ieciint^ii  of  fiociiical  art 
are  decided  and  connplcuooft,  In  the  aprinj;  of 
1&55  be  published  hi*  ffrat  volume,  contaitiing  not 
a  complete  collection,  ni>r  jierhapM  the;  knt  aelee^ 
tion  that  might  have  been  o^^red  of  hia  fiiffiljve 
pietua,  but  aurb  aa  ej^bibittid  in  tbn  nio«t  Mtriking 
manner  tbe  variety  ol  bia  la^tea  and  UJenii,  The 
leading  poem  ia  entitled  **  The  Cbimra,^'  the  main 
idea  of  which  ta,  that  jioeu  denvi^  a  |iortti»(i  of 
their  ir^pj ration  from  each  otben"  aonigi,  and  for 
ita  illuutration  be  pay*  Mr*  Losrt? icjj.ow  a  dtTlic«te 
compliment  by  imiuting  tbe  melody  of  one  of  hia 
beautiful  production*.  Hia  •uereaa  led  to  a  ridi- 
culous but  olTrnjfively*atat«d  charge  of  plaglartain 
in  one  of  tbe  tnunthly  magazines. 

Of  Mr.  Ellh worth's  nhorler  poema  one  of  tbe 
moat  thengbtfiil  and  impreiiaive  ii.  '*•  What  ii  the 
Uao  ?"  It  might  be  abridged  without  injury,  but  it 
ia  a  performaneti  to  be  pondered  and  remembered* 


1 

I 

I 
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WHAT  IS  THE  USE! 

1  lAW  m  man,  by  aome  act^ounted  iriie, 

Tot  aome  Ihinga  aaid  and  done  before  their  eyea, 

Quite  overcaat^  and  in  a  reatleaa  muae. 

Pacing  a  patb  about. 

And  often  giving  out; 
*»  What  ia  the  uaeT" 

Then  I,  with  true  reapect :  What  meaneat  thoo 

By  thoac  strange  worfla.and  tbat  u mettled  bfowl 
Jlcalib,  wealth,  the  fair  eaieem  of  ample  viawa, 

To  tbe»e  tbtnga  thou  art  bom. 

Hut  be  aa  one  forlorn : 
**  What  ia  the  u*e  T* 


»  Tbe  hoodwinked  world  U  Jieektog  happineaa. 
*  Which  way  r  they  cry,  •  here  V    *  no  V  nbere  V 

*wbo  cMJi  gne«!' 
And  M  they  grope,  and  grope,  and  grope^  and  cruiae 
On,  on,  till  life  i»  loat. 
At  blind  tot  cr  a  with  a  ghoaL 
What  ta  tbe  uaeT 

*'t*ove  Arat,wLlh  mo»trthen  wealth,  diattnetion,  fama, 
Quicken  the  blood  and  spirit  on  the  game. 
Some  try  tbem  all,  and  all  alike  aecuas — 
*I  have  been  dl/  aaid  one, 

*  And  find  that  all  ia  JMOt** 
What  ia  the  tiae  I 


"I  have  aurveyed  the  aages  and  their  hooka,  ^In  wo  man 'a  love  we  aweelly  am  nndona; 

MAn«anil  the  natural  world  of  w<KHla  and  br<K>ka,  ;  Willing  to  attract,  but  bard«r  to  be  won. 
Seeking  that  perfect  good  that  t  would  chooae ,       Header  to  keep  i*  ahe  wbo«e  lore  we  chooaa. 

Dut  find  no  perfect  goitd,  I^t^ivea  are  tike  flowers  that  grow 

Settled  and  undentood^  In  aoil*  on  fire  beUjw, 

What  ia  tbe  uae  ?  What  la  the  ua«  ? 

*'  Life,  in  a  poiae,  hanga  trembling  on  the 
Even  in  a  breath  bounding  to  each  extreme 
Of  joy  and  aormw ;  therefore  I  nafuae 

Alt  beaten  waya  of  Umt 

And  only  anawer  tbia : 
What  ia  the  uae ! 


pray  for  weelth,  and  aaem  to  pray  aright ; 
I  They  heap  untU  tbaniMltea  are  out  of  aigbt; 
Yet  atand,  in  chantiec,  not  Qver  aboetp 
And  aak  of  their  olil  age 
Aa  an  old  ledgar  pag a^ 
What  i»th«  naaT..,* 
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.THOMAS  BUCHANAN   READ. 


tBsim 

Mm.  RiA©  wtm  bom  in  Cb<»Ur  county,  Petin- 
■jhauta,  on  tbe  IwdfUi  of  March,  )f^23.  Hli 
fmmUy  hiving  «ep«rtUd»  in  cv>i]BeqUfii]c«  of  ttic 
ilenth  oi  hiM  fdther,  b«  in  1839  trctit  lo  Cjncin* 
DAtif  whcr«  h«  was  employed  in  the  fltudio  of 
OtETftSGin  the  iculptor,  tnd  here  his  altenjion 
ir*»  firit  directed  to  painting,  which  he  cho«e  for 
hk  profi^on,  «id  eoon  pradiRed  with  stif^h  »kilJ 
p«  tv  »m«t  th«  fivourahle  notti^o  af  some  of  the 
mont  eminent  person i  of  the  city  moil  adiointog 
coontry,  ecverd  of  whomt  iocloding  the  \aU  Preai- 
deot  MARRisoN,*ttt  to  him  for  portmitu,  whkh  he 
CAiried  M  ftpectmenB  of  his  sbiiiti^a  to  New  Vork, 
when  he  settled  in  Ih&t  city  in  1^41,  while  ntUJ 
U]id«r  t«rirfily  yearv  of  ige.  After  a  few  months  he 
rtmovrd  to  Bocton^  where  he  remainnl  until  ll^fi, 
and  then  went  to  Philadetphia,  wherc^  he  prtcti«ed 
ht»  profr**ion,  occ«iionaHy  writing  for  the  period U 
cmlft,  ^nlil  L  t<5Q,  in  which  year  he  matle  hii  firvt  vioit 
to  Europ.  Afler  spending  u  few  months  in  Great 
Gritalnand  onthfl  continent,  he  returned^  in  1852^ 
pa»cd  the  following  winter  in  Cmdunati.and  in 
ihe  fumnier  of  lSfi3  wont  ftbroad  m  aocond  time, 
■ecompani^il  by  hi*  fatniJy^  and  fettled  in  Flo- 
rvnM»  where  he  ha«  «ince  resided,  in  &iendly  inter- 
eonrve  with  an  agreeable  lockty  of  artisti  tnd 
men  uf  haterv.  Here,  in  July^  1355^  hb  wifi^and 
dftUghter  died  suddenly  of  a  prevailing  epidcrnic. 
Mr.  Rkai/b  esrlieat  Itterarj^  i^erformance*  were 
a  «rir*  of  lyric*  published  in  the  '<  Boston  Courier*' 
in  1643  and  1844.  In  1B47  he  printed  in  0o«ton 
the  ft  hit  collection  of  hi»  ^^PoeraH^"  in  IStS,  in 
PhiUddphii,  **  Lay*  and  Ballada;''  tn  1S49,  in  Ihe 
same  city,  t'Tbe  Pil^ims  of  the  Great  8aint  Ber- 
nard," a  protie  romance,  in  the  mcci^tHive  num- 
ben  of  a  magaxine;  in  18&3an  illuvlrated  edition 
of  hi*  "  Poenii/'  compriaing*  with  aome  ne w  piecei, 
all  he  WTihed  to  preiierve  of  hia  other  volqmet; 
and  in  IH55  (he  longest  of  his  works,  ^  The  New 
Paataral/'  m  thirty -seven  hooka. 

Familiar  experiences  enable  him  to  In^eat  hi* 
d  wcriptio  n  i  with  a  peco  U  ar  fresh  ne«4.  H  ia  tocoI1*c* 
iiont  are  of  the  country,  it>d  o(  the  hahtia  of  the 
primitive  Pi^nnKylvania  farmera,  in  many  reapecta 
the  mo*t  piclurecqite  and  truly  pastoral  lo  be  fbund 
in  thit»r  acU«e  and  practical  time*.  A  schoul  of 
American  paittfiral  poetry  ii  yet  to  Im  established* 
The  fresh  and  luiuriant  liieauty  of  otiT  inland 
scenery  hat  been  *nng  iti  n*jMe  Terse  hy  llHtAMT 
and  VViiiTTiisn,  and  with  lenti  |iowpr  in  the  awtiiet 
and  pluiriliveitrainsof  CARi,ois  Wii^rox,  siid  the 
atriltsog  producLiona  of  Htk^et  and  Ip^llao&eie; 
I  l)ut  tbe  life  of  an  Amencan  farmer  ban  not  yet 
I  reri*i\<*d  a  juU  xJei^ee  of  attention  from  onr  poets. 
Mr.  Ul;^nhiai  made  it  the  subject  of  a  work  in  svrry 
way  creditable  |o  hia  talents  and  taste*     H«  had 


already  tmicbed  on  this  gronnd  very  ^ticceaaful  ly 
in  hia  "Stranger  on  the  8dl/'  «Tbe  Uewrled 
Hoad/'  and  other  illustrations  of  ct»untTy  tifc*«  the 
graphic  and  healthful  sentiment  of  which  wan  ge> 
nenily  rerogniied*  In  the  **New  Pa*toral*'  h« 
has  still  further  and  more  happily  displayed 
hia  capacities  fbr  this  kind  of  writing,  lu  pnnci< 
pftl  theatjo  ii  a  neiRhborbood  tn  one  of  the  mott 
beautiful  regions  of  Pennsjlrania,  heaide  the  3 us- 
que ha  nn  a,    •'I  havo  scenf"  he  laya; 

"  In  Ua^i  lew  (b».  1**m  Mr,  but  fkr  num  kiioTa» 
The  itft«iiit  wblrh  flow  tlu^TiL'h  bif tcirj. . , .    m-uA  yet 
Soi  Itbfnt*,  ll^t  BiCCiixrJ  rruiruril.  anatwJIajt  tbrougb 
tlt«  bilU,  uoi  Uhaubs,  ixutnvd  tritli  tftmaixr* 
BIj  dull  ttrnvas  »«snintf  nn  Uanap/lan  ftiMi*i| 
Hfit  rapid  POf  bis  o|Bqu#  astv^rt  pviidmr 
Atbvirt  tb«  fOrvct  ftaltf^sit,  Smlipaiil 
ISn^Urnl  cfT  l^urn|*AnlaBdBi  a«lRida«i 
Wbidlnir  Ub'^ertaib  tbni^fk  In^aestaul  ViaaM^ 
Aiv  half  RD  &b  ui  iJir  IcwS  ttrMQ,  wbMd  l»«jt 
t»  iemmcd  with  many  Wt^  tatA  wboa*  |iro«4  nasia 
8baU  j»t  bwome  mmont  tji#  luwaa  dl  H*<ra, 
A  njbcjti^ia  Hv  tHSOty.* 

The  poem  conniita  of  a  senea  ol"  ak«tch««  of 
niatic  and  domestic  life,  mo«%  of  prtniitiir«  sim- 
plicity, and  ao  truthful  ai  to  l>e  not  leaa  valnatile 
as  history  than  attractive  aa  poetry, 

Mth  IU: a  t>'»  distinguishing  characteristic  isa^kN^ 
]ic4ite  and  varied  play  of  fancy.  His  more  ambt* 
tioua  productions  display  its  higher  exercise,  rather 
than  that  of  a  distinct  and  creative  imagination; 
he  is  a  lark,  dickering  aloll  in  the  pure  air  of  aong, 
not  an  eagle,  courting  iia  stormi  and  undaixted  by 
ita  meridian  fplendour.  And,  to  extend  the  com- 
parison, his  muse  most  deltgbia  in  common  and 
humble  iubjects.  The  flowers  that  vpring  by  the 
dusty  wayKide.the  ctwwrful  murmur  of  the  mead- 
ow brook,  the  village  tavern,  and  ruiilic  mill,  and 
alt  quiet  and  tender  inipulfles  and  affections,  ar* 
his  favourite  sotircea  of  inspiration.  He  exc4Tbi  in 
homely  description,  marked  frequently  by  quaint* 
ness  of  epithet  and  qiiiet  and  natural  pathiw^ 

His  verae,  though  aometitnea  irregular,  U  al« 
ways  musical.  Indeed,  in  the  eaay  0ow  of  hia 
atantaa  and  in  ihp  mrlody  of  tbaif  eadeneix,  he 
■re mi  to  follow  tome  chime  of  aeund  within  hia 
brain.  This  ii  the  |jrr«adinir  eipreuiiin  of  hia 
poems^  many  of  which  might  more  properly  be 
called  aooga.  Though  be  has  written  in  t)is  dra- 
matic form  with  freedom  and  unaffected  feehnft, 
and  extremely  well  indidariic  inddesrriptive  blank 
terse,  bis  provir^ce  is  evidently  the  lyncaL 

Like  m  0^  of  ourpiiets  J  n  hti  ear  her  poems  Mr 
Re  A  I*  wrote  frooi  the  inspiration  of  foreign  song 
and  story,  and  be  pepmt  but  lately  to  have  per 
cvived  that  the  moft  ippropriate  field  it.tr  the  exer 
daa  of  his  powers  b  to  be  found  at  home. 

£«1 


Tet  theav  trrangB  not  long  thall  Ungtr— 

The  l^nf ichlid  pile  muA  fkU ; 
For,  behoUl  I  the  fiPtjr  fitiqer 

FUmei  dciDg  the  ^t«d  w«||  * 

ir, 
L«l  the  bltndcJ  hi^ne  ^  round 
Tyj  ihv  y fallow  dftv  IjP  grounJ ; 
Atid  nif  wfAty  a  mm  be  fiyld^ 
mi  llic  111  It  H  lu  brick  U;  moulded — 
Till  Ibe  heavy  wall*  be  rWn 
And  the  fine  I*  »n  b)i  prison.. 
CintiUil,  und  cbanh,  «nd  juil, 
Like  our  kt!n  At  T»*t  shull  fnil ; 
Ever^  eJiipe  of  earth  shjiH  luile ; 
But  If^e  hf^aventy  lemijk%  made 
For  the  vurely  Tried  und  pureg 
MlLh  ttf  Builder  ahitlJ  enJujv ! 


THE  STRANGER  ON  THE  8ILU 

BtTWtRTt  broad  fields  of  whent  ind  cora 
b  the  lomly  bouw  wbvrc  I  wa*  Uttn ; 
The  pei|ch-tri*e  kflii*  apainat  ihe  w»U, 
And  the  woodbine  wiinderfl  o^er  mil ; 
Thrtt*  in  the  fth«deJ  doortcay  «Mil, 
But  a  iftraiiger^s  rot>t  haa  croat^d  the  iilL 

Tliere  ii  the  ban]— nndi  aa  of  yore, 
1  can  &mdl  the  hay  froai  the  open  door. 
And  are  the  biiiy  nvatlow'a  throng. 
And  hear  the  fi*e wee's  ruodnifut  mn^i 
But  the  ritmii^er  coiiiea— oh  I  painful  praof-^ 
Hit  Aheavea  are  ptkd  to  the  lleated  rooJl 

There  m  th*j  firehiird — the  Tery  tiwea 

W  here  my  child  bond  knew  Long  boiira  of  mm. 
And  ttraicli'd  the  »hadnvry  momenti  run 
Till  my  lite  tinbibed  tiiore  dhade  Ihan  autt; 
I'he  >wiii|r  from  tljo  bouj^h  at  ill  aweo|iB  I  he  air* 
But  the  fttrang>?T'«  children  are  awinging  lb«r«. 
Tlipfv  bybMta  the  ahutiy  apniig  tie  low, 
H  lEb  ila  bulnjHb  hiaok  when?  ibe  b  axel  a  grow ; 
*'rwcu  llicrt'  I  round  the  calamua^r^iOt, 
And  watch VI  the  iiiiimuiv!t  poise  and  iboo^ 
And  hi-rtfi)  ilui  Mbiu  lav(?  hii*  wmg, 
But  iht'  HtfariL|;er*4  bucket  »  al  the  ipring. 

Oh,  IP  who  daily  crow  Ihe  sill, 
Htrp  ii;(hlly,  for*!  love  it  mill ; 
Arid  w  lie  1 1  yoir  crow  J  the  oM  barn  ea.vca, 
Tbrii  Uiiuk  y^i^hnl  couulleiM  harveaL  shcafei 
ll.ivf  |>ii4A'iJ  withitj  that  Haunted  door 
1'fi  i*1)4tlJ*-ii  etM  that  ore  no  luofe ! 
Denl  linj'y  with  ihesp  orrhrtrd  treep  i 
Ami  when  your  cbililrfu  rrowj  their  kiieea^ 
Tlirif  nwt'i  h'Bi  fruil  they  «tia!l  impart, 
A*  U  II td  tjii'uiorit'a  stirr'd  their  hpriftr 
Tu  youtliful  npirt  i*tiU  kavr  ibe  *%inflf» 
And  ill  J  writ  rev  err  lie*  ht'ld  the  spnnij. 

The  iMrn,  Um-  rre»^)i,  the  hr\>iik,  thf  bird% 
The  mi  ailiw*  with  tin*ir  lawim;  ht'id*^ 
7%J  wmtdtHtiP  tm  Ihe  coKiigr  wall — 
My  lu  L*rl  Mlill  linger*  with  ihem  alL 
Yi-  *tr,tfi^vf*  on  ii>y  nutive  tilt, 
8lfij^  UaUtiy,  for  I  love  it  atilU 


A  SONG. 

Baiwa  me  the  Juijee  of  th<i  bonry  lruit» 
The  lar^  trAtialae»ul,  ambet-buiid, 

RoiB  grapea  of  aouthem  (ales,  to  atiit 
Tlie  luKury  Ibat  611a  my  mood. 

And  [tnug  me  oidy  auch  an  girw 

Where  rar^'Ji^t  tij^iidiTnA  Uind  th«  bowery, 

And  only  ji^  by  rain  and  dew 

Wlikb  irst  had  btthed  a  bank  of  flowem 

Tltay  iftutfl  have  bunf  on  apicy  treoa 

In  air*  ot  £tr,  eneitantt^  viiie% 
And  «|J  nigbt  heard  the  eoitiaM 

Of  nobltMhroited  tiighlLnfijMf 

80  that  the  virtues  wliii^h  liebiif 
To  flowera  may  therein  taiteil  be. 

And  that  whkb  bath  been  tbriU'd  with  aociB 
May  gt?e  a  thrill  of  Mmj^  to  mt% 

For  I  w<^u!d  wake  that  atring  liir  tbi^ 

Which  halh  too  lon^;  in  silence  buii^t 
And  aweeter  than  all  pine  BbouliJ  h« 
Ttie  MMig  wlikb  ID  thy  prabt  ia  auog. 


I 


THB  DESERTED  ttOhV. 

A'trttnr  rt«dt  lb»t  wimlVt  de*f<flrd 

Ttitougb  the  letwl  ijf  the  vale, 
Sweeping  toward  the  crowded  market 

Like  a  «trearti  wltlioul  a  nail ; 

Standing  by  thee,  1  IcK^k  lairkward, 

Aridt  ft!  in  the  ligfat  of  dreama. 
Bee  the  ytmrt  deiaeriid  and  vmiab 

liike  thy  wbitely'^tnitlrd  te«Eiui. 

Here  1  atroll  akmi^  the  villain 
Aa  in  3o\]tb'i  departed  mom  J 

But  I  miiw  the  crowded  coadiea^ 
And  the  driTcr's  bugle-bom — 

Mj«#  the  crowd  of  joviftl  teamatan 
Filling  bticketa  at  the  wellfl^ 

With  their  waint  from  Coneatogat 
A  nd  their  orcheatraa  of  beJTa, 

To  the  jnoaay  wByiide  tftirem 

Cornea  the  noisy  throng  no  mora ; 

And  the  fadad  vign,  cnrnplaining^ 
Swingii  unnoticed  at  the  door; 

WhiV  the  uTJ,  decrepit  tot1mao» 

Wailing  for  the  few  who  psia^ 
Reaih  Ibe  melftucholy  alory 

In  the  thickiy-apriuging  araaa* 
Aneient  hijfhway.  thou  urt  TiuMjuiati'd  J 

Tha  uiutjier  of  the  »»le 
HiJtf  in  fiery,  iron  rattle, 

Etultationa  on  tlie  gtls. 
Tbj^iu  iiH  Yan<)uiidi*d  ami  ne^Jeeled  ; 

But  the  gofid  which  Ihou  haat  done, 
Thouah  by  man  it  be  f  vrgntlen^ 

£^hal|  be  deatbleM  a«  the  aun. 
TbrtUgh  ^i•^^lected,  gray,  «tjd  graHy, 

8I1II  1  pruY  lb  at  my  tlee-Iine 
M^iy  be  through  ai  irernoJ  vaileya 

And  aa  blest  a  calm  m  thino* 
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MY  HEHiriTAGE. 

WrTii[?c  m  wood,  oae  stitnmtr*u  dajr, 

And  in  «  boUow;  ancient  trunk, 
I  mhui  tne  horn  the  w<3dd  ftwij, 

To  live  u  liT«t  A  hermit  monk^ 

M;  ctlt  urn  a  gliosttj  Ejcamore» 

The  rooU  and  limliM  were  dead  witbugtf; 
Deciy  had  cured  tb«  goLbic  dflor 

Wbicrb  looked  into  my  bermiUgi* 

My  libmry  was  large  and  full, 

Where,  ever  aa  a  hcrtnit  plodo^ 
I  read  until  my  eyet  are  dull 

Wilb  leaf* ;  for  all  tbose  t*imea  were  God'i* 

The  Tine  that  at  nay  doarwaj  iwung 

Had  verweo  writ  on  erery  leaf, 
The  very  longji  the  bright  beea  sang 

In  honey-fl^pJting  TtiiU  brief— 

Not  brief— though  «ftch  atayed  never  lang'^ 

So  rapidly  they  came  end  went 
No  jHHima  waa  le^  in  all  tbejr  iong. 

For  while  Uiey  borrowed  atiil  they  lent. 

AU  day  the  woodland  minstrela  eang — ' 
SmaU  feet  were  in  the  leave*  wtir'— 

And  oHen  o'er  my  doorway  rang 
The  Up  of  a  btue^wingod  ristter. 

A6r  Ihc  itAtely  river  awayed, 
A»d  poured  itaelf  in  giant  »wella. 

While  here  the  brooklet  danced  and  played^ 
And  g«ylj  nmg  iu  liquid  belh. 

The  apringi  gave  mo  their  rryntal  flood, 
And  my  contentment  made  it  wine^ 

And  oft  1  found  what  kingly  food 
Grew  on  the  world-forgotten  vine 

The  roo«»  or  weed,  or  running  flower, 
Too  bumhle  in  their  hope  to  dimb. 

Had  iu  tlicmsfilves  the  lovely  power 
To  mukc  me  happier  fur  Ibo  Ume, 

And  whf^n  the  stany  night  came  by, 
And  *tortpin^  looked  into  my  cell» 

Then  all  between  the  earth  and  aky 
Wiii  rircled  in  a  holier  ipelL 

A  height  and  d«ptli,  and  breadth  ■tibUma 
U'ervpread  the  acene,  and  reached  tb«  atan, 

Until  t:tf  rnity  and  Time 

Beomixt  drowning  their  dividing  b«r*. 

And  voice*  which  the  day  ne'er  bea», 
And  vijiione  which  the  tan  ne*er  teta^ 

From  earth  and  from  the  UiBtant  apberea* 
Came  on  the  ojoonbght  and  the  breeui* 

Thus  day  and  night  my  spirit  grew 

In  I  JVC  with  that  which  round  mo  ahone, 

Cntil  my  cwtm  he  art  fully  knew 
The  joy  it  i«  to  be  alone. 

The  time  went  by— till  on  a  fair  dawn 

I  niiM'  agoiiut  the  eaiiem  llr«a 
A  Twonary  rity  drawn, 

M'iih  duirky  htxcm  of  dome*  «imI  fpLra** 


Tbe  wind  in  a  ad  and  fitful  apelia 
Blew  o'er  it  from  the  ff*tea  of  monif 

Till  I  eotild  denrly  hear  the  belU 
That  rnng  above  a  world  forlorn. 

And  well  I  listened  to  their  toi-?*^ 

And  deeply  |Kinde red  what  they  Raid — 

Till  I  aroftc— -there  was  no  choi« — 
I  went  whUe  yet  the  «f«at  wta  rwl* 

My  wakened  heftrt  for  uttorttice  yi*med*— 
The  damoroQS  wind  bad  broke  the  «pel^ 

t  heede  muet  tench  what  I  had  learned 
Within  my  aim  pie  woodland  celU 


PASSING  THE  TCEBERGa 

A  FEA&LEse^  abapc  of  brave  device^ 

Our  vessel  drive*  through  ml»l  and  rain. 

Between  the  fioating  floeu  of  ico — 
The  navies  of  the  nortfaem  main. 

These  arctic  venturew^  blindly  burled 
7*bi?  proofs  of  Nature**  olden  foree^— 

I/ike  fragments  of  a  cryatal  world 
liOng  shattered  from  ita  ikiey  coutbi), 

Theae  are  tbe  buccaneora  that  fright 
The  middle  sea  with  dream  of  wrucka, 

And  frecKe  tbe  aoiitb  w in d«i  in  their  Sights 
And  chain  the  GiUf-*trc«m  to  iJieir  decks. 

At  every  dragon  prow  and  helm 

There  iitanda  Home  Viking  aa  of  f^n  i 

Grim  beroei  from  Ibe  boreal  realm 
Where  Odin  rulea  the  ipertrtl  ahore^ 

And  ofl  beneath  the  itin  or  moon 

Their  swift  and  eager  fakbiona  glow— 

Whiiet  like  a  t^torm- vexed  wind,  tbe  rune 
Cornea  cha^g  through  soma  beard  of  mow* 

And  when  the  fer  north  flaabo*  up 
With  firee  of  ming^Ied  red  and  gold, 

They  know  that  many  a  blazing  cup 
la  brimming  to  tbe  ab«eni  hold. 

Up  itgna)  there,  and  let  ua  hail 
Yon  looming  phantom  ai  we  paaa! 

Note  all  her  CiMhion,  hull*  and  aail, 
Within  tbe  compaaa  of  your  glaM* 

See  at  her  matt  the  iteadfavt  glow 
Of  that  one  tlar  of  Odin*i  throne ; 

Up  with  <iur  Qagg  and  1ft  ua  ahow 
The  ConAlellation  on  our  own* 

And  apeak  her  well ;  f^ir  ahe  mifibt  aay, 
If  from  her  heart  the  wordi  could  thaw, 

Great  newa  from  «ome  far  fmcexi  [my, 
Or  the  rvmoieat  Kaquimaux* 

Might  felt  of  rbt&aneli  yet  untotdi 

That  aweep  tbe  pilv  Irom  eea  to  «*«{ 
Of  landa  which  God  decigni  to  bold 

A  mighty  people  yet  to  be ; — 
Of  wande»  which  alone  prev«i1 

Where  day  and  darknvM  duuly  meet  s  -* 
Of  all  which  tpreada  the  arrtie  lail ; 

Of  Fm^irELiN  4nd  hie  vcnturuue  iUet  i 
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GiOBGi  HiirmT  BoKim  wai  bom  in  Philadel- 
pbia  in  1838,  and  wa*  gndaate<]  bachelor  of  arti 
at  NaaMQ  Hall,  Princeton,  when  nineteen  yean 
of  af^e.  After  travelling  aome  time  in  Eniope,  and 
making  himaelf  familiar  with  contemporaneona  lit- 
eratnm  among  their  creaton,  he  aettled  in  hia  na- 
tiTe  dty,  to  devote  a  life  of  opulent  leiaare  to  the 
CDltivation  of  lettera  and  to  the  enjoyment  of  the 
liberal  arta  and  of  wcie^. 

Hia  fint  appearance  aa  an  author  waa  in  a  amall 
▼olome  pnUiahed  in  1847,  ander  the  title  of «« The 
LeHon  of  Life,  and  other  Poema."  In  thia  were 
indicationa  of  a  manly  temper  and  a  cultivated 
taate,  but  it  had  the  cuatomary  feulta  of  youthful 
eompoationa  in  occaaional  feebleneaa  of  epithet,  in- 
diatinctneai,  difluaeneaa,  and  a  certain  kind  of  ro- 
mantidsm  that  betnya  a  want  of  experience  of  the 
world.  Ita  reception  however  by  judicioua  critica, 
who  aaw  amid  ita  faulte  the  aigna  of  a  fine  under- 
aCanding,  juatifi^  new  eflbrte;  and  turning  hia 
attention  to  the  drama,  he  produced  in  the  fbllow- 
ing  year*<  Calaynoiy  a  Tragedy,"  which  gave  him 
la^  increaae  of  reputotion  in  the  beat  i^udienea 
of  thia  country.  The  ptot  of  thia  play  illnatratM 
the  hatred  of  the  Moora  by  the  Caatiliana.  Ci^ 
LAYiroa,  a  nobleman  of  a  anceie  and  geoeroiw 
nature,  whoae  youth  haa  been  pawed  in  the  lAudy 
of  philosophy  and  in  acta  of  kindneaa,  and  whoae 
Saracen  taint  of  blood  is  concealed  from  bis  wife, 
Donna  Alva,  until  made  known  in  the  progress  of 
the  history,  proposes  to  leave  his  retirement  for  a 
journey  to  Heville.  There  is  a  superstition  among 
the  neighbouring  peasants  that  a  viait  to  Seville  is 
dangerous  to  the  race  of  Calathos,  and  Olivxb, 
hi«  secretary,  whose  practical  sagacity  alone  is  ne- 
cessary- to  the  })crfcction  of  the  master's  character, 
has  also  a  presentiment  of  evil  on  this  occasion, 
and  eruleavours  to  dissuade  him  from  his  purpose ; 
U(K)n  which  Calatxob  discloses  that  the  principal 
o(>ject  of  hii«  journey  is  to  see  an  early  friend,  Don 
Luis,  who  has  become  involved  in  difficultiea  and 
whose  estates  will  be  sacrificed  unless  he  receives 
by  a  certain  day  considerable  assistance  in  money. 
Arriving  in  Seville  with  Oliveb,  Calathos  dis- 
charges the  obligations  of  Don  Luis,  who  so  wins 
U(K>n  his  aifection  that  he  persuades  him  to  become 
his  guest  The  jHirty  in  the  next  act  are  at  the 
csKtle  of  Calatxos,  where  Don  Luis  diacovera 
that  (.'alat5(os  is  of  Moorish  origin,  and  having 
fallen  in  love  with  the  wife  of  his  benefactor,  in  a 
secret  interview  he  informs  her  of  her  disgrace. 
It  i<4  ditficult  to  appreciate  the  intensity  of  the  pre- 
judice which  made  this  revelation  so  important; 
and  It  IS  nn  objection  to  the  play  for  acting  pur- 
{tosex,  that  out  of  h^pain  and  Portugal  few  audi- 
tnres  could  sympathize  with  it,  though  the  histori- 
cal student  will  perceive  that  Mr.  Bokkb  haa  not 


at  all  ,6xagg«rated  it  Donna  Aua,  •tiuggling 
between  loira  and  pcida,  caUa  iqion  bar  husband, 
fainta,  and  ta  bonia  from  the  aoena  in  the  anna  of 
Don  Luia ;  and  the  aet  cloaaa  with  CaLATaoa'a 
diacoveiy  of  hia  friend*a  ingntitode  and  hia  wife's 
perfidy.  In  the  month  which  paawa  befora  the 
<^)ening  of  the  laat  net,  CAJLAiHoa  Km  beeoma 
old  through  griell  Hia  aaciataiy,  ntorned  from 
a  punuit  of  the  fugitive^  infenna  him  that  Donna 
Alda  had  fled  from  the  laridenoe  of  tier  aedoear; 
■be  ia  diaooveied,  aaeking  dielter  from  a  i 
der  the  walls  of  the'cMtie,  bnmi^  in,  ] 
and  diea,  referring  to  a  written  aipoauia  of  the  iril* 
lany  of  Don  Lvia.  Calatvos,  eoovinoed  of  her 
innocence,  hastana  to  Sevilla,  and  abys  the  da- 
atroyer  of  hie  happinem  in  the  midit  of  hie  da- 
banchcriea.  Thia  ample  ^ktj  ia  managed  witli 
much  akiU,  and  aa  as  to  pradnes  a  cnmulativa  in- 
terest to  Ito  doss.  Hie  diaiaslsrabJbsfldes- those 
alieady  rsfeffied  to^  ars  soma  half  doasn  gentlemsa 
to  make  ade  ywches  and  cam  abont  the  detaib 
of  the  plot  They  am  disliiMtiy  diawn,  in  mosi 
casss  with  fhieiy  contrasted  idioijncnciss  (fhoagk 
the  hero  and  heroine  confuiae  somewhat  too  madi 
in  the  sams  stj[le),and  disj  an  aD  azesUent^  sa^ 
tained.  The  action  is  Ism  dnmatie  than  the  dia- 
logne,  which  in  some  parts  evinces  great  power, 
and,  more  frequently,  thoae  happy  tuma  of  exprea- 
aion  which  diadoae  a  chief  element  of  the  dramatic 
feculty. 

**  Calaynoa"  waa  first  enacted  at  the  Saddlers' 
Wella  Theatre  in  London,  in  May,  1849,  with  very 
decided  succeaa,  and  ita  merita,  both  aa  a  play 
and  aa  a  poem,  were  generally  recogniaed  by  the 
English  critica. 

The  next  production  of  Mr.  Bokxb  vraa  "  Anne 
Boleyn,  a  Tragedy,"  which  in  many  respecte  aur- 
passes  **  Calaynoa,'*  evincing  more  aldll  in  the  uaa 
of  language,  more  force  in  the  display  of  paaaon, 
and  a  finer  vein  of  poetical  feeling,  with  the  aame 
admirable  contraato  of  character,  and  unity  and  di- 
rectneas  of  conduct. 

Mr.  BoKEB  haa  been  an  occasional  writer  lor 
the  periodical  miacellaniea,  and  in  **  The  Song  of 
the  Earth"  and  in  «  The  Spirit  of  Poetry,"  which 
are  quoted  in  the  following  pagea,  he  haa  dis- 
played a  richneas  of  invention,  a  Copiousneoi  of 
illustration,  and  a  vigour  and  finiih  of  style,  that 
amply  vindicate  his  right  to  be  daased  among  the 
email  number  of  our  writera  of  veraea  who  are  po> 
eta.  Tlie  attraction  of  theae  piecea,  like  that  ot 
his  more  ambitioua  perfbrmancea,  conaiato  more  in 
their  general  caat  than  in  the  strength  or  grace  ol 
particular  ideaa,  or  a  fit  degance  of  phrase.  It  is 
a  fault  indeed,  less  conspicuous  in  his  minor  poems 
than  in  hia  tragediea,  that  modelling  himself  after 
aome  of  the  older  maaten  of  Engliah  verse,  them 
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a  J  ehUdnfi^fl  l)ii«J  tbtPOghU  mrm  fbll  of  lh«e: 
Thou  ^ft  fliUL'd  tbe  loTtn^  vptril  Ln  ibeir  hcarUt 
koil  o&  Iheir  lii«  h*at  pbc«!  the  Belfiflh  finger — 
rbpy  dai«  not  know  ^ach  other.     Ail  llial  1%, 
Ul  that  God  ble^'d  my  tfeuminK  bo*om  with, 
B  pneed  lud  bartor'd  ^  aj»  tbe  Teiy  wartli 
3f  mm  himself  U  wcigb'd  with  sen^elew  gold — 
rh«re^w«  I  btte  thee,  brighl^bmw'd  vraiideTer! 
Baiighl«r  of  the  iober  t*¥ilig;ht» 
Lu«tn>iiB  pUnet,  et-er  hanging 
lb  the  DCK^ttled  muts  IbaC  welcome 
Cominf  mommf*  or  at  PTeniiif 
Pe^piitg  ibfiDugb  Ibe  mrldy  bimii^is 
Of  the  eloQdft  tbAl  wav«  a  pirting. 
From  their  high  aeHal  fiumniits, 
To  tb«  blazing  god  of  dav^ — 
^  is  for  thee  [  raise  my  pnan, 
Stt»dj-*>«»^"g  Veiiu^  r  fciiidker* 
la  tbe  ittibUM^  hearta  of  niortaJa^ 
Of  ^  tole  nirviv^rng  po««ion 
That  eiJtJikti  ■  Joit  oxi^tenre 
With  the  dull  and  rutblesi  pTftwn!- 
Fsf  aikwn  the  brighten  mg  futuffp 
Propbeieaa,  I  ««  the*  jrlannng— 
S<*«  thee  still  amid  the  iwiUgbt 
Of  the  a  gee  rolling  oniraidf 
Pmmifing  to  heart-«ieb  mortsla 
Triumpb  <f(  thy  gractoiu  binplom ; 
M'ben  the  hand  of  power  shall  weaken. 
And  the  wronger  rigbl  the  wron^t'df 
A  nd  the  pure,  primeval  Eden 
Shall  igain  o'ercpreftd  with  Uomoom 
Sunny  bill  and  shady  valley. 
Ti*  to  tlicw  my  piny  moontain* 
W»ve  aloft  thi^ir  rustling  br^nchet^ 
'Ti*  to  tbee  my  opening  floweret* 
Send  on  high  ibfir  luscious  odonrt, 
T  ia  to  thee  my  leaping  fount*ins 
Prattle  throygh  the  if  misty  breathings 
And  the  baas  of  solemn  ocean 
Chimes  accordant  in  ihe  choriw. 
Every  fireside  is  thy  altar, 
Streaming  up  it*  holy  ine^nae ; 
Every  mated  pair  ol  mort^ta, 
Hsppily  link'd,  are  pricrt  4nd  priesteaa, 
Pouring  to  thee  full  Libations 
From  their  orerbri  in  ruing  wpiritt 
Claflb  the  loud-re«auntling  cymbal*| 
Light  the  roaj  torch  of  II v men ; 
BanJH  of  wbite-riibed  youth*  and  maidem 
Whirl  aloft  the  TOlivc  myrtle! 
Hai»e  the  choral  bymn  I0  Venus— 
Young-eyed  Venus,  ever  youlhiul, 
Ever  on  true  heart*  bestowing 
Plcmmrea  new  that  ne^er  pall  I 
Bri^hteAt  link  'tween  man  uwl  Hetvcn, 
&5ul  of  tirtoe,  life  of  goodoesa, 
Cheering  tight  in  pain  and  sorrow^ 
Po]e-«tir  to  the  struggling  voyager 
WrrckM  on  life**  relentless  bUlowa, 
Fair  reward  of  trampled  tftinthood, 
Beaming  ftotn  the  throne  Eternal 
Lonely  hope  to  sinful  mmikinj-* 
Still  among  the  nuRts  of  morning. 
Still  among  the  douda  of  CTeninf, 


While  die  yeaiv  dri'PB  evm  onward, 
Han^  thy  crescent  lamp  of  prtiinitfe, 
Venua,  blanng  ^ar  of  Eo*e ! 

0  Mars,  wide  heaven  b  tbuddering  *neath  the  strld* 
Of  thj  mail'd  foot,  moat  lerribte  of  planets  t 

1  lee  thee  struggliitg  with  thy  brsien  femt 
To  lo«>k  a  glory  from  amid  tlie  crust 

Of  guilty  blood  that  dims  thy  haughty  fuce ; 
The  euTBo  of  crime  im  on  thte. — Look,  behold  I 

See  where  thy  ftended  toUrloa  tnnrch ; 
Hark  to  tho  broien  blare  of  the  bugle, 
Hark  to  th«  ratUing  clntter  of  tb«  drvma, 
The  measured  tread  of  the  steel-<lnd  Ibolmeit  I 
Hark  to  ttie  labouring  boreeii*  breath , 
Painfully  tuggiJlg  the  harneesM  cannon ; 
Tlie  shTiU^  sharp  clank  of  the  warriors*  ewottia, 
As  their  chargers  bound  when  Ibe  trumpets  aotuid 
T'hoir  alarums  through  tho  erhoing  mountain*! 
8e«  the  flashing  of  pennons  nnd  acarfs. 
Shaming  the  gorgeon*  blsi^n  of  e'teningp 
BiiiDg  and  fulling  mid  snowy  plumes 
That  dance  like  foam  on  the  crented  billowt! 
Bright  is  the  gUller  of  bumi*h*d  stevl, 
Stimng  the  clamour  of  martial  munc^ 
The  clank  of  ami*  has  a  witchery 
That  wake*  the  blottj  in  a  youthful  bosom  J 
And  who  could  tell  from  ihia  plea*ant  shoW| 
That  Oaunta  in  the  sun  like  a  May-day  feaUT, 
For  what  horrid  ritee  are  th«  aUken  Bagi^ 
For  what  horrid  uae  are  tin?  gleaming  nfaf«% 
What  change  ahall  mari  when  the  battlet  Jofat* 
Tbii  matshall'd  pageant  of  sliallow  glory  ! 
For  then  the  gilded  flaga  abaJl  he  renl, 
The  aabre*  rust  with  the  bli^od  of  fotrtnent 
And  the  courteous  knighl  «hall  h4jwl  lite  «  WoUJ 
When  he  scent*  the  gory  steam  of  battle. 

The  orphan's  curae  iit  on  thee,  and  the  lean 
Of  widow'd  matrons  pje^d  a  fearful  caUHe* 
Each  thing  my  bo«<im  bear*,  that  thou  hsAt  touched, 
t*  loud  agaimit  thee.     Flowera  and  trampled  fftasii 
And  the  long  line  of  waste  and  barren  fields, 
Erewhile  oVrflowing  with  a  eea  of  swoeta, 
Look  up  all  helple«  to  the  pitying  heaTeu«» 
Showing  thy  bloody  footprinU  in  their  wound*, 
And  shrieking  through  their  gaunt  and  lea  Seas  tr^eiv 
That  stand  with  imprecating  arms  outepre **l^ 
They  fiercely  curse  thee  with  their  dosolalion ; 
Each  chcerleae  liearthatonc  in  the  home  of  man, 
Where  Ruin  grinsi  and  ruba  his  bony  p«tm«i. 
Demand*  its  toil  poWBor.     Thog  h**t  hurl'd 
Man*s  placid  rcMOa  Anfi  it*  rightful  thronii, 
And  in  it*  place  Tfaf4  m^ge  force*  lo  clip 
Debate  and  doubt  with  murder     Therefore^  Mai% 
1  sicken  in  rhj  angry  glance,  and  loathe 
The  dull  red  gUtt*f  of  thy  bloody  spaar  t 

I  know  thy  look^  majoattc  Jupiter  ? 
I  see  thee  moving  mid  Ibe  stan  of  heaven. 
Girt  with  thy  train  of  mintslering  flstctliteai 
Proud  planet,  I  confc**  thy  influence  : 
My  heart  grows  big  with  gaiing  in  thy  face; 
Unwonted  power  porrade*  my  eager  frame  i 
My  bulk  ajpiring  towers  above  itself 
And  reftlMa  patiti  to  rush  on  acU  aublimo, 
Alifhi^  fba  wondering  itan  might  atand  agl■^^ 
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A  BALLAD  OF  SIR  JOHN  FRANKLIN. 

O,  ^^EtTOsm  Mil  jQ\i,  Sir  Jotr»  FRAXiLOt? 

Ciivd  «  whder  in  BkfTinV  fiay. 
To  kuow  if  betwe«n  Lbe  lv]il  uid  the  polo 

I  mnj  find  «  bro«d  Ka^wiy. 

I  cbvge  JQU  back.  Sir  JoiESi  FnASKtUf i 

A*  yoo  woald  liT«  and  thrive; 
For  between  th«  bnd  and  the  frozen  pole 

No  man  tntf  aail  aliv«. 

But  tightlj  liughed  tfae  stout  filr  Josv, 

And  «poke  nnio  bj«  njen : 
H«l/  Eitgliiid  tt  wr^ng,  if  he  Ia  right ; 

Bear  off  lo  westward  Iheii, 

Or  wbHbdr  Mti  jon,  hm^e  £nf  lUhmftn  ? 

Ori«d  the  I  little  Ecqaimaux* 
Between  yam  land  and  tlie  pdai  «t«r 

Mj  goodly  veaKb  go. 
Come  ilewn^  if  joa  would  journey  Iherei 

The  httle  Indian  laid; 
And  change  your  dgth  for  fur  dothingi 

Y*>ur  iTMiel  for  a  iJed. 

But  Ughtly  laughed  the  itout  Sir  JoitM^ 
And  th«  rrew  laughed  with  him  tcH>j — 

A  natJor  to  {change  from  ahip  to  aled, 
I  ween,  were  eomething  new ! 

AIL  rb rough  the  tang,  !ong  polar  day, 

The  TeMfIa  westward  *ped ; 
Aod  wherever  the  muI  of  Sir  Sonn  wi#  blowt^ 

The  ke  ga^e  way  and  i^td* 

Gave  way  with  uiany  a  hoi  tow  groan. 

And  with  many  a  surly  roar, 
But  it  nmrojured  and  threatened  on  eteiy  ridei 

And  do«ed  where  be  **iJed  beiibre» 

Ho  !  *er  ye  not,  my  merry  men, 

The  broad  and  open  ««a  I 
Bethink  ye  whit  the  whaler  faid, 
Tbmk  of  the  httlo  Indian '■  ated  ! 

Ttie  crew  l&ugbed  out  in  glee. 

Sir  Ji>njf,  Sir  Joaif,  'lU  bitter  cold. 

The  scud  dnvei  on  the  hreeie, 
Tlie  ice  came«  looming  from  the  notlh, 

The  *ery  iunbesma  freeze* 

Bright  *ummer  goet,  dark  winter  oom«i-^ 

We  canniH  rule  the  year ; 
But  long  e'er  jtummer's  lun  goea  down, 

On  yoiidpT  sea  we  'It  steer - 
The  ilHpping  icobergs  dipped  and  nMe, 

And  rttjandered  down  (he  gale; 
The  ship  were  iUid,  the  yard*  werti  manned. 

And  fujted  the  uselen  aaiL 

The  summer  ^e  gone,  the  winter  *i  come^ 

Wl'  «sliI  not  on  ymider  *ea  ; 
Why  ami  we  not,  Sir  JltU^  FlUKEU>  ! 

A  Mtcnt  man  was  he* 


The  aujjimer  go<*,  the  winter 
U  c  cantiot  rule  the  year : 

I  ween,  we  cannot  rule  the  ways, 
Sir  JoH$t,  whereiin  we*d  iteer. 


The  cruel  ire  came  Hoattnf  na^ 
And  elffl»ed  beneath  tlie  lee. 
Till  the  thickeuitig  wal«<ni  da#hed  no  more; 
^T  was  ice  around,  lishind,  hvlbr*** 
.     My  Go!>!  iJxepe  is  no  mcm I 

What  think  you  of  th«  whaler  now  f 

What  of  the  EwjulrasuJi  1 
A  lied  were  better  than  a  ship. 

To  cruise  through  icv  and  snoiTi, 

Down  «ank  the  baleful  ertmeon  «un^ 

The  northern  light  cmnie  uut. 
And  glared  ujwjv  the  ice-bound  sbip«i 

And  ^ook  tt«  upeah!  a^iouU 

The  «now  ea^ne  down,  t.wtm  hr«m)iiig  Htorm, 

And  on  the  decks  Wjis  kidx 
Till  the  weary  sailor,  flick  at  heart, 
Batik  down  [neh\dv  his  njiade* 

Bit  John,  the  nighi  bi  btack  *nd  long, 

The  hissing  wind  is  bleak, 
The  hird,  green  ice  is  atrong  am  death ! — 

I  prithee,  Captain,  ipcak ! 

The  night  is  nriiher  bright  nor  short. 

The  singiog  breeze  im  mtd, 
The  ice  b  not  hi  stmng  a«  hope — 

The  heart  of  man  in  bold  t 

Wliat  hope  ean  Hcale  this  iry  wail* 

High  oVr  the  msin  flagHrtafTI 
Above  the  rldgcv  the  wolf  ind  b#ar 
l#ook  down  wjlh  a  pstiedl,  eerttl«d' »Ur«, 

Louk  dov^n  on  m#  and  laugh « 

Tha  »u miner  went,  the  winter  came— 

We  could  not  rule  the  year ; 
But  Rtimmer  wilt  mett  tl^e  ice  a  gain  ^ 
And  ojien  a  path  to  the  snnny  main, 

VV  hem>n  our  ship*  ah  all  iteen 

The  winter  went,  the  summer  went, 

The  winter  came  sround: 
But  the  hard  green  icie  naii  fltrong  ta  death, 
And  the  toic«  of  hope  sank  to  a  breath, 

Yet  ceugbt  at  every  umnd* 

Hsrkf  hranJ  ye  not  ihe  noine  of  gunal 

And  there,  and  there,  again  ? 
T  is  some  uneasy  iceberg*s  row, 

Aa  he  turn*  in  the  frozen  iftaia^ 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  the  EfH{uiuiaux 

A  Croat  the  ice-fieldi  uteaj ; 
Gop  gi»e  them  grace  for  their  chanty! 

Ye  pray  liir  the  flilly  aeaL 

BLr  Jonx,  where  are  the  I^rigUth  lleUla, 
And  where  are  U)«  English  treess, 

And  wher«  are  the  Utile  Engtiah  dowera 
That  open  in  the  breefe  1 

Be  still,  be  it  ill,  my  brave  tadarfl! 

You  ihslt  pee  tJie  fields  again^ 
And  flmell  the  scent  of  the  opening  do  wank 

The  graj»  *nd  the  waving  grain* 

Oh !  when  (thall  I  »m  my  orphan  child  ! 

My  Mary  waits  for  me* 
Oh !  when  shslll  see  my  old  mother. 

And  pray  at  her  trembling  kneel 
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To  tell  xc  scuie  Uke  chene 
or  her  laa^id  goldcji  eaM, 

Of  hex  tnipfi  J  all  bictor^  I 

How  she  frown*  upon  ihe  free, 

How  Bh«  og:lea  tjrADQj;  ' 

How  wjtb  despotfl  ahe  eo(jiiet«; 

How  «ho  flwevs  ami  Uien  fbrgcts  ^ 

How  ahe  p]B^«  at  &f;t  aitd  tocwd 

With  ri^ht  anJ  groM  ihuM  ; 

How  she  fmwQs  opoa  b«r  Ami; 

And  loweri  upon  her  fritudi; 

Gfowirig  weaker,  day  by  day, 

In  her  mcfcn  and  crix»ked  wty, 

Piling  WQC4  upon  ber  woo, 

As  tcitlering  sh*  f  om 
Down  the  path  where  f«I«ho<jd  enjiJ^ 
lelbinka  \  nee  (he  awful  brow 

Of  CroiDWeLl  wrinkle  at  ih^  tale  forlorn, 
te«  the  hot  fliwhcfl  on  hi«  forehead  glow. 

Hen  hb  low  growl  of  Bcom  ! 
•  Ibis  iha  return  thee«  souls  bcKjueathed  to  j<i% 

That  with  all  iU  many  faaly, 

Ita  baaiy  atrjde*  and  taitly  halt*, 
To  ihe  iToth  was  ever  true  1 

Oh !  ehnnie  not  the  noble  dead, 

Who  through  aiorm  ami  alaogbte?  led, 

With  toil  md  mm  tnd  pain, 

WiBtung  gtofy,  gnin  by  gram. 

Till  no  bnd  that  hie  lory  knowa 
ATitb  aae b  unuttetttbti  iplendo;  glowa  I 

Awake !  the  iipirit  yflt  aarTJftt* 

To  bflfllo  fate  aoti  conquer  he$  I 
If  not  among  your  lordn  U  H^k^ 
Yo\n  thitrieri?d  goiremora,  if  they 
Have  not  the  |iowct  to  lead,  away, 

AfCBj  wilh  Lordi^  f  and  give  the  ti^U 
Whom  nature  gjvca  the  right  to  «way, 
Who  love  their  country  with  a  fire 
Tfmt,  for  her  UflrknrsJi  bums  the  higher — 

Give  these  the  rule  !  Abiue  your  ken, 
Look  downward  Lo  your  heart  for  lbo*Q 
In  whom  your  andeul  li^^e  Nood  Hows, 

And  let  their  mule  aspire ! 
Somewhere,  I  trtiel  in  UoJ,  remaiii, 
I'nt^Ainted  by  th<?  gulden  *tain. 

Men  wortJiy  of  an  Engliih  aire; 
Bold  men  who  djire,  in  wrofig's  deBjMtu, 
Speak  truth,  and  strike  a  blow  ^r  righl; 
Men  who  havp  ^\€t  Iml  their  tmat, 
Ps' cither  in  rank  nor  gold, 
Nor  aagbi  that'a  bouj^ht  ftnd  cold. 
But  in  hjgh  aima,  and  God  the  juat! 
^eek  through  thu  land, 
Un  every  hand, 
ReiLT  up  tho  atrongr  the  feeble  bp; 
Laugh  at  the  ptar  and  rivk  fur. 

The  hlawmod  shield  and  garier«d  kl3«e  — 
The  gewgawa  of  man't  infancy; 

And  if  Ihe  ae«rch  be  vahi^ 
GtiTtt  it  not  o'er  loo  suddenly  — 
I  «wear  the  anul  Htill  bvea  in  th«el^ 
Dawn  10  the  lowest  atoina  drop, 
Down  to  Ihe  very  dreg*,  and  ilir 
IhLy         JTie  i'evple  to  the  top! 


LIDA, 

LiD^,  lady  of  the  land, 

Calletl  by  men  **  the  hliiiseyod  woi|d<?r," 
Halh  a  lily  forehead  fatirwl 

By  locl^  the  aun tight  gtitteta  under* 
Slie  hath  alt  that  >  icatterwl  rounds 

Thrr>ugh  a  raee  of  winning  creatyrtt, 
All — except  Ihe  beauty  found 

By  JoiutifT  (toiti/ON  in  my  fuAtarec* 

Ln>A,  lady  of  the  land. 

Hath  full  many  goodly  liouaM; 
Fields  and  parka,  on  evpry  hand. 

Where  your  foot  lb**  rrH^burk  roiiaei  t 
She  hath  orcharda,  garden-plota* 

Valleys  deep  jmd  niounlaina  awflUiof* 
All  —  eieeptyon  nest  of  rota, 

Joux^nr  Gorpon'si  hnEithlo  dwdlitif . 

LrPA,  lady  of  the  land^ 

Hath  treasurea,  more  than  she  rememhera, 
Heapq  of  duj;ty  gemi  that  stand 

Like  living  coals  among  thit  efnb«f»i 
Bho  hath  gold  wboae  touch  would  bring 

A  tordfihip  to  a  lowly  |Miawint ; 
Ail  —  eitcept  Ibia  tittle  ring, 

Jooxs  t  Gomios'ft  btuabb  present* 

Lli>A,  lady  of  the  land, 

Htth  a  crowd  of  gallant  «aitai»i 
Bquirea  who  fly  at  her  eommtnd, 

Kntghla  her  B!ightv*i  motion  mtoni 
She  hath  bartjnn  kneeling  uinte. 

To  btmt  the  fortune  of  thetr  proflefv ; 
All  ^eicept  the  honest  unit 

JoHK^r  GoitDOS  humbly  o04»f** 

Lii>^,  lady  of  the  land* 

Keep  your  wondruua  cbarcna  untroubled, 
May  your  wide  domain  expand. 

May  your  gecna  and  gold  b«  di>uhlad  \ 
Keep  your  lords  on  bended  kne«  I 

Take  all  earth,  and  leave  us  tondy» 
All — eioept  you  lake  from  mc 

Hnmble  JoairtrT  Qosjliok  only ! 


SONJfBT. 

Not  when  the  buxom  form  whkh  nature  weaii 
la  pregnant  with  tho  luity  warmth  of  spring; 

PfoT  when  hot  summer,  sunk  with  what  alu» 
beara, 
Ltea  panting  in  ha  flowery  ol&tiaf ; 

Nor  yet  when  dusty  Autumn  aadly  lani 

In  tattered  garb,  ibfough  which  tba  ahrawd 
winds  sing. 

To  hear  her  treaaurca  to  tb*  gTi|iiag  snares 
Hard  Winlef  set  for  the  poor  baitkrupt  thing 

Not  oven  when  winter*  heir  of  all  th«  year. 
Deals,  like  a  miaer,  round  his  nigganl  boanl 
The  brifiiming  plenty  o{  his  ln*cioufl  boa^ ; 

No,  not  in  nature,  change  ahe  howaoeVr, 
Can  1  find  pcdert  type  or  worthy  \mtr 
Of  Ihe  fair  maid  iu  whom  mj  heart  ia  stored* 


»^  ■*■ 
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[lent  ISH^] 


Tun  Author  or«*MfitBter  KAftt'i  Sketch  Book*^ 

iPif  born  in  PhUadelphU  on  ttve  fiflecalh  ^f  An* 
gust,  ieS4.  He  i«  Je4<^Q{Jedr  acwnimg  to  thu 
*•  Gen»'ologit*4l  Reguter/'  from  Ujb  same  (ouaily 
w  the  EoglJah  mnliquvry,  Joti^r  L£tAif]>,  who 
liretl  in  the  time  ot  the  eighth  HRvm?,  and  hit 
6nt  America  A  ftnceutor  wa*  Hk\by  Lklaki>,  who 
died  in  Sher^ume,  MiiMchutrtti,  in  158D,  Ho 
wm  fr«4usted  at  Princeton  CoTJef©,  in  1846,  tnd 
•ocm  mfter  went  to  Europe,  and  ntudiedflometime  at 
the  unirerviLiea  of  HeidcJberg,  Mtinicb,  and  P^e, 
djetoting  6|iecial  aUetttion  to  modem  Ianguagv«, 
KAthctica,  history,  and  phiJoaopbyt  under  Gk&^i- 
srcr3»  Taj7.]i^cii»  S^^HLOSas^  and  other  teachera^ 
Mr*  Lelaud  in  1S45  became  a  contrtbutoi:  to 
the  "  Knidterbockor'*  magnzine,  in  ^hich  he  baa 
f^in^e  published  a  great  nnmber  of  artidefl;  ^nd  he 
hat  vrritten  much  for  othiif  pcriodicats,  chiefly  on 
•ubjecrU  of  fdteiffn  literature  and  art  Hh  "  Sketdi 
Book  of  Mfl  Meiatcr  Kasl/*  fimt  gircn  to  the 
ptiblic  through  the  pagea  of  the  **  Knickerbocker  " 
ia«n  eitraordmary  production,  full  of  natural  aen- 
ttcaeat,  frrt«  amiabLe  humor,  inctdonts  of  foreign 
lrav«|,  deacription,  rooraliwng,  original  poetry,  odd 
eiiricl««  and  ctinoua  learning,  all  rombined  ao  as  to 
dkplay  efkctivtlj  the  author's  information,  tiva- 
dty,  and  Inilependeneef  and  to  illu&tnite  the  1  tic  of 
a  #tudent  at  the  moat  catholic  temper  and  amhi- 
tioo,  VfiiQ  tlnukM  it  worth  hi»  whiJ«  occa^ionallj  to 
indulge  in  itudjes  from  nature  a^  well  m  from 
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THELEME,' 

1 1T  AT  one  night  on  a  palaee  atep, 

Wfapipeil  up  in  a  xnanlle  thin; 
And  [  ^anttsl  with  a  amile  on  the  world  without. 

With  a  growl  at  my  woflJ  withinj 
Till  t  heard  the  merry  vyRxs  ring 

Of  a  lordly  com  pan  ie. 
And  Biraight  to  mjaelf  I  began  to  sing 

"h  m  there  that  I  ought  lo  be." 

And  long  f  gajced  through  a  lattice  raiaed 

Whii:h  jtmtled  from  the  old  gray  wall. 
And  my  glance  went  in,  with  the  evening  breete^ 

And  ran  o'er  the  re^^cllera  all;  [ mirth « 

And   I  (iiiid,  ''If  th€j  SAW  me,  't  would  coed  their 

Far  more  than  thia  wild  hreeie  free, 
Bui  a  merrier  parly  wa«  ne'er  on  earth, 

And  Eimortg  them  I  fain  would  be/' 

any  »->n  k*,  [(tT*  pu  k*Ttf  %c  ^mnd  ab  thlmf  adef  inj  oira 
&EU7  Th#p  pct^t)  plaAik^l  OjiKot^iTii  tmrf  well,  who 
1iR-f^np'>n  offennl  bim  nt]  ttaA  tjoosiry  uf  Tbektad.*' — UAt 


booki,  and  cnjoya  a  hit  of  action  quite  as  well  ii 

one  of  speculation. 

Hia  ^^  Poetry  and  mystery  of  Dfeama  **  10  th« 
only  work  iii  English  in  which  are  collert*d  tha 
diaplayit  of  feeling  and  opinion  that  the  inganioua 
and  learned  in  various  ages  have  made  respecting 
the  activity  of  the  mind  durmg  sleep.  In  iu  pfw- 
paration  ho  carefully  examined  the  writinga  of 
AtttiiiiDoiitT*,  AsTAASifiiTcuira,  Ntcst'iionus 
of  Conitantinople,  and  Acumitt,  the  Arabian,  aa 
well  as  the  authors  of  modern  Europe  who  have 
treated  iy«tcmatic»lly  or  incidentally  t>f  oneirology 
or  Um  related  mental  phenomena^  Hialait  book, 
**  Picture?  of  Travel/'  tramdated  from  the  German 
of  HE?f«Y  Kbikb,  U  an  admirable  rerMfering  of 
that  great  wil'a  •*  ReiaebildeT,**  in  which  the  upiril 
of  the  original  bi  given  with  a  poirA  and  elegance 
rarely  equalled  m  English  >erbiona  of  Herman  i^te- 
try^  while  the  whole  i^  singularly  liter al  and  eiact. 

Mr,  Ls.LAVV*9  poems  are  for  the  moiit  part  in  • 
peculiar  view  of  satirical  humor.  He  hwi  art  in- 
vincible  dislike  of  the  aicXty  eitraraganees  of  small 
iMsntimentahats,  and  the  absurd  amuniptUTns  of 
small  philanthropists.  He  is  not  alt^^getlier  le- 
ered uloui  of  pragreaa,  hul  does  not  look  for  it  from 
that  boastful  indapcndence,  charainoriiing  th«*  new 
generation,  which  reject*  the  authority  and  dcrtdra 
the  wl#dflm  of  the  past.  He  is  of  t}mt  healthy  in- 
tellectual constitution  which  promise*  in  every  d*^ 
portment  the  best  frtiiti  to  his  uidustry> 


And  oh!  hut  they  all  were  beautiful. 

Fairer  than  ^ury*dreams, 
And  their  worda  were  ^  weet  as  the  wind  harp*«  lone 

When  it  rings  o*er  lummer  itreame ; 
And  they  pledged  each  other  with  noble  mien, 

"Trtie  heart  with  my  life  to  thee!'* 
"  ALaekP  quoth  I,  ''but  my  aoul  b  dry, 

And  among  tham  I  hm  would  be  I** 
And  the  gentlemen  were  noble  coul«, 

Good  feUowe  both  sain  and  sound, 
I  had  not  deemed  that  a  band  like  tbb 

Could  oter  the  world  be  found  ; 
And  they  wpoke  of  brat^e  and  beautlfbi  thuifs. 

Of  all  tliat  was  dear  to  me; 
.ind  I  thought,  **  Perhaps  they  would  like  ma  wrll 

If  among  them  I  om^  might  be  [*' 
Add  lovely  were  the  ladiei  too, 

Who  sat  in  the  lighi-litigbt  hall, 
And  one  there  was,  nh,  dream  of  hjbl 

The  lo\eiJe*t  'mid  them  all  j 
She  tat  111  one  by  an  empty  ehatr. 

The  qu«*en  of  the  feast  was  she. 
And  f  taid  to  myflclC.  **  By  that  lady  fur 

I  oartainly  dught  f»  be.'' 


II 


•  » 


BAYARD   TAYLOR. 

tBofii,lBa3>l 


BataIld  Tatio*  vfmt  horn  wa  ilie  eJ^flftnth  of 

Juauary,  IS 25,  at  Kenii«t  Square,  near  th©  Brno- 
djwin«,  in  PennR^lf  ftnio,  and  in  thil  rani  and  ctas- 
ncaf  region  he  ]i^«l  tintjl  hU  departure  for  Europe 
in  tlnj  Rutnmer  of  1 844,  HaTing  ^a»cd  two  ysan 
in  Grrat  Britabf  Sn^itierknd,  G«rainiiy,  lUly^iind 
Franco,  be  return  nI  to  the  United  State  a,  anil  aftef 
pfuhli^hing  an  account  of  hi*  trawla,  und^r  thft  title 
of  "  Vkw*  B-Foot,"  he  wttled  in  New  York.,  wbera 
eitcpt  while  ibeeiit  on  hU  travelfl  he  haa  «ince 
bern  oceupied  a«  one  of  the  edilaj«  of  »  Tho  Th- 
b«ne,"  in  which  jnurna)  the  greater  part  of  bii 
iteeni  prodactious  bare  been  first  printed. 

'1' hough  not  egotifltiea^  *here  t»  scarcely  an  ao- 
tbor  more  eamlj  detected  in  hid  worLs*  And  this 
11  not  ^nm  any  of  tho«e  tricki^  of  siy  le  in  which 
«}«»  oon«i«ihi  the  mdiridtiaJity  of  si>  many  ;  bi^t 
hm  mt/oem,  (nnk^  and  enthodastie  »pirtt,  grateful 
nhilfl  %g^3iruig,  oklm  while  fttmgglingj  and  bumble 
while  Rttainifig :  &nd  hia  life,  which  movea  in  order 
in  the  crowd  and  jar  of  society,  in  the  lotitude  where 
Nature  i»  seen  with  rcTcrenee,  "Up  height*  d" 
rough  iwent,''  and  over  etreame  and  chasmap  by 
iha[]«ly  waja  constTucted  by  Iiis  will  and  knowl- 
ediic*  Wc  do  not  remember  any  book  of  tr^^oli 
in  wht(^  an  author  appeur*  altogether  to  amiahlo 
and  intereMin^  ua  he  in  hi***  Views  a*FooL"  Ho 
always  lingen*  in  the  bactground,  or  steps  forwanl 
iiiOil™tly  but  to  solicit  more  rarneelly  our  aJniira- 
tjon  for  what  hax  kindU'd  hia  own :  but  undedgn- 
edh  p  Of  Eigiiiii&t  his  dusti^n  even,  he  continually 
en;^rO'^ae«  our  interest,  a^  if  he  were  the  hero  of  a 
novi  1 ;  iuid  as  we  paiis  from  scene  to  scene  with 
him*  we  tbiuk  of  the  truth  and  poetry  of  each  only 
lo  sympathire  in  his  eurpii«e,  and  joy,  and  wonder^. 
ttiTLKD  Tailor's  Hrat  move  in  titerature  waa 
a  amttll  volume  of  fioems,  of  which  the  longest,  and 
the  longest  he  has  yet  publi^Iicd,  wat  upon  an  in^ 
eiijcnt  in  Spanish  history.  This  was  wntten  when 
be  wat  about  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  my  ac- 
quujntancewith  him  commedeCfl  when  he  arrivod 
in  the  fity  wilh  his  manuscripls.  We  read  **Xi- 
rncna''  t^i^flher  \  and,  while  negotiationj*  were  in 
pMgresfi  for  iu  publication,  cjiffcussed  the  vubject 
f?f  Antcricjiniffin  in  k-ltera.  I  urged  upon  bis  con* 
■iderauon  the  tht.-me!!  I  thought  beat  Qda]Jted  to 
the  di-velopincnt  and  illuMratiuti  of  his  gvniun, 

Ht're  was  a  3routig  author,  bom  and  nuitured  in 
one  of  the  most  characU?rbtic  and  beautiful  of  our 
rural  di.-^trn  u^  m  removed  from  the  aModadona 
that  nhdtu  the  national  ^elii^  and  manner,  and 
altibHthur  iif  a  growth  so  indi^fcnoua,  that  he  was 
orif  of  the  fittest  tyfNis  of  our  people,  selecting  the 
niRti-nats  for  biji  tir«t  production  ham  nceiiee  and 
aclinri*  which  are  mon?  pirtore*que,  more  r^>man- 
tic,  or  in  any  wny  nii>re  Huihible  for  ihe  puri>o«e# 
*>f  ert,  nnly  iin  ibey  hare  bven  made  *o  Lty  art,  and 


trt  »en  through  the  media  of  ait,  b  pteference  I* 
tho  fresh  valleys  and  mountaina  and  foreKt^,  and 
lake«  und  rirer?  and  cataracts,  and  high  rtraolve, 
and  hold  advent  arc,  and  braTc  endurance,  which 
have  more  disiinclly  marked,  and  varietl,  and  en- 
nobled our  hintory  than  id)  other  hiatoriffH,  tn  iivcnU 
crowding  w  fa^  upon  eaeh  other,  that  ont  annals 
seem  but  t  rebeaml  of  all  that  had  hern  before, 
with  years  for  centnri(ifi — di^ed  by  the  Dnttara^ 
tion  erf  Independence,  which  is  our  gospel — beyond 
which  the  colonics  are  ancient  nations,  and  thii 
side  of  which  our  states  have  «wept,  with  ateain- 
boa  in,  arvd  railroads,  and  iciegniphi,  the  whole 
breadth  of  Time;  and  ere  the  atartled  empires  an* 
aware,  are  standing  before  them  all^  lieekoning 
them  to  the  laat  and  best  oondition,  which  U  the 
fulfilment  of  &rthesl^reDching  propheey,  Tn  «ueb 
n  choice,  he  had  not  only  to  enter  into  a  competi- 
tion with  the  greatcad  gemuiea  of  the  oountHe« 
and  age*  he  invadeii^  but,  w<ttt$  tbtn  Ihiif,  to  be  m 
pAFSAte  of  tbetr  inapiratian,  or  to  animate  <>Id  forma, 
diieipltned  to  a  mere  roubnc,  with  the  new  hfc  to 
which  be  waa  hom^-iiBCTi£dng  altogether  hi«  na* 
tive  atrength,  or  attempting  ita  eihibilion  in  ft^tem, 
Oeniun  crentcai,  but  not  like  the  Dinne  energy, 
fi^ozn  nothing.  Gentua  createa  from  knowied^te; 
and  the  fulhie<«  of  knowledge  nece«iary  to  it*  uwm 
can  be  aia|uired,  not  torn  any  aecond-band  glimpses 
thmtlgh  bonks,  or  picture^  m  discourse,  but  fitiai 
eiperienc^  in  the  midirt  of  its  subject*,  the  n^ira> 
tion  of  their  atmosphere,  d  daily  contact  witli  their 
fbnna,  and  a  coufttanl  sympathy  with  their  nature, 
Thia  pervading  intolligence  givea  no  transient  tone 
to  the  feelingfi,  but  enters  Into  the  essence  of  char^ 
aeter,  and  becomes  a  part  of  Uh.  He  who  would 
aet  aside  the  tpirit  of  b J  s  age  and  country,  to  Uke 
Upon  biniaelf  another  being,  munt  approach  hie 
task  with  eictraordinaiy  powera  and  an  Lndomita« 
ble  will,  or  he  will  fail  utterly.  It  Im  undoubtedly 
true  that^  to  be  American,  it  ia  not  neediut  in  all 
caeesto  select  subjecU  which  are  so  geognphkatly  ; 
hut  tdia  adu]Liair>n  dc»e«  not  juHti^'  an  indiiiuimi- 
nale  use  of  foreign  hfe,  or  a  reckica*  invasion  of 
aasumption  of  foreign  sentiment  There  must  be 
some  relationship  of  C'^ndjiiiin  and  n^piruLii^iu  Of 
a'l  write™  who  have  y*rt  written,  Miltos  was  the 
moft  American,  AH  the  w^yrki  of  UiM7i?ii7»ni 
embrace  le»  that  ia  national  to  ua  than  i  page 
of  the  "  Defence  of  the  People  of  England  i*  ami 
a  library  larger  than  that  which  was  at  Aleian- 
dri»,  of  vudi  books  an  IktikuV,  wouM  not  eom 
tain  as  much  Amencaniism  as  a  paragraph  of  tlia 
»*  A  reopn  gitica.**  B  u  t  the  Oeni  am  «f  ,irae  nca  was 
born  in  Eoftlsnd.  and  hia  strength  was  put  forth  in 
ihfMe  ciiiifticts  of  the  comntonvkealth  which  ended 
in  the  eni'e  of  the  ynuo?  He^alew-  During  the 
CromweLiKU  eta,  Gngtaiid    oHi-ts  almost  as   ^j^ 
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far  the  poet  (o  make  hk  wtj  in  the  world ;  ^nd 
nhcn  ht*  fatn«  bock  from  Callfertik  therp  wu  pf*T- 
reivf^l  uiotlver  cnnfie  for  iltfcrring  iit ;  ihe  wsj  in 
ill  hc*Uh»  •f)J  ill  tli«l  cog  Id  be  doo*  for  her  wo* 
of  no  vvait ;  »tid  the  syggf^tjun  c«tiief  the  doubt 
ettui  Jin«l1^  the  terrible  coEiTirlioiit  that  «hp  bud  the 
«&n4Umpttc*n4  itid  wai  dying*  He  wotfhed  her 
iuHf^ritig  dajr  by  dcLj,  nnd  when  hopd  waa  ^]uite 
de»d*  tbiii  he  might  KV*iie  Ijuic  jtmroe^  »  witli  ber» 
and  tniiii^U'r  Ui  her  gently  an  none  couIJ  but  one 
whose  ligbt  csnie  frotu  her  eyfit^  he  rDarrifKl  her; 
whHc  her  tun  wai  tteltijig  plarj^d  hi<  band  in  ber's, 
that  be  niigbfe  go  with  her  down  into  tbc  night* 
lliefe  are  not  many  aueh  martiAge^ ;  ihere  were 
tiever  aov  holier  >inee  the  fattier  of  mankind  looked 
tip  into  the  fare  of  our  mother.  Sht  lived  a  few 
(Jay*,  a  few  we<>ka  perhap.  and  Ib^  he  eaino  back 
to  hif  occupation*,  and  tt  was  ni:^ver  mentioned 
that  ther«  had  been  any  sueh  event*  in  hie  Itfe* 

tn  the  toninier  of  1B51,  bia  health  bad  be^me 
ao  niueh  impaired  that  he  felt  the  need  of  rrlaia* 
lion  from  Ubor,  tind  ehange  of  ncene,  and  started 
on  hi*  journey  round  the  world.  He  saded  fw^m 
rtntadelphia  on  the  iwenty-eiehth  of  Augu»t^  and 
after  a  ibort  Rtny  in  f^ndon  proceeded  to  Egypt 
by  way  uf  the  Ktune,  Vienna,  Trieste,  and  Smyrna. 
He  n-jathed  Alexandria  on  the  fonnh  of  Novem- 
ber, and  im mediately  left  for  Cairo,  in  order  to 
make  prepMwtioni  for  the  tour  into  Centra]  Africa. 
He  'tarted  from  Cairo  on  the  aeventeenth  of  the 
xnontli,  in  company  with  a  German  genllemant 
bound  for  ihe  6rit  caluract,  and  niter vi^tiing  all  the 
Kgyption  leniplea  on  thi^  Nile,  on  Ibe  fifteenth  of 
December  reached  A eiwuan,  where  the  (icrman  letl 
him  to  return.  Aceompanted  by  a  faithfiil  dragi^ 
man,  and  an  Arab  jftervant,  he  followed  the  Nile 
to  Koroako,  \n  ^'ubia,  where  he  look  cameb  to 
criMit  the  greut  Nubian  dei^eft,  tuid  after  a  journey 
of  nine  dayn,  I h rough  a  waile  i>f  eand,  and  pOr» 
ph}ry  ni^mntaiiiR,  reached  the  NiJe  again  at  Abou 
Hamiued.  onlhc  Ethiopian  frontier,  and  rontlnufd. 
hiP  juurnry  with  tameln  lo  FA  Mckbeyrefj  the  capi- 
tal of  Dur  Herbert  where  he  arrived  on  the  third 
of  Jfliujiry,  1  J^iASr  Here  he  took  a  boat  for  Khar- 
toum, vi»Ltinj7  on  the  way  the  rtiina  of  ancient 
Mproo,  nnd  the  town  of  Shindy p  formerly  the 
capitJil  of  a  j^owerful  F!ih»opi*n  kingdom*  He 
arriircd  ni  Kbftrioum,  the  capital  of  Egyptian  Sou- 
dun,  Hi  thi*  jiMirture  of  the  Ulue  with  the  White 
Nile,  ■♦ij  ibf*  (welAh  of  January.  The  chieft  of 
all  the  A  rub  iribc^  Unwei^n  the  Nile  nnd  the  Hed 
Sro,  ft«  bir  *uuUi  a*  AhyMinia,  wer»  then  in  that 
cjJy,  im\  hi*  WBj  LMittlitivJ  to  muke  their  aei|uaint- 
ante,  and  to  learn  hmi h  of  the  iinknowti  cotin* 
trie*  thi  V  in babil  A l\tn  rcmiumDj^'  there  ten  day t, 
he  U>ivk  *  \mi*\  and  ^furiidrd  ibe  While  Nile  a* 
far  41  tilt'  ^^tn^id*  of  the  >ibili>ok  negroe*,  lietween 
the  tttflfllianiUhittepnth  decreet  of  twirth  lalitude. 
Hhrrc,  *m  u<  t  nuhL  uf  Vne  blrnnv  Of  tha  wtwmon, 
Afid  ihi'  itiii*  othi*  hLiatrm'nH  whf»  rduaed  lo  pro- 
reed,  \u*  wjM  ofiligr'd  Lo  commence  bra  return.  He 
pt^t ir li) !■  J  a  tf ri?jiter  dm^anrc  in  thai diret'tion, ho w- 
r'vt't,  than  any  other  travdief  ejtrept  D'Ans\rn, 
VVl^itM.,  iiiul  Hr.  K>0)iUJi;cMK:a,  and  carried  the 
Anivhcan  Aa^  a  ibouund  mdea  farther  into  Africa 


tfamn  any  one  had  do^e  lie&tTn?  him.  He  left  Khar- 
toum again  on  the  firth  of  Fehruary,  and  tn  fitteen 
day  a  crrhved  the  Beyooda  t>e*ert,  weU  of  the  Nde, 
to  iha  ruina  of  Napala^  the  aneient  rapilal  nf 
Ethiopia,,  whence  he  went  to  Uongola,  and  pas* 
lag  thrtvugh  the  countnee  of  Mihif«a  and  Hakk6lt 
reae&od  the  second  eataraei  on  the  ninth  of  March; 
made  a  rapid  deaoint  of  the  NUe,  and  wa«  afaiu 
in  Cairo  on  the  first  of  Apilf  having  trav riled 
about  four  thooaand  miloi^ 

He  went  from  Alciandria  to  Beynmt.  and  nmda 
the  circuit  of  Palestine  and  Syrta,  viaitjng  Jeru* 
idem,  the  Dead  Sea,  Damaaciia,  and  the  eedaiy 
of  Lebanon.  Leaving  Bey  rim  t  again  ou  iha 
twenty  ^eighth  of  May,  be  aailed  northward  along 
the  coaat  to  the  mouiti  of  the  On^tito*!  and  ihenea 
penetrated  inland  to  Anttoeh  and  Aleppo,  a1t4:r  a 
itlay  of  aix  days  tn  which  city  be  proceeded  to  the 
Plain  of  lasua,  and  I'anna  in  Cilrda,  and  crtna^ 
ing  the  range  of  ihf  Taunia  into  Cappadm:ia»  viait- 
eJ  Koniehi  the  andent  leofiinm,  paned  through  tha 
^Mvatcof  Pbrygia  to  Kititubjirii,  by  thir  obi  Qtmk 
dty  of  CEsani  and  the  Bithytjian  Olympua  to 
BrouMiia,  and  on  die  thir t^tpitth  cif  J  uly  ent^freid  Con- 
itantinople.  where  he  continued  until  the  atih  of 
Ayiu»e,witni«King  in  tha t period  th«gr«at  Moham- 
medan festival  of  the  Bat  ram. 

Betook  a  ahip  from  Conttantinoplr  fcff  ^f  ilia  and 
Sitaly^  and  waa  at  the  (but  uf  Mount  Ctua  when  the 
eruption  of  1 86Si  broke  out.  f  fom  Sicily  hw  paaaed 
through  tuly«  the  Tyrol,  afid  GffniMiy.  Mine  wing 
hu  acquaintance  with  acenea  and  penoni  deacrit^ed 
in  hi**  *■  View*  a-Fotft,'*  and  n.^irh'^l  Londtm  by 
the  middle  of  October.  He  nc  tt  satleil  from  BoutH- 
ampti>n  Ibr  Gibraltar,  and  epeni  a  month  in  tha 
aouih  of  8pain,  vi9»ttini[  H*iifijk,  t'ljrdt^tii,  and  Gra- 
nada, and  returning  to  Gibraltar  took  the  overland 
route  to  Aleiandria^ctoaawJ  to  Buei^  and  ]»ri^ce«*led 
to  Horn  bay,  where  he  arrive*!  on  lire  twenty -seven  th 
of  December,  A  journey  of  ecir«n  hotnlred  and 
eighty  mdei  brought  him  to  Agra,  whrrire  ha  went 
to  Delhi,  and  thencei  to  ilie  range  of  the  Hima- 
lay aa.  Having  viaite<l  I  .ucknow,  tbii  t*^\Mn\  of  tha 
kingdom  of  Oude,  Allahabait,  and  UrrmfeiL,  tha 
holy  city  of  the  tiangw,  he  travelled  to  Calcutta, 
and  there  embarked  ftir  Kting  Ki>iijj,  by  way  of 
Penang  and  Sinjfa|>>ore,  and  shortly  atWr  his  arri- 
val in  China,  was  attached  to  the  American  laga* 
tton,  and  acci^mpanied  ilie  m;ni»ter,  Mr .  Ut  urttmST 
M  A  itaiutL,  to  Shanghai*  where  he  remained  iiearfy 
two  months. 

When  the  American  CTprdition  nnder  Commo- 
dore PEsaY  reached  Hhsnifbai,  hi"  ws»  allowed 
to  enter  the  naval  ser^t^  ■  '  <   rank  of  maa- 

ter'i  matr»,  for   ihe  puq  Mupanyrng  iti 

and  sadetl  on  ttie  »e*rritmiLi»  oi  May,  t«^&3,  for 
Loo  Cboo»  where  he  waa  attacbfi  to  a  fiarty  which 
eiplofed  the  iitteriiir  of  tha  laland^  firmer  brr*ra 
t  if  tied  by  white  men*  tn  June,  he  proceeded  tO 
Ibf*  Iloriin  Inlandu,  in  thv  Pact  fir.  rigtit  hundred 
mtli^  east  of  I^oo  Choo,  afid  eiplored  them,  and 
returnmg,  sailed  for  Japan,  and  came  to  anchor  iti 
the  bay  uf  Veddo  on  tho  righth  of  July.  After 
witnessing  all  the  negotiation  i  vvhich  look  pi  are, 
and  ^rtiripvtiiig  in  tha  landing,  he  returned  with 
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W«  toudi  the  lower  life  pf  b^ast  tnd  dod, 

Aad  the  loTif  proccN  of  the  a^ea  k< 
From  bEind  old  Cbuw,  efc  tbe  bri?«tb  (if  God 
Moved  it  to  bartnony* 

All  outward  nrtsdom  yield*  to  that  withm. 

Whereof  nor  cr€*d  nor  canon  hoi  da  the  key ; 
We  oalj  fipel  that  we  have  erer  b«en 
And  CTennoro  abill  b« ; 


And  thu«  I  know,  by  memonea  unfurled 

in  rarer  mooJfi,  and  m«ny  a  nameleas  dgn, 
Tlwl  once  111  TUne,  and  eomewbere  in  the  world, 
I  w^  a  towerlof  Pine, 

Rooi«iJ  up<)>n  a  cape  that  overhung 
The  ei* trance  to  a  mountain  gorge;  wb«rtiOQ 
'  1^  wiJttrj  Ghadaw  of  a  p«ak  ws#  Buuigi 
Long  alter  die  of  iun. 


I  lilt  ailent  «now«;  luti]  wide  lif^low^ 
Tha  manded  hilln  made  iev^h  leMcnmsr  down 
T<>  where  ft  river  wa^hiHl  with  «lugg^b  flow 
A  many*teiuplcd  town. 

There  did  I  dulcb  the  granite  with  firm  feet, 
Thens  (hnkii  loy  bought  ntKive  the  roaring  ifuli; 
Whrn  ifiiTuutftin  wbirlwlndj  thrtiugh  the 
beat, 

And  bowled  the  mountain  wol£ 

Thrnp  dUJ  I  louder  king  than  all  the  flood r 

Whirled  in  while  foam  adown  the  jirecitiice, 
And  lii«  Bhirp  s)e«t  thtl  ^ung  the  naked  wnodv 
Answer  with  »ulJeii  hisnt 

B  ut  when  the  peaeefttl  douda  ram  while  and  high 

On  bLandeAt  nirt  ihtit  April  «kie«  cauld  bring* 

Through  all  my  fibreii  ihnJIed  the  tender  aigb. 

The  bivect  unrest  of  Bjmng. 

8b p.  with  warm  fingers  lared  in  mine^  did  Enctt 
In  fTni^rEiol  bi»lB«m  my  relueUiil  blood; 
And  with  a  sruart  of  k^en  deliiijbt  I  felt 
Thp  sap  m  e^erj  lud, 

And  Un;(li"d  through  my  roug^Ii  old  hiirki  and  fact 
Pufthed  out  tJtkC  younger  green,  lb  at  smoolhed 
my  loiM'Jir 
When  ia«c  ye:ar'a  needles  to  tb«  wind  I  ca«t. 
And  abed  my  Ac»ly  eon«A. 

I  held  the  engk»  till  Iho  mountain  mi»t 

Rnlb'd  from  Uie  aiure  pjith«  be  came  to  ioar, 
And  like  a  hunter,  on  my  gnarled  wriat 
The  dappled  feJcori  botie. 

Fniaed  oVr  tbe  blue  ahyw,  the  morning  lark 
t^angt  wheeling  near  in  rapturouf  carouw, 
And  haH  and  bind,  iioA^p&nng  tb rough  the  dark^ 
Hept  underneath  my  hough*. 

Down  on  the  ptt«ture-fiIoj^»e*  the  herdsman  lay, 

And  ilir  ihe  flf»»'k  hi*  birrhrn  tfumpet  blew; 
There  ruddy  cbddjrn  Lumbled  in  their  play, 
And  lovers  came  iu  woo. 

And  onre  ait  army,  crowi^rd  with  thumpb 

fJut  tpf  the  holiov*  bo*om  of  the  gorge. 
With  mi|[^hly  bannt^m  in  the  wind  adajna^ 
Uofiie  oit  a  glittering  lurga 


Oruwdnjir  «p«Bni,«  good  IM  homevfard  roUedt 

While  (rymhalii  timed  iMf  alifi  «f  lietory, 
And  horti  and  einrion  from  4hak  lltruaU  of  gold 

Bang  with  n  mivagie  fla«b 

I  {bit  the  nK>untain>walU  below  mo  ah*k«p 
Vibrant  with  aound,  and  Uiroygfa  my  bratii:^«a 
paur^ 
tnwflofiiioa  g^Kl:  my  nong  thc^t<o  did  make 
Magnifieenl  aceord. 


bliad  h*nni^nie  inidinet  piereed  tbe  rind 
Of  that  uloyi  life  which  madu  meetraigbt  and  high, 
And  I  became  a  harp  £)r  «t«r7  wind« 
A  vole*  for  eTcry  akj; 

When  fl'^fc*  nutuumal  galea  began  to  Wow, 

Roaring  atl  day  in  eoncflil,  h«rte  end  deep; 
And  then  made  atlent  with  my  waigbt  of  aiiow,-^ 
A  Pjtectre  on  the  alcep ; 

Filled  with  a  whi*i>#ringgoiih,  bk«  that  wbieb  flowa 
Through  organ-alA^M,  w  ben  >ank  tbe  huub  rmddiak 
Beyond  Ihe  dty,  and  tn  blackne**  nn* 
Temple  and  obebak; 

Or  hresathing  boO,  aa  one  who  itj^ha  in  prayer, 

Myatenoua  Aoundi  of  portent  nnd  *4  nught, 
What  time  I  felt  %h«  wandering  wave*  of  air 
Putsacing  thmufh  lb«  nlghu 

And  tburi  for  centuriea  mf  thjikmur  diant 

Rolled  down  tbe  gorgv  or  aurgod  aboUt  the  hillt 
Gentle,  or  alem,  or  lad,  or  jubibm. 

At  e^ery  seaaon^a  will. 

No  longer  Memcify  whixpen  whence  amae 
*rhe  doom  that  It^re  me  from  my  place  of  pride: 
Whether  the  etorina  that  bad  the  pi-nk  with  tmovfi, 
And  fitart  the  mountain-alide, 

Let  fall  a  ^ery  t»olt  to  amite  ray  lop, 

np wrenched  my  roota,  and  o*er  tbe  pndpioe 
Hurled  me,  a  dangling  wreck,  erelong  to  drop 
Into  tbe  wild  ahyaa; 

Or  whether  handii  of  men,  with  acornfiil  atrengtb 

And  force  from  ^ature'i  rugged  armory  lent* 
Sawed  through  my  heart  and  wU»l  tny  tuinbUnf 
length 

Sheer  down  the  ateep  deicenlt 

Alt  AcnM  departed,  with  the  tti>tji;ba  I  w^re; 

And  tboui^b  I  mmrd  with  mighty  fairint  alrife, 
A  luaat  upon  the  aea*,  I  aaog  no  mvr^ 
And  muaie  waa  my  lift. 

Yet  vtill  that  life  awaken*,  bring*  agmb 
Ita  airy  anihenup  retionant  and  U^ng^ 
Till  Earth  and  Hky»  irahKrtguretl,  lill  my  brain 
With  rbylbuuc  aweejw  of  aonj;. 

Thenc*  am  I  made  a  poet  \  thence  are  ■fming 

llioae  motion*  '>f  the  k*uI,  that  nomatimea  reach 
Beyond  all  gra^p  of  Art,—  iot  whidi  tlie  tongue 
U  ignorant  of  •  [>rech> 

And  if  Mme  wild,  futl-gathered  harmony 

H«j|l  iia  unhrcilicin  mufeie  through  my  line, 
Beheve  ibere  murmo^,  faintly  though  it  be 
Tbe  Spirit  of  the  Pino. 


J 


BAYARD   TAYLOR, 


BEDOirm  SONO. 

Fboh  Ihe  DefPrt  I  i-^me  to  thet 

On  t  utAUiDE)  fthiHi  With  Gff^; 
And  I  ho  wmds  »re  left  behind 

la  th*'  upeed  of  my  d*aiTie. 
Undrr  thy  winduw  I  Btanti^ 

And  the  midnight  he  an  mj  mf! 
I  Utiit  thoc,  I  loTp  hut  thee, 

Wtth  B  Itive  ihnt  vhaU  not  ilio 

'i'l//  ^Af  «*il  gfOti*$  ttilii, 
And  \kt  itart  arf  Wr/^ 

Book  unfUdt 

LmiIc  fram  thy  window  tnd  mo 

My  (>iHton  and  my  pain; 
I  lie  on  the  »Bntls  bcbw. 

And  t  fitint  in  thy  di»Jain, 
Irft  the  ni^ht' winds  touch  thy  bn^w 

With  ihe  heat  of  my  biiriiing  ligh* 
And  tnrilt  thee  to  hesT  the  vow 
or  K  love  that  fbaJI  not  die 
TiH  the  fwn  grvm  fvfd^ 
And  th*  iSrtri  atf  oid, 
Jttd  £Ae  kirtti  of  the  JudgmtrU 
Book  u»/Mi 

My  itepa  «re  rttglitly  driffiOt 
By  the  fever  in  my  breiBti 
To  hear  from  ttty  Uttifr  bmatJied 

I'hc  word  thmt  shall  give  me  r«Bt 
Open  the  door  of  tby  betLrt, 

Am!  open  thy  cbBmber  dc»rt 
And  my  kmt*  »h«U  teanh  thy  lipi 
The  love  thmt  thoM  hdn  no  ttior« 
Tdt  fhf  run  /^fotet  iWdf^ 
And  tht  tian  orr  oid^ 
And  the  /fcjtVB  uf  tht  Judgntmi 
Book  umjdd! 


THE  ARAU  TO  THE  PALM. 

N«IT  lo  thee,  iJ  fftif  gaielle, 

U  Ut'JdcHVi'p  girl,  Lw  Id  vet  J  bo  well ; 

Xr*r  to  the  fenTlew  Xnljidec, 

Whoii«  rIeetneBi  ihiiU  hear  me  again  to  tli9«| 

Nem  l4J  )e  iMith  I  h>vi?  the  Palm, 

With  hiH  Icuven  of  beaut y,  hia  fruit  of  halm; 

N^M  to  vn  IhJth  \  lovp  the  Tree 

WloMK?  ltuttJ<rmjif  shadow  wrap4  ub  three 

\\  ith  loir^ ,  mill  Bil^me^  »i)d  mvatery  [ 

Our  trihf  i*  many,  ou?  poet*  vie 
With  uiiy  under  tht-  Ar-ib  ulty; 
Vei  fume  iMi)  niriif  i>f  the  Palm  but  I. 

The  marhir  miriare U  that  begem 

C  i*ijf  ^1 »  f  1 1  a  Jo  l-d  im  J  em 

Aru  ii0t  *o  bulU  *4  hiTi  *b'ttdet  Bteni. 

He  Jiifl[«  hiA  I^A^e*  in  ihv  Bunbewn'*  iitUnce 
A"  ll»f  AlinehM  hit  theif  ^fm*  in  d«n««  — 

A  Khitidif*rou«  mnlion,  a  pAwftionaie  n^^^i^ 
'i'Jiat  fvij|k«  in  the  celN  <»f  the  hlood  like  iiif)«. 


Fall  of  ijataiifji  and  aorpoir  ic  he, 
Dst*atiiing  iwhero  the  bebtcd  miy  In^ 

And  when  tho  wtrta  touih^nrind*  afiBf, 
Hv  bre»ilirji  bta  loiif  ing  in  TfifVk!  4|ghi  — 

Quiek«nin(C  odor««  bi»ea  of  balm. 
That  dfop  in  lh«  lip  M  hiB  fhaM«tt  pahit, 
111*  eun  may  flame  and  llio  utuU  tniy  «tir, 
But  tb«  breath  of  hiB  |>aaa)on  rtfachiM  ber- 

O  Tm»  of  T^ve,  by  that  love  of  thine, 
T«9cll  me  haw  I  «hall  witVen  tutne  t 

Gtfv  BM  thi  a&efci  of  the  aun, 
W* Iwvtby  Um  wooed  ia  evcf  won  * 

If  I  were  a  Kinj(,  O  Blately  T^re, 
A  libeneiw,  floriouB  aa  might  (»«, 
In  the  eon  It  of  my  palaej?  Td  buihl  Ibr  Ibail 

Willi  a  khafl  of  Biker,  Uurtibheil  bright. 
And  IcflvcB  of  berj^l  and  malfti^bite" 

Wtlh  BpikttB  of  j^dden  bloom  o-bbKe, 
And  fruita  of  It^paa  and  r'hryiit?praii«; 

And  Uveri  Ihe  pocta,  b  thy  praimt, 

Sboold  nigiit  atid  morning  frame  ni^w  I  aye — » 

K««  m^Mnrea  Hurty  to  lunr*  dtvme; 
But  ii^ne,  O  PiOm^  abould  e^nal  mine ! 


KUBLKH; 
A  iTOftT  ov  THB  AaariLlAJt  t»BnKTi 

Tnir  black  «yod  chiyren  uf  tXw  Ihf^mH  drov« 

7'heiT  Aoekt  together  at  thv  ket  of  luit. 
Th*?  teniR  were  pitched;  thi'  w*^ary  cBmrl*  bent 
Their  iupphant  nprk«.  mi  Li  kriflt  u^ion  the  aattdi 
7'he  huntera  qo  altered  ttv  the  kifjdkd  ft  rex 
The  f¥jld  boarB  of  the  l^igrifl  they  had  diiin 
And  all  tlio  Biif  and  sound  of  r%eninj(  tiiu 
Throughout  the  Shammar  ramp.     The  deiity  ajr 
Bore  it!  full  burden  of  roiifuand  delight 
Acroaa  the  flowery  plain,  and  wbde  afar, 
The  anowB  of  Koordi^h  MounlainB  in  the  ray 
Flashed  rtivcate  amtj^r^  N  imroud  a  anei#nt  mouiMl 
Rou  broad  and  hlaek  againal  the  burntriij  Waul. 
The  Bbadowt  deepened  and  the  aUn  ?«m«  oyt, 
8pftrklJng  in  vmtrt  aiher;  ona  by  onp 
Glim  me  red  the  ruddy  ramp^flrcB  on  the  plain, 
And  Hhapea  of  steed  and  horvrttiBn  moved  itnoQg 
The  duBky  tent*  with  »hont  and  ju»lliiig  rry. 
And  neigh  and  reBtle.^  prandng*     Children  ritt 
To  hold  the  ihtmgii  ^hilr  evisry  ridrr  dniva 
HiB  quivering  BfM^ar  in  the  earth*  and  by  hin  doof 
Tath«ir«d  the  horait  Ke  loved.     In  tnidat  nf  all 
Bio«4  ShuuMriyahvivhoin  ihey  dafrd  nut  urucb,^ — 
Th«  M  of  w«>iidr0a«  Kiibl^h,  to  the  i^hedt 
A  dearer  wealth  than  all  hb  Cf#orsian  f  irlk 
Bet  when  their  meal  wia  oVr,— ^faeu  the  rml  draia 
Blttswl  brig^hUr*  and  tlia  dogn  no  longer  bayed,^ 
Wheft  ^autnar  huntera  with  the  boy*  sal' do  wo 
To  cl^itwv  their  bhM>dy  knivea*  came  AhfOji^i 
Tht  pO«t  of  tlie  tribe,  whoee  stinga  of  love 
Af0  aw«H«r  than  Baawira'B  nlgbttn^ate*,— 
Whoat  PongB  of  Iff  ar  can  dre  the  Arab  Mood 


: 


BAYARD  TAYLOR, 


CHAEMlAJf. 

O  i>Ai7oets&  of  the  BuqT 

"Who  giiT«  the  keyt  of  pa«aioQ  iioto  thw  ^ 
Who  Uughe  tfae  |K>werful  wokstj 

Wherein  my  khiI,  too  wEHtfif  to  bo  woji, 
BiSI]  frebl;  itraggleg  to  be  frM, 

Bui  more  than  half  undotic! 
Within  the  minor  of  thine  eye*, 
Full  of  th«  >leep  of  warm  Egyptian  abies  — 
The  ilcep  of  %htniDg,  bouiid  m  airj  <pdl, 
And  deiiUJitfr,  because  int^iftibie^ — 

I  •««  thn  reflex  o(  a  fecUof^ 
Which  wta  not,  till  t  looked  on  th«fl: 

A  powej,  iovolvod  in  mystery. 
That  fchnnka^tflnghied,  from  iuown  raretliog. 

Thou  ajttV  in  ftatol;  iodoleiK^, 

Too  <f*lin  to  feet  a  breath  of  paj«ion  sUrt 
The  listlera  fibre*  of  thy  aensc. 

The  fiery  alumb<?t  of  thy  he^itt 
Thbe  eye*  ire  welb  of  darkiifss,  Ij  tbe  %ad 

Of  languid  liJa  balf->ealcd:  the  pale 
And  hloodlcM  olive  of  ihj  face. 

And  the  foil,  ailent  lip«  that  wear 
A  ripe  Keren  It  J  of  grace, 

Are  dark  beneath  the  ahadow  of  Ijtj  hair, 
Not  from  the  brow  of  tempied  Aruoii  beam* 
Buch  tropic  irjirmth  along  the  path  of  dneama; 
Not  from  the  Lipa  of  honi6d  Uii  &3wa 
8uch  n*eetn<»a  of  repoaef 
For  thou  «rt  Pswion^s  aetf,  a  (foddrai  too, 
And  auf  ht  bnt  worship  never  knew  j 

And  thua  thj  gtancea^  calm  and  aure, 
Look  for  aecuttomed  homaEes  and  b«tfaj 

So  eJToTt  to  afiflcrt  thy  away : 
Thou  decm*at  my  feaJty  aecure, 

0  SoTcere*!*!  thnije  lootfi  unaeat 

The  undiftiUTb  J  my^teHrR  that  presa 
Too  deep  in  no  tore  for  the  heart  to  feel 

Tlirir  terror  and  their  lovelinefea. 
Thine  eyes  are  lorehea  that  iUumn 

On  set' ret  shnum  their  un foreboded  fire*, 
And  titl  ihe  vaultn  of  tiloni^  and  of  gloom 

\^'lth  the  unreiiting  life  of  new  deau«ft. 

1  follow  wheri^  their  arrowy  ray 
Piereem  the  viil  [  ^o\iid  not  tear  away. 
And  wiih  a  dreads  dehdoui  awe  behold 
Another  gate  of  life  unfuUlT 

Like  the  rapt  neoph^ie  who  «eoa 

Borne  march  of  grand  Oairian  tnyiteriea# 

Th«  Alartlfid  chambefH  t  eiploro. 

And  every  entrance  open  liea, 
Foreed  liy  the  maific  thj-iU  that  runa  before 

Thy  ftlowly-liftnl  cyca* 
I  tremt>ie  to  the  centre  of  my  being 

1  huii  to  cofjft^na  the  apirit'i  poiaa  oVrthtOwn, 
vlnd  nil  ita  Riding  virtt>e<  blown 

Like  leavea  belbre  the  whitdwind'i  fury  fleetng. 

But  sef  I  otie  memory  ri»ea  in  my  fotil^ 

And*  beaming  utraildy  and  dear* 
Scalten  the  lurid  ihunder^oyda  that  roll 

Through  Fattion'i  tultry  atmoapbere. 
An  flirhrmy  more  jwtent  borrow 

Frain  thy  dark  eyea,  enticing  Sotmvaa ! 


For  on  the  caiiket  of  a  aacred  Borrow 

Their  ihaAs  fell  powerleaa. 
Nay,  frown  not,  ATHot,  from  thy  mT«tie  ahHnf : 

St/ong  Ooddeaa  <*r  Deatre,  I  will  not  be 
One  of  the  myriad  aUveit  Ihou  calltat  thine. 

To  caiil  my  manhood  a  erown  of  royalty 

Be^m  thy  dangoroua  beauty:  [  attj  free? 


THE  POET  IN  THE  EAST. 

TttK  poet  came  to  the  land  of  the  Eut, 

When  Spring  waa  iu  the  air: 
The  earth  wat^draMsd  ^  a  wedding  feaat. 

So  young  ahe  MMii«d,  and  fair; 
And  the  poet  knew  the  land  of  ih«  Eaat — 

Hia  aoul  waa  native  thei-e.^ 

All  things  to  him  wrm  the  viiihle  $>rum 
Of  early  and  prediroa  drteatna — 

Fauniliar  vbioiiji  that  luoekeil  hii  * 

Beside  the  ^e^tem  atreama. 
Or  gteami'd  in  the  gold  of  the  cloud  unroUAt 

In  the  iianaet'a  fAymg  beama* 

He  looked  ahore  io  the  dondleaa  tstlm. 

And  the  Siin  Mt  on  hi*  throne; 
The  hrvath  of  ftrdajia  ikep  in  halm, 

Waa  a!l  about  him  blown. 
And  a  brother  to  him  wt«  ths  prineely  Palm, 

For  be  rannot  livf  akmi. 

Hie  feet  went  forth  on  the  my  riled  hilUt 
And  the  flowen  their  weleome  thetl  i 

The  mead^  of  niilk^Hhite  atphoflcl 
They  knew  the  Pott'a  treail. 

And  &r  and  wide,  in  a  aeajlat  tid«» 
Tl^e  poppy 'a  bonJu-e  apread. 

And,  half  in  ihade  and  half  b  aim. 

The  Roee  aat  in  her  bower. 
With  a  paKonate  thriU  in  her  crimiOQ  beirt  - 

She  had  waited  for  the  hour  I 
And,  like  a  bhde'a,  the  Poet  kUaed 

The  Upe  of  the  gloriona  flower. 

Then  the  Ntgbttngale  who  nat  aljova 
In  the  houghfl  of  tlie  ntron*trve, 

8«ng  :  We  ani  no  iiv«U,  brother  mine, 
Except  in  waaata^tff ; 

For  the  rose  yon  kiwid  wttb  the  kiaa  of  love, 
U  faithful  atill  to  me« 

Aad  farther  sftng  the  Niglitlngale  t 

Vow  bower  not  dUtant  lies, 
I  heard  the  lound  of  a  Pentian  lulo 

From  the  jaamined  window  riae^ 
And  like  two  »tara«  throuf  h  the  lattk«>btl% 

I  law  the  BultanaV  eyev. 

The  Poet  aaid  ;  1  will  here  abide. 

In  the  l;^un*a  undoud«d  door  i 
Here  are  the  well*  of  all  dehght 

On  the  loet  Arcadian  abor*: 
Here  ia  the  light  on  sea  aad  land. 

And  tht  dfeam  daceivae  no  mon» 


HASSAN  TO  HIS  MARE* 


BATAED   TAYLOR. 


Covv«  my  bftotj!  comep  my  de$eti  <l*flingt    ^ 

Ft*T  not,  ihough  the  barley-ftAck  b^  mtipt^r, 
Her«  '•  tb«  half  of  HaMan'i  ic«nty  bntd* 

Thou  vhatl  htT«  thy  ahire  of  Jatc^*  toy  Wiuty? 

And  thou  know'st  tny  wmter-ekifi  is  fr«e : 
Drink  und  w«Jcdme,  far  th*  weH*  *re  diMatit, 

And  Enj  •Ireogth  and  iafetj  Lie  in  tb«e. 

B«nd  thy  Ibrvheid  now,  la  tak«  my  kmtil 
iJ/t  ill  1^«  Ihy  dsrk  and  Bplondiil  eje: 

ThiH)  irt  gJad  fvbN)  HMian  mounU  the  iaiMie — 
Thou  art  preud  h«  owna  thee:  bo  am  L 

I«t  ihf  BulUia  bring  lik  boi«t«d  honis^ 
Fmncing  with  their  dianipnd-Btuddci]  rmw  I 

They,  my  darling,  thaU  not  match  Uiy  fleelnesa 
When  ihey  coune  with  thee  the  de«rt-plairt«  I 

JjH  the  Syttan  bring  his  facnoys  honefl. 
Let  him  bring  liU  golden  swordj  to  me  — 

Bring  hia  ilavn.  b&«  eunucUi,  and  bi^  hwnm  ; 
He  would  offer  them  in  tain  for  thee. 

We  ha'e  m*ti  Damascua,  O  my  beauty  I 
And  the  a{»]endor  of  ihe  Pnahnji  there ; 

Whtt*i  Uieir  pom  p  and  rtche» !    V^'hy ,  t  would  not 
Take  them  for  a  handful  of  thy  hair ! 

EbaleU  fting*  fhe  praiaea  of  hli  miatraH, 
And,  bccaiiae  IVe  none  be  piliea  mif 

What  caro  I  if  he  should  have  «  thoueand, 
Fauer  than  the  morning  !     /have  Ihee. 

He  wjM  find  hii  paw  ion  growing  wjoler 
Shut  J  Id  biT  glance  on  other  atiitori  (all : 

Thou  Wilt  neVr^  my  miatreaa  and  my  dailing, 
Fuil  to  uniswer  at  thy  mtsler  4  ealL 

Bv*and  hy  Komc  ttnow- white  Nedjid  vtallion 
Hliull  to  I  hoe  bij  »pring-lime  ardor  bring ; 

Ami  ti  ruril,  ibe  faire«t  of  the  Deiiert, 

To  thy  milky  dug*  abaU  crouch  and  ding. 

Thcn«  whpn  Khiled  abowi  to  me  hia  ebildrenf 
I  bhkilL  hnsK  iLnd  bid  him  look  ai  thine; 

Tbrru  wilt  nrifi^h*  and  lovingly  carew  me, 
With  thy  glowy  nuck  laid  doae  to  mine. 


THE  PHANTOM. 

An^xs  T  *it  within  the  minftion, 

III  Ibf  uld,  farmilar  M!at ; 
A IV I  cbjufe  miu\  aunshme  chaae  each  other 

UVr  thf  carpet  at  my  feet. 

Bm  the  nweel-brier'a  arm*  baT*  wreatled  ttpwtrda 

In  I  he  ^umineni  that  are  paat, 
A  rill  \hv  wiltd%v  trails  ita  brancbea  lower 
Than  when  I  iaw  tbeni  J  art. 

They  strive  to  thut  the  aiinahin«  whdiy 

Tntm  out  the  hauoteJ  room ; 
Tp  fill  I  lie  hou«e,  that  once  was  joyfn^ 

Witlh  tdi^nce  and  with  gloom. 


And  many  kind,  rcmetnhetvd  faeea 

Within  the  doorway  come — 
Yokes,  that  wake  the  awecter  nsnaie 

Of  one  that  now  la  dtunhu 

They  fling,  in  tonoa  aa  glad  ai  e^tr, 

The  BOH pp  nbe  lo^ed  to  heari 
They  braid  the  ro<ie  tn  summer  gartanda, 
Wboae  Howen  to  ber  vf  ere  dear. 

And  ftitl,  her  ibotatepa  in  the  paaaage^ 

Her  Mnchee  at  the  door^ 
Her  timid  wordii  of  maiikft  Wil^ocait 

Came  ba^ik  to  me  oaict  mofVi 

And  nil  fofgrtfitl  of  my  sorrow, 

Unmindful  af  my  jmin, 
r  think  she  baa  hut  newly  left  me« 

And  smm  will  conie  again* 

8b e  s.tay«  without,  perch anec,  a  moment, 

To  drejw  her  tlnrk^bfnwn  hairs 
I  bejif  tlic  ruHtk  of  her  gamienta— * 

Her  Ljjzht  ftep  on  the  £ta£rl 

Of  nuttirriiii^  haert  f  rontrol  Iby  lumall, 

liMt  9yQ»  profane  ahould  aaa 
Mf  dhmk»  betray  the  rnah  of  nptttf« 

Her  eoming  hrin]^  to  me! 

8b e  tarrlea  long :  hut  K  *  whi^r 

Beymid  the  ojien  door 
And,  gliding  tliftiugh  ihe  quiet  aunabine, 

A  ahadow  on  the  floor  I 

Ab  t  Hie  the  whiapering  pine  that  calls  may 
The  vine»  whoae  ahadow  aUaya  ; 

And  %ny  pstirnt  heart  must  atill  await  her, 
Nor  cbidc  her  long  delay t. 

But  my  heart  grows  sirk  with  weary  waltinf , 

Aa  many  a  time  before  : 
Her  foot  is  ever  at  the  threibold, 

Y«t  never  pa««e»  o*«r. 


«MOAN  YE  WILD  WINDa" 

MoA!(,  ye  wild  winds!  aronfiil  I  he  pane, 
And  fall,  thon  drear  December  rain  ! 
Fill  with  ytiiit  gUAU  tlie  aulLeo  day. 
Tear  the  ta»t  dinging  leatea  away ! 
HerkleM  aa  yonder  naked  tree. 
No  bla#t  of  youn  can  tmuhle  roe, 

Clire  nie  your  rbilJ  and  wild  emlirsce. 
And  pour  your  baptism  wn  my  face; 
Bound  in  mine  ear*  the  airy  moan 
That  ttweep  in  desolate  monotone, 
'Where  on  the  nnshelten^l  hili^lop  brat 
The  mardtM  of  yaut  horiielwi  feri  t 

Moan  on,  ^«  windal  and  pour,  thou  rmin! 
Your  »tarmy  soba  and  laara  are  vain. 
If  alied  lor  her,  wiixme  fsdtng  eT«» 
Will  Often  soon  on  Faradia*  i 
The  eye  of  Heavfm  iball  blmded  h«, 
Or  ere  ye  ceaae,  if  aha<l  ht  me. 
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RicHAmD  HiNBT  8TODDABD,  tUhoagh  yoaiig, 
standi  in  a  ibremo«t  rank  among  American  poets. 
His  place  lie  has  himself  won.  With  no  oommand- 
inf  antecedents  to  support  him,  he  has,  step  bj 
8te|i,  fought  his  way  to  a  position  which  is  alike 
creditable  to  hif  indomitable  energy  and  hb  ge- 
nius. He  was  born  in  the  month  of  July,  1825,  in 
Hingham,  Maasachusetts.  His  fiither  was  a  sea- 
capUin,  who,  while  the  poet  was  yet  in  his  early 
youth,  sailed  ibr  Sweden:  his  last  voyage,  for 
tidings  of  his  fate  were  never  aller  heard.  Idle- 
ness not  being  the  foshion  in  our  country,  Mr. 
Stoddard  was,  as  soon  as  hif  age  pcnnitted, 
placed  in  an  iron  foundry,  for  the  purpose  of  learn- 
ing the  trade.  Here  he  worked  for  some  years, 
dreaming  in  the  intenrals  of  his  toil,  and  even 
then  moulding  his  thoughts  into  the  symmetry  of 
▼erse,  while  he  moulded  the  molten  metal  into 
shapes  of  grace.  In  1847,  the  earliest  hlooBoms 
of  bis  genius  appeared,  and  aome  Torses  in  the 
-  Union  Magazine"  gave  evidence  that  his  mind 
as  well  as  his  body  was  toiling.  The  first  was, 
however,  the  stronger  of  the  two,  for  in  1848,  after 
puUbhing  a  small  volume  entitled  *•  Footprints," 
which  contained  some  pieces  of  merit,  his  health 
gave  way,  and  he  surrendered  hb  mechanical  oc- 
cupation. 

Hi»«  career  m  a  literary  man  now  commenced. 
He  wrote  for  the  magnzines  and  newspapers,  and 
nupf»(>rtt'tl  himsolf  by  his  pen.  In  the  autumn  of 
IHf)!  ho  published  his  second  colleclion  of  poems: 
second,  as  rci^ardn  date,  and  first  as  far  as  the  re- 
quisitcs  of  art  are  concerned.  In  1852  he  gave 
to  the  public  a  little  hook  of  poetic  prose,  under 
the  nia-.o  of  "Adventures  in  Fairy  Land,'*  and 
in  th«>  n  jtuinn  of  the  same  year  married  Miss  Eli- 
z\BKT»  1).  Dar.stow,  of  Mattapoisctt,  Mamachu- 
nett»,  a  [KH'testi  whose  recent  occasional  contribu- 
tiouM  to  the  |>eriodicaIii  have  marked  individuality, 
and  justify  predictionti  of  remarkable  and  peculiar 
e\c*'ibii(-(>  hhould  she  continue  to  cultivate  her  ca- 
jiac.t «  s  for  literature  *  Mr.  Stoi>i>ard  was  about 
that  trie  u[ij»ointed  to  a  place  in  the  New  York 
cu>.to:ii-liouse,  which  he  ct)ntinues  to  fill.  Since 
the  co;iipl(>tion  of  hiH  second  volume  of  poems  he 
ha>*  furrisbt  d  a  conhiderable  number  to  **  Putnam's 
Montl.iy,"  and  "(irahnrn's  Magazine,"  and  to  the 
last  two  of  creator  lenj^th  than  any  of  hb  other 
proilii  liotiN.  called  •♦'I'he  Burden  of  Unrest,"  and 
'•The  >s]uire  of  Low  Dcprce." 

The  |H>cri)K  he  ban  published  since  the  appear- 
ance vf  his  last  book  arc  more  numerous  and 
ccncr.tlly  in  a  l»eller  styfe  of  art  than  his  preri- 
ouK  p*  rformaiiceii,  and  it  is  understood  that  he 
hail  in  manuscript  one  upon  a  classical  subject  in 
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the  oompoaition  of  which  he  has  axardsed  with 
suitable  care  hb  hast  aUlitba.  Hb  piosa  eompo- 
sitions,  ezerpt  the  volume  of  fiuiy  stories  before 
mentiooed,  consist  of  a  few  devermagaBoo  tales, 
a  Serbs  of  literary  biograpfaies,  and  oensiooai 
criticbms  of  hooks  in  one  it  the  promiMnt  Naw 
York  joomab. 

Mr.  SroDDABD'f  flaiad  b  eaatiitially  poatieaL 
All  hb  woriu  art  stamped  with  eamtstnaai,  and 
whether  be  feib  or  not  in  raaUiiDg  hb  ideal,  wa 
can  aee  that  he  doea  nothing  lightly.  Hb  style 
bcharacteriied  by  parity  and  grace  of  tipraaMi. 
He  b  a  maater  of  rhythoiieal  melody,  and  hb  noda 
of  tTMttnga  anbject  b  sometimeB  axqnbitely  sobHa. 
In  lib  poeme  there  b  do  mda  writing,  no  eoQiaa 
sketching  the  power  of  whidi  makes  ns  foigat 
iIm  caretesaneas  of  the  oatlina.  All  b  inbhad 
and  highly  glaied.  Tha  ooloriag  b  wana,  tha. 
wwlnmei  harmonooa,  the  granpiag  i  ^ 
Ha  paiata  cabinet  pictues,  and  spams  no  ] 
in  the  manipolalion. 

Independent  of  what  mqr  h«  caOad  the  axiMBal 
featurea  of  hb  poatij,  it  almoal  alwaya  poaaasMi 
a  aptritnal  meaning.  Etaiy  aonnd  and  eight  m 
natnia  b  to  him  a  aymhol  whkh  nptasenti  aMna 
phase  of  internal  azperianca^  cr  al  least  strikai 
some  spiritual  chord.  The  treea  that  wave  at  hb 
window,  the  moon  that  silvers  hb  roof,  are  not 
to  him  swaying  trcea  and  a  white  moon  merely, 
but  things  that  play  an  intimate  part  in  hb  ex- 
istence. Thus,  in  all  his  poems,  will  be  found 
the  echo  of  an  internal  to  an  external  nature, 
and  a  harmony  resulting  from  the  intimate  union 
of  both. 

The  danger  to  which  Mr.  STODDAmo  b  most 
exposed  b  that  of  occasional  but  unquestionably 
altogether  unconscious  imitation,  aometimea  merely 
in  hb  cadences,  and  aometimea  in  the  main  con- 
ception and  purpoee  of  hb  piecea.  Different  as 
b  hb  beautiful  poem  of  **  A  Housebokl  Dirge," 
from  Mr.  Pibrpont's  touching  Umentation,  *'I 
cannot  make  him  Dead,"  the  careful  reader  will 
not  firil  to  perceive  that  it  b  a  continuation  of  the 
same  sad  song,  set  to  a  different  air.  In  another 
piece,  ho  makes  use  uf  Miss  Alice  CAftBT's  ex- 
quUite  **  Pictures  of  Memory,*'  and  in  that  very 
remarkable  effusion,  ^The  Burden  of  Unrest,"  will 
be  found  not  a  fow  reflections  from  Mr.  Tbmt- 
RON*s  **  Locksley  Hall."  The  indbputable  genioa 
of  Mr.  Stopdard  b  so  apparent  in  many  strikingly 
original  poems,  that  these  careless  immoralitiea  of 
his  muse  scarcely  descne  an  allusion,  and  they 
are  referred  to  only  lest  in  arresting  the  attention 
of  casual  readers  of  hb  poems  injustice  should 
now  snd  then  be  done  to  his  singular  merita  in 
lyrics  which  are  in  every  respect  and  entirely  of 

his  own  creation. 
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With  Z«phjrr  from  hiii  paltoe  in  the 

Thou  dost  upsnatch  the  Twins  from  cradled  rest, 

And  strain  them  to  thy  breast. 
And  haste  to  meet  the  expectant, bright  new  comer, 
The  opulent  queen  of  Earth,  the  gay,  Toloptooua 

Summer! 

Unmuffled  now,  shorn  of  thy  Teil  of  showen. 

Thou  tripp'st  along  the  mead  with  shining  hair 

Blown  back,  and  scarf  out-fluttering  on  the  air. 
White-handed,  strewing  the  fresh  sward  with 

flowers ! 
The  green  hills  lift  their  fbreheada  far  away ; 

But  where  thy  pathway  runs  the  sod  is 
By  fleecy  lambs,  behind  the  budding  spray 
And  troops  of  butterflies  are  hovering  round. 
And  the  small  swallow  drops  upon  the  ground 

Beside  hb  mate  and  nest ! 
A  little  month  ago,  the  sky  was  gray ; 

Snow  teots  were  pitched  along  the  monntain-aide, 

Where  March  encamped  his  stormy  legions  wide. 
And  shook  his  standard  o'er  the  flelds  of  Day ! 
But  now  the  sky  b  blue,  the  snow  is  flown. 
And  every  mountain  is  an  emerald  throne. 
And  every  doud  a  dais  fringed  with  light. 
And  all  below  is  beautiful  and  bright! 
The  forest  wavea  its  plumes, — the  hedgea  blow« — 

The  south  wind  scuds  along  the  meadowy  aea 
Thick-flecked  with  daisied  foam, — and  violets  grow 

Blue-eyed,  and  cowslips  star  the  bloomy  lea : 
The  skylark  floods  the  scene  with  pleasant  rhyme ; 

The  ousel  twitters  in  the  swaying  pine ; 
And  wild  bees  hum  about  the  beds  of  thyosa. 

And  bend  the  clover-bells  and  eglantine; 
The  snake  casts  off  his  skin  in  mossy  nooks; 

The  long-eared  rabbits  near  their  burrows  play; 
I      The  (iorniouse  wakes;  and  see!  the  noisy  roolu 

^ly  furaging,  about  the  stacks  of  hay  ! 

What  sichts!  what  sounds  !  what  rustic  life  and 
mirih! 
II(iu>pJ  all  ihc  winter  long  from  bitter  cold, 
Hu«!(!lin^  in  chimney-cornprs,  young  and  old 
('••1.10  t'orth  and  share  the  gladness  of  the  Earth. 
'J'hf  (»l<)iiii:hmon  whistle  as  the  furrows  trail 

b<  hind  their  glittering  shares,  a  billowy  row  ; 
'1  Ih'  .n.Ikrnaid  sings  a  ditty  while  her  pail 
(Jnms  lull  and  frothy ;  and  the  cattle  low; 
{      Tiie  hoiiii(U  are  yelping  in  the  misty  wood, 

>'tarting  the  fox  :   the  jolly  huntsmen  cheer; 
And  winding  horns  delicht  the  listening  ear, 
Aiul  htartle  Echo  in  her  solitude; 
j      'ri.e  toatn^tcr  drives  his  wagon  down  the  lane, 
rmttcdiiig  a  broader  rut  in  weeds  and  sand; 

Tlio  angler  fishes  in  the  shady  pool; 
And  loitrring  down  the  road  with  cap  in  hand, 
I      Tho  tru  irit  chases  butterflies, — in  vain, 
I      111  .dlehi  of  Itells  that  call  the  village  lads  to  school! 

Mi'.liinks  the  world  is  sweeter  than  of  yore, 
i  M»»re  fresh,  and  fine, and  more  exceeding  fair; 

Th-^rc  tit  a  presence  never  felt  before, 

'  'i'!i«'  soul  of  initpiration  everywhere; 

Irir  irn.ite  Voulh  in  every  idle  limb. 

My  \rrnal  days,  my  prime,  return  anew; 
My  tranrt'*!  spirit  breathes  a  silent  hymn, 
Mv  heart  is  full  of  dew  ! 
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THE  WITCH*8  WHELP. 

Alovo  tlM  abore  the  aKmy  brias-pits  yawn. 
Covered  with  thick  green  aenm;  the  billows  iim. 
And  fUl  tbem  to  the  brim  with  douded  Ibam, 
And  then  aabrido,  and  leave  the  scam  again ; 
The  ribbed  aand  k  fbU  of  hoUow  gnMk, 
Whore  monatora  from  the  waten  oomo  and  lie : 
Great  aerponts  baafc  at  noon  among  the  rock% 
To  me  no  terror;  eoO  on  ooU  they  roll 
Back  to  tbair  boica,  balbre  my  flying  Ibet; 
The  Dragon  of  tbo  8aa,  m j  mothePa  god, 
Enormooa  Setoboa,  eoniea  bora  to  alaap; 
Him  I  molaat  not;  when  bo  fbpa  bla  wfaig 
A  whirlwind  risea,  when  bo  awima  the  doap 
It  tbieatena  to  engnlf  the  tramblittg  iala. 

SooiotinieB  whm  winda  do  blow,  and  cboda  art 
dark, 
I  ae^  the  blaatad  wood,  wboae  beritea  tranka 
Are  Ueacbod  with  anmmar  anna;  tbo  croaking  tract 
Stoop  down  to  OBO,  and  awing  mo  right  and  left 
Thnragb  craahing  limba,  hot  not  a  Jot  eart  I: 
The  thunder  bfoidu  o'erbtad,  and  in  tbair  laira 
The  pantbtra  roar;  from  out  the  atonnj  dondt 
With  beans  of  fbo,  abarp  lightninga  ndn  aronnd 
And  qdit  the  onka;  not  tetor  Unida  ran 
Befbrt  the  anako  np  the  abut  tranka  tban  I; 
Not  fhatar  down,  aKding  witb  bandt  and  flwt 
I  atamp  npoii  the  gronnd,  and  M&n  ronao 
8barp^ed,withpoHQiioaBfiu^;  btntnth  tbo 

leavea 
They  eoQdi,  ornndtr  rocka,  and  roola  of  treat 
FoUod  by  tbo  winda;  tbrongb  briaiy  nndorgrowth 
They  afido  witb  biasing  tongaea»baiioath  my  faot 
To  writhe,  or  in  my  fingers  sqaeexed  to  death. 

There  b  a  wild  and  solitary  pine. 
Deep  in  the  meadows;  all  the  islsnd  birds 
From  far  and  near  fly  there,  and  learn  new  songs ; 
Something  imprisoned  in  iu  wrinkled  berk 
Wails  for  its  freedom ;  when  the  bigger  light 
Bums  in  mid-hesven,  and  dew  elsewhere  b  dried. 
There  it  still  falb ;  the  quivering  leaves  are  toogues. 
And  losd  the  sir  with  syllables  of  wo. 
One  day  I  thrust  my  spesr  within  a  cleft 
No  wider  than  its  point,  snd  something  shrieked, 
And  felling  cones  did  pelt  roe  shsrp  as  hail : 
I  picked  the  seeds  that  grew  between  their  plates. 
And  strung  them  round  my  neck,  with  sea-mew 

egg*. 

Hard  by  are  swamps  snd  marshes,  reedy  fens 
Knee-deep  in  water ;  monsters  wsde  therein 
Thick-set  with  pisted  scales;  sometimes  in  troops 
They  crawl  on  slippery  banks;  sometimes  they  lash 
The  sluggish  waves,  among  themselves  at  war; 
Oflen  I  heave  great  rocks  from  oflf  the  crags, 
And  crush  their  bones;  often  I  push  my  spear 
Deep  in  their  drowsy  pyea,  at  which  they  howl 
And  chase  me  inland ;  then  I  mount  their  humps 
And  prick  them  back  again,  unwieldy,  slow: 
At  night  the  wolves  ere  howling  round  the  place. 
And  baU  sail  there  athwart  the  silver  light. 
Flapping  their  wings ;  by  dsy  in  hollow  trees 
They  hide,  and  slink  into  the  gloom  of  dens. 

We  live,  my  mother  Syrorax  and  I, 
In  caves  with  bloated  toads  and  creMeJ  snakes; 
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By  nigbt  he  wnbH  the  fiiime  <rf  nifht: 

He  could  not  mingle  in  tbf  cxrowtl, 
H«  bved  ia  he  nlonv,  snd  shroui} 
Hit  tender  tbougbU,  tnd  ai^h  ilcmd, 
And  chcriih  in  his  brart  it*  blri^ht. 
At  !»■(  bis  besbh  beg^n  to  Tatl, 
Hn  frtth  tnd  glowing  cbepks  to  ptJv; 
And  in  hi§  eye*  th«  tears  unshed 
Did  hang  like  den  in  viol^tt  de»d« 

u  Wbal  ilk  the  boy  T'^  naid  f  iitog^a  : 
Be«tMiiroer'd,tighM*and  »ii*wcr*d  "^Natt^bt" 
She  ahook  ber  headland  then  fthe  liioiigbl 

M^hat  atl  bia  njaTady  couJd  m^tui; 
It  might  be  love  \  ber  m^id  was  £ur, 
Atul  Leon  had  a  Luving  air; 
She  walctied  ibem  with  ■  jed<iua  care. 

And  pla^ved  the  spy,  but  iiaiigbl  WW  Men; 
And  then  the  if  at  aware  Ml  Jirrt^ 
That  ahe,  not  knowing  it,  had  nurted 
Hii  memory  it  1 1  rt  gtew  n  purt^ 
A  heart  within  her  very  fa^art  I 

■  Tht  dtar  bf?p  Ijmtaiut, 

Thi  pagt  &f  Imogta : 

Bbe  loved,  but  owned  it  ncft  aa  yet; 
When  he  was  absent  ftbe  waa  kme, 
8ho  £i^]t  a  void  before  uttknonni 

Aiid  LieoQ  filled  it  when  tbey  met; 
She  called  him  twenty  time*  a  day, 
She  knew  no!  why,  abe  eould  k»oI  a«y ; 

8he  fretted  when  he  went  away, 

And  liied  ijj  aornMr  and  regret ; 

Sometimea  she  frowned  with  tiately  mm^ 
And  chid  bim  like  a  little  queen; 
And  then  mhe  iootbed  htm  meek  atid  mildf 
And  grew  aa  truqtful  m^  a  child^ 

Tkr  n€(U  KTibr  LtonaluM^ 
Tht  piigt  of  hm^en  ; 

She  wondered  that  he  did  not  n^ak, 
And  own  hijs  Inve,  if  tore  indeed 
U  was  that  made  his  spirit  bleed ; 

And  *be  bethought  her  of  a  freak 
To  tc^t  tbc  \^\ ;  *he  hade  him  write 
A  letter  that  a  maiden  might, 
A  billet  to  her  he«ri'«  ddigbt ; 

He  tt^k  the  pen  with  firijteri  weak, 
I'nknowinff  what  he  did,  and  wrotVi 
And  folded  op  and  sealed  the  mite  t 
Hhe  wrote  the  awpeiwripuon  rage* 
"*  For  Leon  ami,  LadyV  Fagei" 

Tht  hftppy  JjfonatmMf 
Tfit  p'Jfi:r  ft/  fjM<i;j#ii  ,* 

Tlie  pflge  of  Imogen  no  more, 

riyt  now  her  Iuvl%  her  lord,  ber  life, 
For  abe  bef^ame  HIa  wedded  wile. 

As  both  had  hoped  and  dreamed  before* 
He  udrd  to  ml  tieaide  her  feet. 
And  read  romance*  rare  and  iweel. 
And,  when  ahe  louc^hed  her  Inte^  rapatt 

Impnfflionet)  madngab  of  yore, 
I'plooking  in  her  face  the  white, 
ITdtil  fehe  stooped  with  lorio^  fmile, 
And  pfe««ed  her  melting  mcmlb  la  bia, 


That  insw^wK]  in  •  4fBamy  btlat— 
TAr  j^y^  Litmaim, 


A  DlRfie 

A  raw  frttl  stimmera  bad  mucbnct  thei, 

Aa  Ihey  touch  the  tttitt ; 
Koi  so  bright  as  thy  hair,  the  iamthine. 

Not  BO  RWeet  as  thy  v*ncr  the  lutff. 
Bushed  the  ^oicsp  abom  the  hair,  alt  la  over; 

An  urn  of  white  asbea  remains ; 
Nothing  ctfie  aave  the  Urara  in  oitr  f^M^ 

And  our  bitterest,  biitereal  pamsl 


We  garland  the  urn  wjth  while  i 

Bum  incenw  and  gum*  on  the  ailriM^ 

Play  old  tunea  with  the  aaddeiil  of  1 
Dear  tunesi  that  wore  thioe  t 

But  in  vain,  atl  in  rain  ; 

Thou  art  gone^-we  r«niaia ! 


THE  8HAU0W  or  THE  HANP- 

Vou  were  irery  eh  arming,  Mttdara, 

In  your  adks  and  ttaijna  ftne ; 
And  you  made  your  b*eni  drunken. 

Out  it  was  not  with  your  wjne  I 
There  were  r^jgrt  gatlania  in  doneita, 

There  met*  princes  of  the  land. 
And  they  would  have  p*iniihed  f*>r  you 

A  a  they  knelt  and  k  Wd  your  hand — 
Fwr  ihff  §aw  w>  If  am  vprm  tf, 
U  i^li  irmh  a  tttmcy  hantff 

But  (or  roe— I  knew  you  bettefi 

And,  while  you  were  Haunting  them, 
I  remomb«rf!d  H>mc  one  lying, 

Wtib  the  blood  on  hia  white  hair? 
He  waa  pleading  for  you,  Madam, 

Where  the  abriven  spiriu  htand  ; 
But  the  Book  of  liife  waa  darkened^ 

By  the  Shadow  of  a  Hand  t 
h  teat  tractng  four  jXTdiHom^ 
For  iki  blood  uptm  f  omr  lutnil  t 


A  SEREBf  ABE. 

Tqi  moon  is  muffled  in  a  doud« 
That  ibtda  the  I  over  V  *Ur, 

But  still  beneath  thy  balcony 
[  touch  my  aoft  gurtar» 

If  thou  art  waking.  Lady  dttr. 

The  fairest  m  the  land, 
Unhar  thy  wrraihM  latti^v  now, 

And  wata  thy  snowy  band. 

8be  hears  me  not ;  birr  apirit  Uaa 
In  trance*  mute  and  deep  ;— 

But  Muiiie  tum«  the  golden  hey 
Within  ibe  g»t«  of  Bleep! 

Then  lei  her  sleep,  and  if  I  fail 
To  pet  bur  tpint  free! 
/My  Bong  iihall  mingle  in  hr^x  dreim^ 
A  nd  she  will  drvaui  of  me  I 


r 


WILLIAM   ALLEN    BUTLER. 


Mn.  Bmtm  it  a  ton  of  BEmjiviw  F^trTLKiii 
fitly  AUnme^^Gpuenl  of  (he  United  Statei, 
and  long  conipfcnoiiA  in  public  afliiirs.  Re  wha 
bom  in  AlbaiiVp  in  1825,  and  ^ms  ^ycat«d  at  tho 
Nrw  York  rm^crftitv,  wbere  he  gr&duatin)  in  IF43* 
From  July,  iS46»to  Dec^aibctt  1MB,  he  tr^iffllJed 
in  KuTopc.  and  he  hoa  ^ince  been  4140c Uted  wjth 
bU  f«tt»cr  in  the  j^racUce  ot  the  luw,  in  t!ie  thy  of 
Ntw  York* 


THE  NEW  ARGONAUra 

Tii^i>j.T  the  good  dilp  m\U^ 

Acrom  the  «|iflrklin^  iea^ 
Tcnlay  the  north  cm  g*J^ 

An  bJo-winii  arwifl  and  &ee: 
Speeifi  tperd  her  distant  1*07, 

To  Oiat  &r  bnd  of  f  cild : 
A  richer  prke  we  seek  thin  thej. 

The  Argonftuti  of  old ! 

Who  goes  tritb  w  T  who  qutU  the  Lirenome  Rtioref 

And  Bails  where  Fortune  beckons  him  ftwsj ; 
Whef«  in  th&t  msrveJLou»  land,  in  virion  m-«. 

The  wcaltb  of  ypari  is  gathered  in  «  dftj  t 
Here,  bJil  and  tiouble  are  our  portion  itill. 

And  Itill  w irh  want  out  wtaij  irork  is  |iaid  ; 
8toiTlv  the  fthillingft  dmp  into  the  till. 

Small  are  the  profits  of  iiur  tedious  trade ; 
Tb<?rL%  Nature  proflVrs  with  unstinted  bunda, 

Tbi'  couriiitffw  wfulrh  the  wide  dornatn  eoDfiDe«^ 
Sprinkler  ihe  [nountiitn'>«treani«  with  golden  Mttd^ 

And  cii]\M  the  aiiventurer  to  exhaynUc^f  odiWK 
Come,  then*  with  ua *  whnl  afv  the  eharimi  of  bome, 

VVh^t  Mt  the  li[C«  of  friciida  or  kindred  worth ! 
Thithi^r.  oh  ihitlirr,  kt  our  footMepei^  r»arn — 

Thi^re  i^  the  Hden  of  our  fallen  earth ! 

Well  do  We  hiiU  ihc^  fee  of  tho*e  brood  laiida 
VVrritfd  fronj  feebler  bnndjv 

II y  iinr  own  swr^rd  and  *pesr; 
W\'\\  way  thr  weepinjLj  widow  be  connledf 
AnJ  ^rphjtn'd  ht^irb?  tht'ir  eeiHle«i  f^rief  wilbhold  ; 
Well  hnvr*  mir  h  mi  her*  -h^  their  H^blwxJ  bero, 
Sny,  i-<ntU\  ffttv  purdiaiie  at  a  pHca  too  dear^ 
Tbc«e  b^^nndk'w  aere^  of  uncounted  gotd  T 
Cotuir,  then!   it  m  tiMja^s 

T*j-il#¥  the  tjt^^l  hhip  »AiU» 
An. I  ^w^rt  iip>ri  Utr  WiV 

IMmw  nMt  th(i  iiiirlbt-m  KHtl^^ 
A  iwc'vraitiMEh  imice,  and  we 

Out  home  ward  courit-  aha  1 1  hM, 
\\  lih  fichtT  frriijLt  wUbln  than  tbefra, 
'I'lw  ArjL^anauU  of  old! 

Al  ***  *  r^r  lioni  *t  Irfhour  fram  buneat  enda  averiMl ; 
^|J3J»  *  iitf  iirir**ide4  left,  and  bdppjr  home*  deaertunl 


The  principal  litcTaiy  esoijjpcinjiiorpa  wf  Mr,  Brr* 
LEs  are  a  clasf»-poeTO  entitled  *•  The  Futuri^,"  pub* 
liihed  in  1846;  o<T»*ionnJ  contribution  to  ihd 
"  Demorraiic  Keiriew**  and  ■*  Litem ry  VVorb!,**  and 
a  «nmU  volume  of  lH<i  cbarartt  r  of  »  Reji^cte^d  Ad- 
dfesKa,"^  cnlitJcd  *'  tIarnuruV  Parnaivun'"*  Me  htu 
wit  atid  butnor.  and  a  natural  and  lle^ibldt  mty]t, 
abounding  in  fciidUtNiof  etpfeMion.  In  gent'rid 
h&  writoa  haaulj,  and  ^uiabM  a  picct  at  a  uiti0f;. 


Brightly  the  bubbta  flitlery  i  bftA;hl  in  the  diitsttic^ 

Tha  land  of  pmrtti#«  f  Ifutma ; 
Bui  ah<  th^  phantom  fortutiett  of  eii^cucfi 
*     LiTe  but  in  dreama ! 
Bt^bold  the  end  afar  i 

Dejond  thu  lirlgbt,  dea^}ilive  ctuudi 
Beneath  what  ilim*  malignant  *lar. 

Sails  on  Ihe  eaic^r  crowd ! 
Some  ia  mid-ocvan  \iv — 

Some  gain  thr  wifth*d<for  abordp 
And  graap  the  golden  ore,  [die  ! 

But  ficken  ai  tbey  grup,  and  where  they  atekeni 
Thcfehavetbe^  fouiul  be<idetht^  mountain  at rvarnn. 
On  daaolate  crmgi  where  the  wild  eagie  «civam% 
la  dark  ravine*  where  wantern  &>reaU  wava-^ 

Gold*  and  a  grave ! 
Some  for  the  ipendthriflN  eogcr  loueht 

^oti}e  for  the  miJ^rrV  hnmrded  gfore, 
Some  for  the  robbcr't  gruitp,  the  murdcrt^rV  cluttb, 
Heap  up  the  preeiuu«  ore,       [withered  ej^tv  I 
Dear  bought  with  lile'«  lo»t  ttrrngth,  and  the  heart'i 

Oh,  curaed  love  of  gold  ! 

Age  fallow  a  ig«. 
And  aliU  the  woHd'a  ilow  record*  are  uuruU'dt 

Pag^  afkt  |wge ; 
And  the  mmm  lale  i^i  lold— 
The  aame  unboly  dwei%  the  same  «ad  aeen«i  anftiM  t 
Whism  the  aiaaHt  n^a  knife  b  ibarpenM, 

tn  the  dark ; 
Where  Ilea  th«  mufder'd  man  in  the  niidnlgbf, 

Cold  and  rtark ; 
Where  the  alave  groana  and  quivera  undar 

Tbedriver'a  laah ; 
Where  the  keen^yed  ton  of  trade  m  barferbtf 

Honour  for  eaub ; 
W  btfv  the  Nonn  wiAh  l\w  tathtn  dc^of  iMrwwilb 

To  be  prUkerm; 
Where  the  maiilen  of  lit  lecn  weda  Ibe  tM  Riati 

F*pr  hit  arre' ; 
Where  the  ganibkr  itakca  Ilia  all  on  the  la^t  thr^w 

Of  the  diee  \ 
Wher«  the  stalntnan  br  hb  ewuntry  and  J  la  glory 

Seta  a  pfioe! 
Tb^re  are  thy  alTafa  vearM,  thy  trv^im  laU» 
Oh»  eunt^d  I0IV  of  goUl  t 


HENRY  W.  PARKER. 


[Im,  IM.] 


The  Reverend  Hbhrt  W.  PAmns  it  a  native 
of  Danby,  New  York,  and  waa  bom  in  18S6.  Hia 
mother  is  a  niece  of  the  late  Noah  Wsbstss,  and 
hia  father,  the  Reverend  Samuil  Parkbb,  of  Itha- 
ca, travelled  in  Oregon,  and  pnbliahed  in  1837  an 
account  of  hia  toar,  a  veiy  intereating  book,  in 
which  the  practicability  of  a  railroad  through  the 
Rocky  Moantains  wait  first  saggeated. 

Mr|  Parkkb  passed  his  early  yean  in  Ithaaw  a 
place  of  singular  beauty,  at  the  head  of  Cayuga 
Lake,  and  was  graduated  at  Amherst  College  in 
1843.  lie  subsequently  studied  divinity,  and  ia  now 
pastor  of  a  Presbyterian  church  in  Brooklyn. 


Hia  wife,  to  wboin  he  waa  married  id  1853.  ia  iIm 
author  of  a  work  entitled  <'8tar8  of  the  Weatera 
Work),"  and  he  haa  himaelf  written  much  in 
••  The  North  American  Review**  and  other  period- 
icals, beaideia  volame  of  •■Poema,*'  publiahed  at 
Anbara,  in  1850,  and  •The  Btoiy  of  *  Soot,**  a 
poem  read  befere  the  Utarary  aociattea  of  Hamiltoo 
College,  hi  1851. 

Mr.  Paekse  haa  a  lomriant  laocj,  a  ready 
apprehenaion  of  the  pietoraaquo  in  natora,  •  ma- 
ditative  taadwaesa,  and  meoamMMi  facility  of  var- 
aification.  In  aoma  of  his  piaeaa  thaia  ia  kvoMr, 
bat  thia  ia  •  quality  ha  doaa  Bol  aatn  10  cbariah. 


VISION  OF  SHELLEY'S  DEATH. 

The  wind  had  darkly  touched  the  outer  bay, 
A  looming  storm  shut  out  the  sultry  day. 
And  whiter  grew  the  distant  billows'  play. 

The  nearer  calm  a  single  sail  beguiled. 
And  at  the  helm,  with  features  feir  and  mild. 
Sat  one  whom  men  have  called  the  Eternal  Child. 
A  breath — a  breeze — the  tempest  strikes  the  sail ; 
It  fills,  it  stoops,  and,  swift  and  free  as  frail, 
It  flies  a  brosd-winged  srrow  from  the  gale. 
A  precious  host!  may  angels  speed  it  right? 
The  world,  in  shell  so  thin  and  form  so  slight. 
Hath  sU  its  hold  upon  a  mind  of  might 
He  lay  recline<l  in  noonday  dreams  no  more. 
He  pazod  no  longer  at  the  purple  shore, 
Nor  mused  on  roofing  skieji,  and  ocean's  fix)r.     ^ 
The  wizard  storm  invoked  a  truer  dream — 
Had  kindled  in  his  eye  it«  proudest  gleam. 
And  given  his  eagle  soul  a  grander  theme. 
No  ^ign  of  craven  fear  bin  lips  reveal; 
He  (inly  feeU  the  joy  that  heroes  feel. 
When  lighmirjgn  flauh  and  jarring  thunders  peal. 

The  lH)at  dipt  low ;  his  foot  was  on  the  helm ; 
The  deck  a  throne,  the  storm  his  genial  realm, 
He  dared  the  powers  that  nature's  king  o*erwhelm. 
The  gentle  eye  that  turned  from  man  sway. 
Now  nii>hed  in  answer  to  the  flashing  Mpray, 
And  ulaixed  in  triumph  o'er  the  foaming  bay. 
And  as  aloft  the  l>oat  a  moment  hung, 
TluMj  down  the  plunging  wave  wan  forward  flung. 
His  own  wild  Kong.  *'J*he  Fugitives,"  he  sung: 
Said  he,  ••And  Kee>t  thou,  and  hearest  thou?" 
Cried  h.',  "And  fearest  th«>u.  and  fearest  thou? 
A  pil.it  I'Oid,  1  trow,  shouM  follow  now."  .... 
The  sail  wa-i  torn  and  trailing  in  the  nea, 
The  water  flood. -d  o'er  the  dipping  lee. 
And  tlonji)  il'.e  rux-^t  in  maddest  revelry. 
It  r  .:fitrd.  with  the  li«)uid  load,  and  fant 
\\  nit  d.twii;  the  manneri*  afloat  were  cast, 
Ai.d  loi!«ler  roared  and  laughed  the  mocking  blast 


A  mouMnt,  and  no  tnea  of  man  or  apar 
la  la(t  to  itrew  tho  path  that,  iioar  and  far, 
la  whiriad  in  htm  boDoath  tha  looipait'a  oar.  •... 
A  BMMMiit  iBora,  and  OBO  palo  fiMaa  appoand. 
And  feuily  lookod  tfw  oyoa;  no  atonn  oaraarad. 
And  all  tha  pteea  with  syHie  Gghl  w«  ephaiod. 
Aroand  him  alept  a  cirdiBf  i^ooa  of  wato; 
It  aeamad  tha  otyotal  pavamant  of  •  eavob 
And  aU  abont  ho  hoard  tho  watoia  ravo. 
He  aaw  thofln  waving  liko  a  afton  tont— 
Behold  thorn  feU,  aa  tocka  of  bofyi  rant* 
And  lago  liko  liona  fiooi  o  niaitjr  pant. 
A  aodden  life  began  to  thriD  hia  vaina; 
A  atrange  new  fiHoe  hia  ainking  weight  mttaingi 
Until  he  seemed  released  from  mortal  chains. 
He  looked  above — a  glory  floating  down  — 
A  dazxiing  face  and  form  —  a  kingly  crown — 
With  blinding  beauty  all  his  senses  drown. 
As  tearful  eyes  may  see  the  light  they  shun. 
As  veiling  mists  reveal  the  dear-shaped  sun. 
Ho  knew  the  crucified,  transfigured  OxK. 
In  that  still  pause  of  trembling,  blissful  sight. 
He  woke  as  from  a  wild  and  life-long  night. 
And  through  his  soul  there  crept  a  holy  light. 
A  blot  seemed  feding  from  his  troubled  brain, 
A  doubt  of  God — a  madness  and  a  pain — 
Till  upward  welled  his  trustful  youth  again; 
Till  upward  every  feeling  pure  waa  drawn. 
As  nightly  dews  are  claimed  again  at  dawn. 
And  whence  they  gently  come  are  gently  gone. 
He  gazed  upon  those  mercy-beaming  eyea, 
Till  recognition  chased  away  surprise. 
And  he  had  feith  from  heaven  to  slowly  rise — 
To  rise  and  kneel  upon  the  glaasy  tide. 
While  down  the  Vision  floated  to  his  side. 
And  stooped  to  hear  what  less  he  said  than  sighed: 
**0h  Truth,  Love,  (rcntlcness!  I  wooed  and  won 
Your  essences,  nor  knew  that  ye  are  Oxi ; 
Oh  crowned  Truth,  receive  thine  erring  son!*' ... 
The  gentle  one,  whose  thought  alone  was  wrong— 
The  Eternal  Child  amidst  a  cherub  throng. 
Was  wafted  to  the  Home  of  Love  and  Song. 

en 


JOHN  ESTEN  COOKE. 


JoffH  EiTt^i  Cooks,  ion  of  John  Rogkiis  aoil 
SlxftU  pENDLKTOsr  CooKS^  And  brothpr  of  Lhe 
•Htfaor  of  ''ffotwArt  BjilUd^/'  t^m  bom  in  Win- 
ch«ftteT,  Frthleric  wnitity,  Vir^nU,  on  the  ihird  of 
^orember,  1830;  wu  Uk«fi  to  Gleogaiy,  hb  Ta- 
tWrV  e«tflte«  near  lb«t  town,  And  tivedi  tlitir  uiUil 
Ih*  d<*tTtictH>r)  of  the  boii«e  by  fire,  in  1939,  when 
tbe  fitmiiy  removed  lo  Richmond,  whkh  bai  ever 
nnce  brrn  hit  home.  HAvjng  Atodi^d  the  I  aw,  in 
the  offiee  of  hin  lAther,  he  wsa  Admitted  to  thm  bAT, 
and  continOGA  in  tbe  practice'  of  the  profi^^sion* 

Mf*  C'cii^Rit**  firtt  work  wu  "  LeAther  8t*M?iing 
And  Sitk.''  which  AppcAred  in  1353.  tl  ij  «  ttarj 
of  pruvitidA]  hfc  in  VirginiA^  as  it  i*  repfe«i?oled 
Id  the  lr*diliojj«  which  cluster  around  Mariinfi- 
tiorg.  It  ii  remtrkHbEe  lor  pirloresque  groupiDg 
uid  drtmil^e  litiiAtJoni,  for  RimpJe  tourhc«  of  na* 
lure.  And  gentiD  pat  hew.  This  wah  foUowe^J  in 
1654  b J  **The  Virginia  Corned  ran  a.  Of  ihe  Old 
Dayi  of  the  Old  Dominion/*  in  which  ia  pre«ent«d 
m  cmieSully  atadicd  And  fineij  colored  picluce  of 


I 


EXTRACTS  FROM  **STANZAa^' 


For  fonif  I  though  I  the  dreadful  Jaj 
Which  rtibhcd  me  of  rnj  py  And  pcAce^ 
Had  palsied  mo  with  tucb  diiceaoe, 

Aa  never  more  muld  p<i£8  twij : 

But  Nature  whimpered  low  and  Aw«et: 
*'t>h  hfarl!  struck  J  own  wiib  de«p  deipffllr, 
The  f^OAl  jji  near,  tbe«i*  triala  aro 

hui  l^ckoriing'fi  to  the  SAViora'a  feet'* 

And  then,  *'  Even  pot  your  grief  in  word*, 
lilt'  »ouJ  expeodi  itMlf,  •«  teara 
Fliiw  iflcr  itorma;  the  bope«of  yeafa 

Rise  itronger  than  the  btridmg  cords, 

"  Oh  Ji^oul !   these  are  the  triala  meet 
Ti^  fit  ihee  for  the  nobler  alrife 
W  ith  Evil  tbrx^yi^b  the  liounda  of  Life; 

Pore  AlCfl  ie  from  the  fymaco-heAt 

** Shrink  noli  a  nobler  self  k  wrought 
FrMfn  (Hit  the  «hnc:k,  more  gmnd  and  fAtr: 
Mafih  otj,oh  Heart!  thrtiogh  loti  And 

The  gTAod  result  ia  cheapJy  bought  T* 


I  bear  amand  me  echoinsf  foet — 
The  ilm  of  ritici,  never  atill  — 
The  rlinking  pur<e  wo  toil  to  fjfl  — 

The  quick  accoat  when  mere  htm  ta  i&mI^* 


Virginia  aociety  juat  before  the  retotution,  Tha 
book  in  ihoroygbly  demoiTrAlic  ami  America  Hi  and 
aboundfl  with  natural  delineationi  of  ehftrnmer, 
brilJ ian t  dialog^u f ,  a nd  gra phi r  d cwcriplio n .  t n  tb e 
Bam*  /ftaf  he  pnhJin-rd  "l^hc  V'oullj  of  J*'1lVnHin/' 
in  all  re«pect«,  pcfhapi)  hii  bctt  noveb  FU*  found- 
ed on  aom«  of  the  «taleiiman'H  early  letterN,  and  ia 
a  grae«ful  and  romantic  drama,  th«  pentonagea 
of  which  Afo  diatinctty  drawn,  and  in  their  dificr- 
enC  wajs  all  in  tempting.  In  iBSfi  b#  publtJ^hed 
"Elbe,  or  the  Human  Comedy/' 

Mr.  CooKs'ii  povm9  haY«  app^ar^l  in  the  'Litp- 
mj  Meaaanger"  and  olbor  aouthem  pcriikbcalii. 
The  longeat  and  tnmt  remarkable  of  them  bai  but 
the  unexpresaive  title  of  ^'  Stanza,'"  and  itx  pubjf*^! 
and  atyie  will  remind  the  reader  of*  noblr  work  of 
tfa  e  mo«t  popular  tiding  poet  of  E  ngtand,  U  ia,  how« 
eirer.  An  original  per^rmanc«,  atfuplc,  natural,  and 
touching,  and  e^ery  vrr^e  vtndtcatea  tta  genuineneaa 
aj  an  eitpresaion  of  feeling.  Hta  minor  piffren  are 
cabinet  pielurta,  executed  with  taate  mnd  akiU. 


Tha  wagona  rauling  oVr  the  way  — 
The  drayman  calling  to  hia  hora««- 
The  aoctioncrr,  with  uttemnco  huarao 

Cry  in  yon  houae  of  duaky  gray  — 

The  claih  of  armM  minds,  aloof, 
Rccotind  ihrough  legislative  btlU- 
Th«  indignant  echo  of  the  walk  - 

The  nothingneaa  that  abakaa  the  rool. 

And,  near  the  bustle  of  the  couria 
Where  law*s  condottieri  wagt 
Th«  fight,  with  pavion,  well-paid  ragi»^ 

Below,  the  ahipi  draw  toward  the  porta. 

From  all  I  turn  with  w^ary  heart 

To  that  green  mountain  land  of  tbJIM, 
Where  tranquil  tuna  uncloudod  «hin«i 

And  to  the  abode  where  now  thou  art. 


The  deep  alarum  of  the  drum 
Reaounda  in  yonder  busy  atreet. 
The  horaca  mot-e  on  resLle«  feet. 

And  every  urchin  cj-irs,  **'l"hey  ooina  V* 

With  which  the  trorn[»et  blares  Aloud 
And  braaen-throated  boma  reply  t 
The  incense  of  tha  melody 

Float*  upward  Uke  a  golden  dou^ 

And  like  the  boy*a  my  soul  is  fired. 
And  half  (  graap  the  empty  air, 
With  dreama  of  liala  and  ladi<ii  fair, 

Aa  ia  the  daya  when  I  aapind* 


M 


WILLIAM  CROSWELL   DOANE. 


[BmnIML] 


Tbe  Revereiid  Wiluam  C.  Doavs,  A^^  ■»- 
coimI  M>n  of  the  Right  Reverend  GiOBOB  W. 
DoANB,  D.D.,  LL.  D.,  was  born  in  Boiton,  in 
March,  1832 ;  graduated  at  Burlington  College, 
in  1830 ;  ordained  deacon,  by  his  father,  in  Mardi, 
1853 ;  and  is  now  aaaiiitant  minister  of  St  Maiy'a 
Churdi,  Burlington,  of  which  hia  fiUher  ia  th« 


GREY  CLIFF,  NEWPORT.* 

What  striveat  thou  for,  oh  thou  moat  mighty  oeatn. 

Rolling  thy  ceaseleta  sweeping  surft  ashore  1 
Canst  thou  not  stay  that  restless  wild  commotion  1 

Must  that  low  murmur  moan  for  evermore  1 
Yet  thou  art  better  than  our  hearts,  though  yearning 

Still  for  some  unattain^,  unknown  land; 
Thou  still  art  constant,  evermore  returning. 

With  each  fresh  wind,  to  kiss  our  waiting  atrand. 
Oh,  heart !  if  restless,  like  the  yearning  ocean. 
Like  it  be  all  thy  waves,  of  one  emotion ! 

Whither,  with  canvaswings,  oh  ship,  art  sailing- 
Homeward  or  outward-bound,  to  ahora  or  aaaf 

What  thought  within  thy  strong  sides  is prevailing» 
Hope  or  despair,  sorrow  or  careless  glee? 

Thou,  too,  art  like  our  hoortn.  which  gayly  seeming, 
W  idi  hope  haiU  wt,  to  catch  each  freshening  breeze. 

In  truth  art  sad,  with  tears  ami  trials  teeming — 
P»'rl;:nis  to  ^ail  no  more  on  life's  wild  Kcas. 

Oh.  heart!   while  sailing,  like  a  ship,  remember. 

Thou,  too,  may'st  founder,  in  a  rough  December! 

Why  •>  our  white  arms,  ye  w indmi I ls,are  ye  crossing 

In  sad  succession  to  thee\ening  hreew, 
As  though  within  your  pray  old  heads  were  tossing 

Thoughts  of  (\iiigue,  and  longings  after  esse? — 
But  ye  are  better  than  our  hearts,  for  grieving, 

()\er  your  cares,  ye  work  your  destined  way. 
While  they,  their  mdemn  duties  weakly  leaving. 

In  heiples.H  liorrow  ueep  their  lives  away. 
Oh,  heart !  if  like  those  hoary  giants  mourning. 
Why  not  be  taught,  by  their  instructive  warning! 


MY  FATIIi:U\>  FIFTY-THIRD  BIRTU-DAY. 

A  YF AR  of  stir,  and  storm,  and  strife, 

H  IS  mixed  the  snows  of  time 
With  t!ie  ^harp  hail  t)f  thickening  cares 

\'\ion  t!iy  brow  sublime. 
But  M't  the  firm  untlaunted  step 

'i'hat  marks  the  might  of  truth  — 
The  eye  undimmed,  the  fearless  heart. 

Are  llune,  as  in  thy  youth. 


rector,  and  adganct  profoaaor  of  EngUah  literatnr*, 
and  inatmctor  in  A^glo-8ai<Ni»  in  Bnrlingtoa 
CoUego.  Hia  poetical  prodnetioiM  have  been  pab- 
liafaed  in  •«Tha  BAWooaiy,''  of  which  ha  was  Iba 
editor,  and  in  other  newapapera.  They  are  medi* 
tathre,  graoefiUt  and  frncifiilp  end  pramiae  e  great 


And  aa  the  tree  Ihet  iMla  the  fde 

The  fiereaat  and  Ibe  ftnt, 
Gtiatena  the  aoonest  fai  the  eoi^ 

Through  ecatterad  elena  deoda  barrty— 

80,  when  the  ftlae  worid*e  atiifc  ia  done 


ilighl 


The  brighteat  been  eCheeWn'e  4 
About  thy  head  ahaU  pb^l 


SHELLa 


i 


•  M  V  fcbUr'i 


Fae  cot  at  aea  a  tiny  beet 

Hea  aet  ila  tiny  aaO, 
And,  awiAly,  aee  it  onward  fleet. 

As  freshens  still  the  gale. 
A  rainbow  in  it  must  have  slept 

To  lend  it  tints  so  fair. 
Or  loveliest  angel  o*er  it  wept  — 

A  pearl  in  every  tear. 
Fairer  than  pen  of  mine  can  tell 
8ails  on  that  fearless  tiny  shell. 

Deep  in  the  chambers  of  the  sea. 

Where  storied  mermaids  dwell, 
A  palace  stood :  and  seemed  to  me. 

Its  every  stone  a  shell ; 
And  oh,  what  glorious  hues  were  they 

That  sparkled  on  my  eyes. 
Of  blue  and  gold,  and  red  and  gray. 

Like  tinU  of  western  skies ! 
As  violets  sweet  in  loveliest  dells. 
So  blushed  unseen  those  beauteous  shells. 

Thus,  on  the  sea,  and  *neath  ita  waves 

Those  tinctured  sea-gems  lie. 
Like  tombstones  set  to  mark  the  graves 

Of  low-born  men  and  high; 
And,  when  they  rest  upon  the  shore. 

In  wealth's  luxuriant  ease. 
They  sound  to  us  the  solemn  roar 

They  learned  beneath  theseaa, — 
As  exiles,  though  afar  they  roam, 
8till  sing  the  songs  they  learned  at  home.* 


*  ricued  Ukfj  reuMinber  their  sofost  abodes. 
Ad41  Bumar,  ss  Um  oassn  marmiirs  ibtnT 
WALTsa  SAVAaa 

•n 


%  Smhq  of  %  Jittralnrt  id  t^e  tEnittb  HsitSt 

BT  MUWUB  WZLKOT  OBXSWOLD. 
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THE  POETS  AND  FOETBT  OF  AHEBICA, 

BT  SVFUS  W.  «B1»W*IA 

Cmdatnmg  Si^S^ptit^  anb  Critxtal  9<SR^»  mb  i||<  bit  T^uau  af  ill  f(p  but  l^mh. 

StlTMMMTM  MDUTOML 

WITH  PORTRAITS,  ON  STEEL,  OP  DANA,  BRYANT,  PERCIVAL,  LONtPELLOW, 

C^ntoUj  wTtwd,  rMnrnogsdy  moeh  MUuitd,  and  broa^ 


t,  rot,  COOKE,  LOWELL,  TAYLOI. 

dowBtothtjwrUH. 


>^^^^^^^«»<»»^>*»«WM^ 


Drcm  Baron  TvoiaacK  Voir  Raomo,  ^iVvMte. 

"  It  la  perfiMiBiBir  ftralmbte  wtyIm  wbca  •  au  «riMiaMi<  tefcr* 

aallM  make*  a  ntubte.  wetl-aMOftod  nltellM,  aad gaMn the  M«i4 

•r  r»c«i7  in  hU  ramble*  thro«fk  tktm  gnrm  tnm  whkh  toalckt 


mktnrim  be  drtwrfd  by  thdr  ia— <l<y.    Saehwrrlo 
«wcd  b7  Mr.  <3utwou>  la  kit '  Pmu  umI  PMrtry  «r  Ai 

F)rom  the  Xno  York  Cburier  and  Mit^minr. 

*«Wc4o«bt  whether  there  te  Metber  aaa  la  AiMriaa wha OMdi 

kava  been  feand  to  deveU  *e  aiaah  tadaetfjr.  aot  ta  m^  indfrnj,  as 

vaeeallv^fioriamwhanaadertaklaff.    Bare  we  are  that  aaaaekaaa 


■eali  have  been  fbaad  who  weald  havadeae  H  aa  wdL' 
Frr,a»  the  Acw  rmrk  Steming  I^d. 
-  The  editor  baa  ezeeated  hie  taak  with  ladaelfT.  MD,  a»d  taHa. 
Va  BMia  io  this  eouotry  is  mhahljr  *e  IhMlUar  wtth  thia  hraaeh  aT 
laMTleaa  Uteratun,  aec  eally  1b  retard  t»  ita  aMat  aaelMt,  h«l  aMat 
ataeare  aathere." 

From  1h»  Alhanif  Ertming  Jtmamal. 
••  Ve  e«nectloD  of  Artcrtcaa  poetry  at  all  eaaiaafBhla  ta  it  !■  ailwl, 
aawpkuuaea.  or  (eueral  awrlt,  haa  arar  baea  I— ad." 


^nm  ttt  iWirft  Amarimn  JBwJiwl  (Iw  1L  F. 
•*  Mr.  Onavow  haa  BMaaaiit  M  v«il  hi  Ma  %•*  • 


aeaaaad»teediMi>iiHiBt  iwimA  aatiwrt  awidal 
MaarawarthjaTpnlBaihlBdMnMliaaBitMBpMlaMvai 
taaaaiad  ftr|^«Mr  atrcn  tfeMi  ba  feMMMMlMii^  aai  Ma 


"Walfctektetfela  hwUihl  iiliBUfcaw 


•'Mr.OBMVow^vaekbkMH   ~ 


Ha  lienHM  ■■■  prfw  «C 


*•  Tha  arMcBl  «A  Mip^MMl  Mitaaia  taK  M 


[VBABLT  BSADT.] 

THE  FEMALE  POETS  OF  AHSBICA, 


Coninimng  rritnbeb  (Critical  anb  Siograp^xcal  JfoticM,  brit^  foems,  C^nmologtcalls  ^nangA. 

FIFTH  EDITION:    COKTIKUED   TO   18BC 
WiOi  I\trira\tt  on  SUd,  of  Maria  Brooki,  iVanoet  S.  Otgood,  Miot  Chrey,  JuKa  Ward  Jlowt,  dc 


Fifim  thf  \rw  Tnr\-  Tribintf. 
"  V.TT  nr*  s'-.A  \,-t\  r.pi->-.li««.  and  \erT  LiKh  ■bUitlea  are  rrqalred 
fort'  .••'.  I  -tiii.ii.t\'i->'i*>(j  ofthr  wbolfriiri'tliiratoriiteratarr— that  ex- 
plorii.  I. -rtvit  In.  itri<l  ritfr.  ai.il  inland  lakf.nith  all  ihetrt«l«n4« 
-f.  »t  (■!•  •  .i<  ■•  ;>:•  rt  |ir.«ri'iiU'»n  f-f  f^Tj  pn  uitrirtiy  of  tbr  sobjevia 
*>f  f  -..  I  1  .v.  ••  »;j  .1 1  f.iiihful.  •ilritH'yn  Biiticu«— aed.  abor^  all. 
thi-  .•••  I.;  I  ?  <■(  It  ■  u|.(  ;o  In  one  htiioricnl  Pirt lire '•€  national  c«nitt«, 
m>..  ',  ..'.  ■•.  .n.ir. '.(  I  y-j  ti«-  tiiifrrri""  whirh  Dr.  (;iU!iwoLn  ha*  e»- 
•aM  '  :»i,  J  H'.icii  >•  !.»•  »<>  jnK<^«»fullT  accMBpli-hrd  bjarombtoa- 
lir-  ff  ,•!■.. w'.- irr:ir  '.  •  ViM  a«  um'omtnoii  a«  »•  U  dHljthlftjI.  Hli  Moirra- 
pt:>^:i.::rr  'I  r*  iti-- '  i\  a  rrrat  debtor  M-irit  and  tiKt.  IIIt<Tlti<Uina 
e\h  1  •:  i ;!  •.".■:,'h  f.i :.  i.irrin  with  thi*  «riltr|;ii «  hkh  be  reviews,  and 
an>  Mn.fi.  ■".  1  ■*.'»i  '.  t  ■.I*  iiit.'r*  «nd  |»fn-^pilon(i  kindred  is  tbelrdrll- 
r»r^  nil.)  .1  'ttr  »-i;ti  It :  t  iii'>;ir»tloulriini  wbich  tb<<vpr«e4thviB«clvi-« 
hatr  r,<ii<.|.  Tlicv  nr<>- arvhtnu.  tiutlifi!!,  romprrhcnaire.  aad  cao- 
did  iL  th.Mr  .  >.A-ai'i.T.  aud  al»fc>*  graceful  and  clt^caat  In  •tjle." 

F.ynr  f,'iiiJ.rm'$  Amrrimn  M*mlhli/  Miiffarint. 
•or  all  Mr.  (;i.r^w.i :  •<.  v«r1nii«  «firk«.  Ibe  prriimt  prlarc*  the  (mt- 
f«l  fl  in.;>>i  f,.-r  dii?  •)!■)•■..  Hnd  \>f*i  drinon«tratn  Uie  mlDUlfi^a 
nod  •.':••■  \-i-if -T  I'.'  kii>»I<-l<w  of  Anirri'-Mn  liir  nature.  Verv  few  of 
th»-»-'n''.  im,  i;.^|  i.i  th'<  riill«vtl'>n  hiive^\-r  piil>lt«bed  edftionaof 
thni  •ri.:  ><».  ui.d  .1  <•■  '..i.li-ral  'r  porlii>n  oTlhf  n^rt  wa*  publiabed 
anon  Til.'  •'•!>.  T;  .  Kittr.  Mcrt-Tf^rr.  of  co:ir«tini{  tb*  material*  of 
N»(k  III*  )  i<>tcra(>hi-  *  ai.d  il"  tllti«tra'l»«  rxtrarts.  ma»t  ba«c  br^aof 
thai  ard  nnn  and  >r  .u<l'>t.*  Vind  uhlrb  Aoly  eniba«ia«m  fhr  the  avb- 
j«vi  r.-(itd  hatr  i><)«'a-i«-d.  The  volume  !■  an  ImpMrtaDtnriflnal  con- 
trl>  utlmi  in  ihi>  III'  rar.«  i  i>t<  rr  of  the  conntrj,  and  noHotlT.  *bo«e 
Bitn>l  i«  t.«<(  ifi>  ijriMr  »i(i4>i-d  \'f  prfji>dicr.  ran  make  diaalatilarMT 
of  <-|>ii.'.<>'i  Mitli  rrir<irl  Xf>  sirnif  of  tb#  JudcnieDta  r«pr«wed  in  the 
b<vk.  a  .rr.'ii.d  f-iT  <1  '.\\t,i  I**  icnrnU  abillir.  h<»o«MT.  and  valae. 
llo«t  't  th-  I  ...it.bN  kn-  »trinly  urw.  and  IhU  fWrt  of  lloelf  if  aulB' 
eirni  t.>  .|  .ti.[>  th>-  t.rlr  •I'h  thut  rharacr^mhicb  diatlngvUhoabook* 
of  orL,-i>i^'.  f-'Tjnt.  rem  m«r«  icmpllatiooa. " 

J'T'im  >Io:ii.ii*  ami  Wiuju'n  ifontf  Journal, 
"  Dr.  GB^woint,.^  )«  rf'.rnirj  tbedulir*  of  hivnadertaUaf  witha 
dDlgnK-r.  a  La«tt-.  and  a  <t;M-rlnilnatlan  which  w«  doubt  whether  any 
other  man  In  th;«  (<>>ii  It\  cnuU  bare  equalled.  The  aelertioaa  are 
oopinaaand  jii!ir,oij4.  ab!  tb*  critlei«n*  upon  them  are  delicate  aad 
Jaat.  A  Ki^at  d>-a:  (f  ir-.uMe  bat  ob^ioualr  beeti  taken  lo<A«alo  ma- 
ierial«  for  the  work.  at.  1  tn  t>rlDx  toeeibrr  arcurate  infarmatloa  la 
recard  u>  fl.r  author*.     A  lerr  Unte  p.>rtinQ  of  the  poema  have  been 

ereot»th<-  rdiu.r-'^,  rr.*iT  for  thi*  rttllccti<«B.    The  work  hae  therw- 
re.  to  a  treat  rt'rbi.  the  value  of  an  oriflaaJ  predaetlaa,  by  tha 
MBbtocd  tITorU  ot  our  female  poets." 


[  From  the  SotitJmn  Literary  Metttnarr. 

'      "  The  irreat  and  obtiotu valae ofMr.  OaMwoLn'a  series  sf  iiilniaia 
.  as e«llecUont  of  the  beet  specimens  la  each  departaieot,  and  as  rerofda 
of  fket.  not  awre  in  relalkn  to  books  thaa  to  their  autbora— iiaa  la 
aome  measnre  orcrabadooed  the  more  Important  nterit  of  the  serle« : 
'  for  ibry  bate  often,  and  in  fkct  very  feaeraliy,  the  |«ftttlte  Btcrtta 
,  ofdbcriminativecriticismaiidef  hoMwty— aiwayathe  BM»rencKatiea 
'  merit  of  atrona  eommoo  sense,    la  the  work  aow  rspocially  befree  na 
■  he  has  d.me  him«elf  no  lem  credit  thaa  ho  has  done  to  tJie  anmeraws 
I  poeu  whcHa  he  discnssco,  aad  wboas  he  now  irst  introdnres  to  the 
pait.'Ie.    We  sre  glad  for  bis  sake  to  pern  Ire  that  he  ha*  teen  at  tha 
I  paint  of  doing  what  Northern  eritlea  seem  to  bo  at  in  at  |«liia  ncter 
to  do—  that  is.  Jnnire  to  pootcsaea  who  have  not  had  the  good  fertaaa 
to  be  bom  In  the  North." 

F'mn  the  Norih  Amniaxn. 
"  This  splendid  volnme.  which,  la  the  beauty  of  Ma  typoaraphy  aai 
emboli  irb  menu.  e<|aals  the  rlehest  speelmena  or  boohmakiug  which 
lu  publisliers  have  given  ns.  Is  destined  nndoubiedl*  to  a  pviMlarity 
as  great  as  hst  been  awarded  to  any  of  Mr.  Gnmwuui'a  works.  It  u 
an  emdite  aad  elaborate  review  of  the  eoatrlhutivns  of  Aaierkan  w^ 
men  to  that  drpanmentoT  Utemtnre  in  wbirh  woihca  may  t«  ex> 
peeted  to  win  the  grealei^  trinmph*.  It  Is  U\\  of  eurioua  and  rnter. 
talaing  information,  and  genial  aad  elegant  criticism  ;  and  smoog 
iu  eoctenu  are  nearly  one  hnadrod  new  poems,  by  our  moa  disils* 
gniahed  feaMla  writers." 

From  thf  Frondemce  Journal. 
"  Xo  man  Is  hMter  fitted  than  Mr.  Oamwota  for  the  taaa  whirh  ha 
has  assumed.  A  laboriona  student,  a  Boo  scholar,  and  a  keen  rrttla. 
he  has  entered  opoa  It  with  the  enthusiasm  wbloh  marks  all  his  llt^ 
rary  undenakiotra.  and  has  carried  It  through  with  the  a— tisi  which 
always rrownstheia.    His stiectlsas  have  boea  mode  with  great  Jadg. 


uMvt  aad  good  u-u.  aad  with  a  view  net  onlv  ta  the  ethildtlon  of 
fkir  speriaMus  of  the  style  ef  eaah  aathar,  hut  ta  tha  tarlcty  aa4 
eemplcteaess  of  the  whole  work." 

f)rom  th*  Albinm. 

"  Mr.  OarnvroLn  has  altogether  doaa  his  portloa  of  the  work  with 

skill  aad  Judgment ;  aad  the  Amerfcaa  wsmea  are  much  iadebtei  ta 

him  fbr  potUng  their  genlaa  aad  ahilhlea  thaa  fhvseahly  bedsra  tha 

puhUe.    The  book,  la  sheet,  has  oar  hearty  reeammeadatlea." 

From  thf  Ahrark  Daily  Ath^rUttr. 

••  The  latroduetary  Moaraohl    -  -      - 
critical  seumea  and  dlaerimla«< 


lact  with  poetla  mlad." 


ttiaa  that  might  haevperied  ftwm  a  pas 
larpaaad  hj  aaa,  aai  paUshcA  ky  ana 
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BACON'S  OOBIFLEIE  WOBKB. 


The  Complete  Works  of  Frtade  Baeoa,  Lofd  ChtMdtor  of  ffhii 
A  oew  oditioBy  witli  m  Lift  of  tko  JUthor.    Bj  Baml  ItaRMW,  lof* 

la  three  voloBot,  royal  oetavo.    CtoCl^ «§750 
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Thx  Wayerlet  Noyxls. 

The  Waforley  Novela,  eoafOola  te  itt  vttaMaf  enliiiiig  At  ffhtia 
of  the  woffM-reaowaod  lloftia  of  Star  WAunes  Sort.   Im  dbo  ckaapoal 

form  ever  offered  Ibr  lalo*    Paper  oo?tfa» 888 

Cloth  backf, 8  88 

Full  cloth, 6  00 

Full  bound  in  aheep, 6  00 

Waverley  Novels  (Fine  Edition). 

The  Waverley  NoTels,  in  fiTe  ▼olomea— rame  tjrpe  as  the  last  edition— 

on  fine  white  paper.    Cloth,  extra  gilt, 7  60 

Calf  backa,  extra, 10  00 

Or  in  twenty-five  parts — each  KotoI  complete  ia  one  part,  in  paper 
biodiog.    Price  25  cents  each. 


Sir  Walter  Scott's  Completk  Works. 

The  Workt  of  Sir  Walter  Scott— incloding  the  Waverley  NotoIs— all  his 
Prose  Works— and  all  his  Poetical  Worka — ^with  hia  Life,  by  J.  G. 
LocKHAar,  Esq.  ConUining  the  whole  of  the  eoateata  of  the  Edia- 
burgh  edition  in  ninety-eight  Tolnmes.    Complete  ia  tea  Tolamesy 

octavo.    Cloth, 10  00 

Sheep,  II  68 

Calf  backs, 16  00 


PARRY  k  MeMlLUN'S  PUOtlCATlOHS. 


Po«in«|  hj  T*  BDCBAHAii  Read.    A  a«w  «dilioii.    In  one  Tdlume,  lSina*» 

olotli^   ,        . «    1  00 

'^  3tnMif  J)r  lAbocd  witk  pcwtie  ff«fiLita.^*»£3tn  ChA^^i  ^?»mal 


Annb  Boletk,  by  Borze. 


k4:.    Cbtb. 


TSI  PODESTA'i  BArOHTEE* 

TJi«  F«d««U*i  Diiu(fht«r,  aad  oth«f  MJioelltnftatii  Poemt*    Bf  Gvo&oi 


75 


fa 


Poets  akd  Poetet  of  America. 

Th«  Po«U  Udd  Poetry  of  Am«ric«  {  embraeiog  S«1«ftiO0«  Tri^m  the  F^^trt* 
kal  LitcTtture  of  tbo  Uoited  ^UUm^  from  the  linde  af  lK«  ^tevulutioft^ 
With  t  Prolimintrjr  £««tj  on  th»  pTogr«*i  tad  Contlilton  of  ro«lr|  in 
thie  Codfitf  J — and  Biograpliici]  and  Critical  Noticci  ol'  the  moal  am^ 
neot  Poeta.  6j  RtJrcri  W.  GftiifrotD.  7W(^A  fd^f^aii*  Jji  one  fol- 
itm«,  <^ctJiTo,  doth,  .t.t**».«.SCW 
Tiirkej  morocco, «        *        *        *        *dW) 

*' A  wvrk  enttrcTjr  without  a  riTal  in  Ita  d«p«tfiB«Bt  and  Apt  wbirb  lli*rB  Haa 
for  ^ran  e^iti^  a  marktrd  and  1nei«a*«4  nH0i>ait>',^— Mifi«it*J  Utf^nrw. 
''Thr  b«iie4Lieetioaof  AourieaD  {K>etry  that  baa  bean  laadv.''^^^.  Y.  Ami* 


Toe  Prose  Writees  of  America. 

The  Pro<e  Writer  of  America*    With  a  Hdtthj  of  th*  InleTliclAal  Ili»^ 
tory^  CaadilioBi  ind  ProipetU  of  iKc  Counttjr.     Hj  Rorvi  WiLBtff 

GKtj«woLi>.   Dhtstrated  wKb  PorinJtB  n'om  orif  InaUnialB*  NitPidUim* 
Complete  in  one  toJuidOi  oqtttOi  cloth^        *        •        •        *        •        ,    3  00 
Tmkey  moToccOy  ettr^i  i        .        ^        *        .        .        .        .1100 

"^  Wb  dHtn  ibii  t>mik  bf  till  odda  tb«  &«»(«/ ^i  kkud  fkntbaa  rt«r  ttun  iaftiMd," 
—NY,  CoUfirr  and  Bnq«inr, 


Washinoton's  ADMnfisTRATioar. 

MetnoiM  of  the  Ailminietfatioii  of  WMhio|rirtn  and  John  Ad«ina,     Edilid, 
froio  the  Fapcra  of  Oliver  Wolcotl,  SacreUrj  uf  the  Treaturj,  hj^ 

GjcoftCE  GtDM.     Two  roltimeaj  DcUro,  cloth,      .         •         *         •         *    5  DO 


I 


PARRY  k  MCMILLAN'S  PUBLICATIONS, 


MEMoms  ov  Marie  A^toinsttjs* 

MflinoifB  ar  ihn  Coyn  of  Man^A^toin^Ue^  X^umn  of  Frmnce,  Bj  Ma- 
DAitE  Cakpah,  Firti  Lcdj  Ui  tft*  ^etkhbiul^t r  of  ihe  Qnctfii.  From 
ihtt  third  London  trdUioti,  WitK  »  BiognphiCJil  IntnxltidtiaEi  IVom  the 
"  Heroic  Women  of  the  Fr«ach  Hftvolntion^'^  bjr  M.  Di  LAHAjmsti 
Member  of  U^e  EiecuUro  Govcfuuieiit  «f  KrAsc*.  Xew  «JitloQj  wjdi 
three  i.dditioa&l  Chtpten.    ln  two  to!uED«fl,  doth,  «xtn,    .         <.        .,    d  00 


Memoirs  op  Axne  Boletn* 

Memoin  of  (ho  Life  of  Adiiii  fttilojUt  Qii««n  of  Hoary  the  Eifhlb*  Bf 
Mi>i  Bcztoi^fty  author  nf  *«  Mitmoirt  of  Mn.  fCliiiih«tll  llimilloa," 
Seeoni!  Aitierican,  from  the  tlikd  Londoa  edition.  With  *  Mcmoh  of 
tii«  Aathor,  b|  MJm  Aihio.    One  «<iliai«|  dothp         ....    I 


U 


Thi  Lady's  HiffmaiCAL  LmaAEY. 

Contiiinlng  the  ibove  fire  popuUr  werhj,  hooDd  af  In  nBtrona  itile,  m 
nine  vo)iiiii««f  clothe  iaiT%,  •        •        •       •  *       ,       «    9  00 


Laby  Russell's  Lctters. 

Tbfl  Lettem  of  Rach  kl  L4DT  RuttKto^,  New  editi«s^  CoBttisiBf  iMSf 
Letteff  oeroF  before  fmbliibed^  Complete  la  ont  btadAome  ToLaiae^ 
l^mO'i ,        i        «        , 


1  00 


Howitt's  Visits  to  Bemarkable  Placm. 

Vjtiti  to  Remarkable  Piece*;  Old  Ua\\»,  B*ttte  FieJa*.  int!  Scenei  iMue- 
trtiive  of  etrikiDi  ptsMg«e  in  Engl  lab  Hiitorj  and  Poetry,  fif  Wii- 
LJAM  HowtTT,  iutbor  of  *(  RuraJ  Lite  of  £ii|htjd|*> "  Raral  Life  of 
Gvrmani,^*  '^  Book  of  the  Seasont,^^  Ice.  FLret  SeHf  ■*  Thtr4  Atae* 
rlcin  editJoD.    Two  Totnmee,  clolh^     .        .        ,        ,        ,        ,        tfOO 

^' The  wmi delighLfat  booJE  WUl^kin  llowiu etei  wf9tm*^B»dla§i^. 


HownT*s  Hl^al  Lips  op  EttOLAKD, 

The  Rural  Life  Xft  EngUnd^  Bj  Willia^k  Downr,  taibor  of^'  Vieila  to 
R«f!iArk  tble  Pkccii**  ^.  fto*  From  the  third  Loeiioe  editiaoi  cor- 
rected and  roTiied.    Tiro  telomee,  tSmo.^  cloth,        ,        ,        ,        .    1 

^'Tbe  PKMt  nn&irMi#4  writer  «lnce  Goldfiniili,^ 

* 


i 


PARRY  k  McMILLAK^S  PUBLICATIONS, 


Caret's  Politioal  Economy. 

Prii)cipr«B  df  PolitiCEl  EcoDomy >  pAit  h  On  the  Lkw»  of  |be  PMac- 
Uon  »nd  Diithbalioo  ofWeAlth^  Pirt  TI.  Oa  the  Camtoi  which  relsin) 
the  liicreu^  i.n  the  Pro«j|u«tioD  f>f  W««Jth  md  Impiovemont  iii  tli# 
Phyncftl  and  MoraJ  CQitditiim  of  Mm,  Paxt  ilL  On  thfi  CauMi  whieli 
reurd  the  Incr^ace  in  the  Ifumben  of  M*li.  Part  IV*  On  th*  Chqmi 
^hich  reUrd  ImproimnjeAt  in  ih*  Politicd  CondiCioj)  of  Maa.  Bj  B* 
C;  Cajibt^  auihof  of  ^'  An  Kua;  oa  ibe  lUle  of  WngvM?*  TJUfes  foli.. 
8to*j  ototh,  ,        I        *        *        .        I        i        «        •        .        «        « 


Carey's  Past  and  Preseht. 

The  Put  J  Che  PreiAOt,  And  tbe  Future.    Ij  H,  C.  t^kMtff  mthof  of 
"  Political  Eeaooini,**  lie.    Ode  Toiume^    ....... 


€  50 


a  00 


Carey  oif  Slavb-Trabe* 

BlaTfl-Trtde,  D«mi:«tie  ftnd  Forei^  ;  Wh|^  it  Iliiati,  and  How  it  may  b« 
Eilinguiihed.  0J  U*  C  CAmcr,  aathor  of  f*  PrmcTpltn  of  Politicil 
Ecoaotnj^^^  '^PatU  Pro»ettt,  and  Futare/^  &c.  One  volttoi^,  llmo^ 
cloih .*......    1  tS 


McCclloch's  CoMatERciAL  Dictionary, 

A  DicUona/y  CPracticalt  Throretical,  lod  Uiilomal)  of  Ceinmtfce  and 
Commercial  NaviiratJeB*  Bf  3.  A*  McCi^LLOCif ,  £«q.  Edited  faj  Hkit&t 
Y£T»AKE,  LL,  D.,  Profenor  in  tb«  Uftiverailj  of  Peniuj^iTaAli,  he* 
kc*  With  an  Appendii,  contabiog  the  fCew  TarilT  nf  1846^  tof  etber 
wnh  the  TariB'  of  1342,  reduced  to  td  rajoreoi  ratea  aa  f«r  «a  prtcti«»* 
bte,  &c.  Ifcc.  la  two  Tolmpea,  STCeloth^  »  ,  .  i^  .  , 
Sheepi    ...         ■**t>»«»*4 


7  M 
S  00 


MoBFiT  ON  Soap  and  Can0L1& 

Cheroiilrj  applied  to  the  Mamifactore  t»fBotp  and  Candtei.  A  thorough 
K^ipDiitioii  orttie  Pritidplea  and  Practice  of  the  Trade.  Bjr  CA.Mr«cix 
MoariT^  Practical  and  Ana^jtieal  Ch«iniat.     iHaatraiad  with  170  fill* 

■   Ktatiitgf  oo  Wood.    Ooo  Tolumftp  ll?o.^        .        ,        »        ,        «        •    ^  00 


Hints  on  Daquerreotypino* 

Plain  DireclioDi  Tor  obUtPing  PfaotogTiaphio  Plctorea  bj  tho  Ctlotjp*  mad 
Etii'ngeal.  At  to,  upon  Albttotemied  Paper  and  GUat^  by  CoUodioii 
and  AlliumcDt  kc*  kc.  TDcIudinf  a  Practical  Treallae  on  Photograpbfi 
Lc.     Aleo,  HinU  00  the  Daguerfeoijpe*     Illuatrated  with  aegramga, 

'-  Kvrtf  iMafuermtyplBi  wtU  Ind  ikia  Hanael  «A«aMiiim)  g«k^  in  lh«  prac* 
Ike  of  hit  mny—N.  Y.  VtmmfFti*!  4^«fr«iHr, 


1  00 


i 


PARRY  &  McMlLLATf'S  POBtlCATIOKS*  9 

BAtJCaja  ON  HonaEMAKSBTP. 

A  Melhod  of  Ilor*emuiihip,  founded  nptua  Ne^  Pfiocipl««;  incladliig 
tbir  Br«thiitg  And  Tf«inipf  af  UartM;  wUh  Imtfuclioaa  fist  obulnlaf 
»  good  S«AL     B/F,BAucutm.    Oao  voLuaie^  limcipp  ,        «         »        •     1  10 

ABAStAtr  Nights'  Er*TEBTAmMENT8, 

ArmbUu  NtgbU*  EDtertaiDmeDU,  embfllUahed  with  ncAftj  IQQ  eik^rio|t. 
A  Dew  editiQDj  emmMij  rofi««d  »ad  <c»fr«cl«d.     CompJeto  il)  oA« 
volume,  8TC».r  clolh,      -        .        <         .        •        «        *         «        •         i    1  00 
6e4r]«i  olothf        •        *  t  SS 

Bosk  of  thx  PAB^oprAOS. 

Ad  Idyll  of  our  own  Ttinet.  Tn  nil  a  ted  from  th^  frifrmsn  of  HoiivtT 
Gif£K£,  taihoj'  of  ibe  Rumtnca  ^^  Bifoaeriio  TiUoftji.^*    One  rolutno, 

pipc^reo^tr, M^ 

CioiM ^       ..       75 

NOYELS  ANB  TALES. 

BY  CAROLINE  LEE  HENTZ. 

If  tw  Edjtioju  ia  aiita  TOlnoitii  13edo.,  ptper  coTtn,      ,        .        .        ,    4  50 
ClothgUt^      .        *       * S  50 

I. 

Ltnba;  Oft,  Tarn  Youso  Pilot  op  the  Bklle  Creole. 

A  Tale  of  Sauihent  Life.     £t|hlb  odiLioa.     In  os«  rolttmci  176  pif  ei. 
Paper  caTeri,        ...»....*.        ,50 
Cloth  gilt, .        *        .        75 

''  Tbi!i  i<  no  DrdiDftry  tu^ry ;  it  exhlblii  ihe  cnott  atvAt^  p&««e«  of  i«iuine».** 

Eena  ;  OR^  The  Snow  Bird, 

A  Tale  Df  Reil  Life.    FifUi  editiua.    In  one  volume  273  pifoc*    Ptper 

t:oyttw,  *****., &0 

Cloth  gilt, 75 

^Mt  win  b«  inuud  to  be  the  Imcl  ■lAff  whkli  Hn^  ll«ait  kmutvt  ftno  io  the 
pttbJie.'*^5afvr-4/«y  Cewp^. 

in. 

Marcos  Warlandj  or,  Tite  Long  Moss  8pbi»o, 

a  Tdc  or  the  South.     Siith  editioo.    la  tPD«  volQinei  S£T  pegei.    Piper 

covert^  *» ....50 

Cloth  giit, 75 

"  Sbauld  fuUaw  in  the  w«ke  or '  UaoleTom'e  Ct^uu**—p€mmpirmmkm. 
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PARRY  k  HcBni.LAN*8  PUBLICATIONS. 


II 


LORD  BACON'S  WORKS. 
THE  WORKS  OF  LORD  UmH, 

OF  Htl  L  ATS  If  Wmn'IWOAt 

BY  BASIL  MOSTAGU,  ESQ. 
In  Tlino  Volum««,  Oct&to^i 
The  AiDtrieui  ediiion  ni  ik«  wvHtJ  of 
Lord  Difoni,  now  offered  to  lii«  pubUe,  i» 
reprtEit«d  from  the  mvin  ipprav^J  Caflitb 
editicn,  LKmi  of  iftatil  Moni«fa,  Etq-.  whieji 
has  reccnLly  li^afd  froni  tlie,  cHebrKinl 
pretH  of  Ficfceniif,  {the  ma^4m  Al^lufO  tn 
lereriieen  nctrnvo  volmn^ri.  J[  «DntBiiii  (km 
eoin|>i<-t0  work  A  of  tho  yjiBitftJou*  phll«c^ 
pher.  tKott  in.  Latin  btin^  ir^tuMtd  inm 
BngUik.    In  order  to  moder  iIm  nvbl 


Uon  r  lie  ftp,  KDfJ  iliererars  i 


our  puhilc  iind  Kn;iaJ  tibrmriea,  u  wtb  m 

by  Ha^ic  grsarmi  nm4tn  wWit) 

my,  thfl  MV9I11M11  oeiftTa  voIi«m  k«r* 

txren  cocnprised  in  Uirefl 

octavo,     Belnf  prJat«4  ft 

rate  u  wflll  u  eomplAK 

and  r  JirarunT  nTiiad,  tha  AnntaaBadttjoii 

will  poiKH  plater  a4¥BBUfH  ht  ik»  un 

licai  icholtr  u  well  u  tbc  mmt*]  nwlar 

In  1}  pojfraptiy,  p^per  and  bisdiu.  it  wiH 

be  rr^cofiuted  u  a  brUllaiil  apceUMB  sf 

the  ptwlucit  of  ihfi  Aji]«rj«aii  book  Irttdi 

«*We  tnay  ta^Iy  Alfirm,  ttal»  bjf|vjkv 
tae  IndiicuM  niJwoftliy  la  On  wotM; 
Lord  ii««oii  ^u  pm^rt^  oae  of  tl«  raocl  »if  • 
nai  banervtDiis  aiitt  bat  latifarf  doik«  hit 
pun  toward t  pram&xtig  the  in»l  tnumpli 
of  all  I  ruth,  whether  nunraJf  or  moral  and 
.ui«P4'cLLi&!,  owr  all  «rrori  and  i^warda 
brne  "ir  on  that  c^onout  tfri»J»,  d«ttlfiadt 
we  Honbi  m>i,  oiie  day  lo  arrive,  whffii,  ac- 
•',r<l:ci)r  m  ih*  aH*c*>TiraT  rf!i>rncntai!oii  of: 
!  iai  jr*rat  ;.t»«t,  flfho  wm  ikii  oal^  the  Ad- 
in  rer  of  llnron.  Un  m  lome  reipecta  kia 
k  11(1  fpit  iriMiLiit— Tbi  Til.  Lhoiif  h  '  hewn  (ike 
i:i  •  luanirirtl  l^^r  *>Ti'«rn/mi^  a  thousand 
I  .  0. -.  ujiili  »nvttijriHl  lo  lUe  fbujr  wni^i, 
•  ' ni:  I H^  irjithiTrhl  Mmtiic]  hmb,  and  mould' 
e<:,  w  Lfii  I'Vi-ry  jiuini  anil  metaber,  in^  ao 
iiT.raf>u:i]  ffMEure  of  ietvehiieii  ajid  ptrttc- 

U<.-i.'" 

-  Wr  are  mfrr  ^fjit'lled  ihaa  ws  ean 
fi  '.!  Air-^*  En  ex^vicM^tij  find  a  piittUibinif 
r"),;»^  111  ihja  (*f>u]iEry,  puumf  fgrih  a  putt- 
!  M  "I!  |;lt*^  Eh-  t\nr*pf^ifl  ^Vatkn  tii  Lofd 
ll.KMiii.  |]L  a  ["arm  ii(4>riF?  cortiitael',  elenAl 


WALTfflSCDTrS  COMPLETE  WOfllfS, 

M  I J  uoU^  U'^^ni  Apr*,  Or^A  gilk  /«■ 

lU'^ludiujc  til*  VVaTrrty  \ote]i,  rovtiral  _ 
1  ri^  y,uTkjk  vUk  t^«  AuUkji^i  latHt 
rrhrm-tiimi. 


Price  fiednoed  t0  $2  &a 

THE  WAVCRLEY  NOVEL.t, 

COMPLETE. 
3340  Pacw  f«  TW«  DdQus  ud  vSalL 

CAREYS  UAKT^fa^encentlyinibJi^he^ 

A  »«w  ir&mos  or 

THE  W AfKELEV  STOTKLS, 

Bt  sir  WALTER  800rrT, 


lo  Wit%  Boyat  »fiiw 
B5tf^ac»i« 


WaT*f1ey,  Oiiy  Manuffitir,  A^HowAryi 
Ito4»  Ror.  Black  Dwan.  iHd  Worraiiiy, 
,  lt«art  or  MiJ4^tliiaa,  lli'ia*  of  Uaatti^r- 
;nia»rt  Ler»ft^  of  Mctaltoa*,  NanhiMs^  Tha 
jdanaai«rr<  Tha  Ahlwl,  lUmlvmrUh,  Tha 
PitaiCf  Porku«c«  «#  HlfcK  PvTffht  of  ih« 
Prak.i^DPB  DcrararCnt  ftanbnU  W«Jl, 
MnBHUfl,!!*  BatfoiiHMJ.  TU  I'lUiinaiv 
WoodiflAek;  Tba  Hi|[hlaiiii  WyMm.  T«ro 
D«iifiirt»  Iff  Anitl  Maffairr*  Mitmr, 
Ta}i*iir|ad  i^MmtMf,  Th*  LaiH'*  ;c«?i, 
f»if  Mu4  of  P*n^  Ann«  of  U^ciat^^m 
^nl  Soi^ftor  Parift,  C^aUe  IHnf*ion*, 

Tlte  object  of  lb*  ftabll*tiert  In  thita  rt* 
d^eitiir  ih*  pcK^ii  of  iIiB  WavarUy  Novtla, 
fit  lo  •ml#«Toi  ro  ^ive  tbtim  a  frratly  tK- 
ten4«(l  cIrcuCaiiiLin.  and  UiAy  bare,  ihri«- 
for*,  pm  theiti  at  a  prirq  whii>li  ttiofrt  tho^a 
withijj  the  frai!h  (if  nT^ry  fMUJly  lh  ih« 
^uUiitry.  Tli#r«  t«  ftpw  »d  lireajdo  iJi«i 
ilflwd  he  wiUwai  a«fi  of  the  nwtl  charm  l^if 
««ti»  of  oeuon  ever  i»ii«d  from  1hs  pre*«  ; 
fer  there  It  fio  oati  that  can't  afford  two 
dollar*  and  a  half^TWO  DOLLAtt^l 
AND  A  liALFforiwenij'iveof  Sit  Wal^ 
ler  5*cf>u'»  N*ifelal  ten  eenca  for  *  com* 
plei*  No*clM  ten  eenii  (or  ■«  IvanhDe,"* 
^hith  waaoTiifinaJljf  publUheil  aia^i^inea 
uiit  a  hatf  1 1\  1 1  teemi  ioipoiaibk.  a^id  yet 
it  ii  irii4.  In  no  other  war  ^*ii  ihe  »arM 
arDoaul  of  am(ii«meni  and  iDiiFutij,oji  be 
ol»:a]ned  for  i«n  timei  the  nxmr^.  ^t  \h% 
WiTerley  Noirdf  aloiie  form  aLihrary. 

The  puMJahert  wuh  it  lo  W  diaunc^U} 
nnrfcritoDd,  thai,  while  tb«  price  it  eo  mim^^ 
ly  reduced  th«  irorJf  ia  in  no  way  abrufn^ 
btii  it  CA^^TVL^t  ratnrim  raoH*  uni  oow- 
T*i?*»  arsat  woai>  is  Tfi*t.an  ^i)tvvB«a 
KpTTios,  m  forty -eiffht  ToliUMt.  wltkh  aaU* 
for  Hvemy  two  doflara. 

Now  lathe  time  ip^  buy  I  Staehanoppor 
miuty  may  narer  agmin  oetni.  Let  evefT 
ona,  then,  who  iirani#  the  Wav^lrg  K»mU 
I  /fi^^  4*UmTt  mn4  «  kaif.  nw  TmrcJtaK,  &n 
^^  If  tht  publithPTt  do  not  trtd  the  wla  fieatly 
inenued.  by  the  imnM^iite  red ue uon  Jn 
pri«ft,  ihiry  will  reaaoiA  the  oM  prUe  ot 
(w<:niy-l¥fl  ««iita  fbf  each  NoT*r,  vaja^ 
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